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Mail Order Bride: Jordyn’s Lost Cowboy

 


Synopsis: Mail Order Bride, Jordyn’s Lost
Cowboy, is the emotional story of a woman who starts out by lying
when she begins a correspondence with a rancher in Oregon who has
advertised for a mail order bride. All she wants to do is get out
west, learn how to run a ranch, then own one herself, just like she
and her now deceased father had planned.

 



 


“JORDYN, YOU ALWAYS get this way in the
winter. You will come out of this once the sun hits the streets,
you just wait and see.”

“No, I won’t. I hate all seasons here and I
want to move to the prairies.”

“Now, you just settle yourself down and find
yourself something to do, why don’t you go down town and buy you a
new dress? That would make any woman get over the winter
blues.”

 


 


JORDYN HAD MOVED to New York to live with an
Aunt when her parents both died with the fever three years before.
She’d been sent to live with her father’s sister when there was
nowhere else to go and no one else to take her in.

At seventeen years old she should have been
satisfied with all the fancy dresses a young woman could have and
young gallant men on her arm. Jordyn was not your average young New
York lady. While other young women her age were thrilled with
lavish parties being thrown on every account possible, Jordyn’s
dream was her late father’s dream.

He dreamed of owning a horse and cattle ranch
all his life and he would sit for hours and share his dreams with
his little girl propped upon his knee. A banker had raised her
father and the family came with riches and all kinds of treasures
that played no part in her daddy’s heart. He had married into money
as well and Jordyn’s mother was known as the Lady of the Ball.

Jordyn grew up beside all the finest of
things and people and it had grown very boring to her, and if her
daddy were alive today, she felt that he would do all he could to
get her to the prairies. Her father had told her story after story
that his elder brother had written to him about.

Her uncle had taken the leap of courage and
had stepped out of the family’s fortune and he wandered for years
until he was able to settle down on a ranch of his own and he had
stayed in touch with her father through the years. Her father
always envied the life that his brother had made for himself and he
vowed that someday, he too would place his daughter among the
prairies.

He, along with his wife, had come down with
the fever and neither of them survived and his dream just settled
among the noise of the city. Her Aunt had never understood her
brother’s dreams and thought it was silly to sit and dream and she
did not intend to see her brother’s daughter carry on like her
father.

She herself had not been in touch with her
other brother and was not supportive of him, his lifestyle, or his
ranch. He had been long abandoned by the rest of the family and he
was off limits to Jordyn. She did not even know if her father’s
lost brother was still alive or not.

He ran through her mind constantly and all
the stories her father would tell her as he would read the letters.
She had visions of prairie land swept away with beautiful tall
grass as far as the eye could see, and horses and cattle grazing
across fine pastures and this is what she had her mind filled with
as she would toil around New York City.

She detested the close living quarters and
the silliness of some people’s lifestyles and she would often rebel
as much as she could. There were times she would go shopping to
only come back with men’s trousers and she would put them on and
tie curtain ties around her waist just to see her Aunt Clara
screech at her.

 


 


ONE SUNDAY MORNING Jordyn had decided to go
to church even though her Aunt Clara would not be attending. She
always tried to go on the mornings that her Aunt would not be there
and it gave her a sense of freedom.

While at church the Pastor had read from his
pulpit an announcement of an ad that had been placed in their
quarterly and as he read the ad, Jordyn’s eyes opened wide as her
ears perked up. As she sat alongside her best friend Margaret, she
listened closely to every word the Pastor was reading.

It was an ad placed by a young single man who
was in search for a bride. Jordyn could not believe her ears and
thought it was very distasteful and how desperate he must be to run
such an ad. About the time she was ready to discard it all and not
listen any further, the Pastor mentioned that the young man lived
in Oregon on a ranch.

The sound of “Oregon” brought her fully to
attention and she sat straight up. As Margaret began chatting
loudly to her, she motioned to her to keep quiet and she listened
to the Pastor. This announcement was meant for older single women
and widows, but it caught the attention of lonely and beautiful
Jordyn Steel.

She was twenty-three years old, so she was a
bit young to be considered to reply to such an ad, but it was worth
a shot. After the service she approached her Pastor and she asked
if she could see the ad and as he looked down into her eyes, he
told her “Jordyn, I can appreciate your curiosity about such an ad,
but you are quite young to consider this and your Aunt Clara would
have my head dismantled if I let you respond to such an ad.”

“Pastor Miller, I’m twenty-three years old
and if you remember my father, you would then know where I get such
desires for leaving the city to find my heart in the prairies.”

“I understand that Jordyn, but it’s your Aunt
Clara who cares for you now, since your daddy has passed on and she
would not hear of this; and I’m afraid that I would have to agree
with her on this one.”

“Pastor Miller, if I can be frank I must
remind you that I am of age and if I wanted to do such a thing, it
could be done without your approval or my Aunt’s.”

“Perhaps you are correct, dear Jordyn. You
are one strong willed child--always have been just like your
father.”

“Yes, I believe I am and that I will do fine
in life by being this way, I might add.”

Jordyn was not lacking in the standing up for
herself department. She had learned from her father early on that
you must stand for something, or you would fall for anything and
she was about to practice what he would say.

With her not being easily persuaded to give
up on the idea of responding to the ad, the Pastor called her back
to his office and sat down with her, letting her read the ad for
herself. As she sat and read, her Pastor could sense that the only
thing on Jordyn’s mind was getting out of the city and into the
prairies.

He at once decided to explain to her on what
a mail order bride was and what the man was seeking. As he
explained it to her, she seemed uninterested and wasn’t focusing on
anything he was saying.

As her Pastor looked at her he said, “Jordyn,
do you realize that this young man is looking for a wife?”

“Yes, sir, I think I understand what a mail
order bride is, but it does seem quite a desperate attempt, does it
not? Perhaps he would be just as happy with someone who could work
at his ranch.”

“Jordyn, that’s not what this young man is
seeking at all. He runs the ranch and he’s looking for a wife to
cook and to clean and to take care of him and his needs.”

“Pastor Miller, I just would like to read the
ad mostly out of curiosity and would not respond to it anyway. I
would just like to read it.” As the Pastor went to hunt down his
bible so that he could read to her some scriptures, she quickly
jotted down the information that was in the ad.

When Pastor Miller returned, Jordyn hurriedly
excused herself, saying that the whole idea was silly and rude on
the man’s part and she told her Pastor he had nothing to worry
about, that she would not be interested in any man who had to beg
for a bride.

A smile lit up her face as she bid him
goodbye and left.

Pastor Miller knew Jordyn and he was not
quite convinced, but he also knew of how her father was a very good
man and remembered his long life dream to live out on the prairie,
and Pastor Miller smiled to himself on what a sweet gift to her
father it would have been to see his beautiful daughter out of the
city.

He would have to keep an eye on Jordyn for a
time to see if she had any real intentions or not, but he would be
very careful to not say a word to Jordyn’s Aunt Clara, whom he knew
would throw a real hissy fit and might even board Jordyn off to
some fancy school for young ladies.

Pastor Miller chose to keep this one a secret
and he would watch Jordyn from a distance.

He glanced down on his desk and she had not
taken the ad with her, so he felt that things would be fine for
now. What he did not realize was that Jordyn had copied all the
information she needed to respond to the ad. All the information
she needed to move out west.

 


 


JORDYN HAD ONE thing on her mind and a few
things to do. She knew she would have to keep playing her part and
keep her Aunt Clara happy, but she also had plenty of work to
do.

According to the letter, the young man was
seeking a young, attractive enough woman who could cook, sew, clean
and care for others. He requested that she would respond to his ad
with a few recipes that were her favorite, along with a picture if
possible.

He had mentioned in the letter that he was a
devout man of God and would expect a Proverbs 31 type of woman in
his life that could love him, support him and be his companion.

She at once knew she had better read up on
what a Proverbs 31 woman was if she was to reply to his ad. She ran
through the house searching for her Aunt’s bible because her Aunt
was so good at marking important scriptures in it. She knew if a
Proverbs 31 woman was important, then her Aunt would have it
marked.

Sure enough, big and bold, her Aunt had
circled the scriptures that explained what this was. As Jordyn read
this, she found herself deep in thought, wondering what kind of a
woman could be all this that she was reading. She slowly ran her
fingers across the words as she whispered the words aloud and she
thought to herself that this would indeed be one special woman if
she could pull all that off and still enjoy life.

She found a way to jot down some notes about
his wish for this kind of woman and then moved along to recipes.
Running into the kitchen, she began hunting down recipes of her
Aunt’s and she picked out some tasty-sounding ones and she copied
those as well to send to this man who was full of himself.

Jordyn knew that she didn’t have to round
anything up about cleaning and she could wiggle her way around with
that one. She sat down, ready and willing to respond to the ad that
was before her. As she began writing, she found herself scribbling
lie after lie to this young man and she justified it by telling
herself that if he was crazy enough to place such an ad, then he
deserved what he might get.

She tucked some recipes inside, and placed it
alongside of a picture that had been taken of her when she had
attended one of her Aunt’s grand parties. As she took one last look
at the picture, she thought to herself that she must surely stand a
good chance with her looks, for it was a fine looking picture.

After she was finished, she sealed the
letter. She tucked the letter inside her dress skirt and she set
out for the carrier office. With a smile on her face, she handed
the letter to the man at the desk and she asked him if he could put
hurry on this one, and then she left.

 


 


ABOUT A WEEK later, Jordyn received a notice
that she had mail and as she hurried out of the house, she ran to
the carrier office and as he handed her the letter, her heart began
to beat.

The man that was seeking a bride had answered
her reply and as she sat there reading the letter, she felt herself
being drawn to him, but it was not him she was interested in--it
was his ranch. He described his cabin and his land to her in such
fine detail that she knew this was where she wanted to be.

He owned more land than she had ever dreamed.
Pasture after pasture he would describe the prairie grass to her
that fed his grazing cattle and another pasture fed his many
horses. He had several barns as well as a log cabin complete with a
wood stove and eight rooms.

There were three guesthouses on his property
that could hold plenty of cattle workers and fenced arenas to train
the horses. This was her dream and the more she read, the more
excited she became. She quickly tucked the letter away and ran home
so that she could write back to him.

 


 


JORDYN AND BLAIR exchanged several letters
over the next few weeks and as Blair grew more anxious to meet
Jordyn, she got excited about seeing his ranch.

Jordyn agreed that she would go to Oregon to
meet with him and that she would spend six months there on a trial
basis. If, at the end of six months she decided not to stay, then
he would pay her to return to New York.

This seemed fair to both of them and the only
thing that was being left out was the truth about Jordyn. Although
she had answered an ad for a mail order bride, she had no interest
in becoming one.

Her interest was working and living on a
ranch, not being married.

Of course Blair had no idea that Jordyn was
only looking to work on a ranch and his excitement grew as he
looked forward to meeting the woman he had hopes of marrying.

 


 


JORDYN HAD TO keep up with her image to
satisfy her Aunt, and so she agreed to attend a ball that her Aunt
was throwing and she dressed up in her finest dress and met her
Aunt at the door.

As she walked out the door, her Aunt Clara
suggested that Jordyn stand up straight and pay attention to the
many available men when she arrived and that she just might find
her match there.

When Jordyn arrived at the ball, her friend
Margaret was there and they found their way to a place in the
corner. While they were there, Jordyn came across a woman that was
speaking of an ad in the paper about mail order brides and she said
that she was one of a hundred women that were applying.

This perked Jordyn’s interest and she thought
surely Blair was not writing all these women at once. However, it
turned out that there was an agency that places ads for single men
who are seeking brides and there would be a ship that would deliver
one hundred women to Oregon who would then meet one hundred and
fifty men.

When she found out that it would cost her
nothing to join the others on the ship, she decided this would be
her way to Oregon without having to pay a cent. She got the
information from the woman, tucked it away, and continued at the
ball.

Ignoring every gentleman that asked her to
dance, she made her way to the back of the room and found a way to
fade away.

 


 


ARRIVING HOME AFTER the ball that wasted much
of her time; as far as she was concerned, she at once sat down to
write Blair a letter. She explained to him that she would be
catching the ship that would take her into Washington and then she
would travel by stagecoach or wagon to Oregon.

It would be a journey of about four months,
but they would soon meet up with one another. Jordyn decided to
keep the peace with her Aunt, she would not tell her that she was
leaving and she made her plans in secret.

On the morning she was to board ship, she
snuck out early, leaving all she had behind except a couple of bags
and with a smile and excitement, she whispered her goodbyes.

She now would be able to make her and her
father’s dreams finally come true.

 


 


IT WAS A beautiful morning as Jordyn climbed
aboard the ship and joined with the women bound for Oregon. It
would be on a long journey and she decided it would be worth it in
the end.

For now, she had to again spend time with
rich women who were seeking security in a man. For Jordyn, this was
not her case. She did not feel she needed a man, she just needed
his ranch. That put her in a different category than all those
other women.

Jordyn was brought up to be strong and
independent by her father and she failed to see that she was in
need of a man, whether she liked it or not. She had been writing
Blair with letters full of lies and it never once crossed her mind
that she was guilty of anything. She figured it would all work out
in the end for all involved, after she proved herself an excellent
ranch hand.

She despised the conversations of the women
as they would boast and brag about finding a new man who would take
care of them and they would have babies, building a family. Having
babies was the last thing from her mind and she had no interest in
building a family. She would snicker, as the women would chat about
their plans for their futures, thinking how different hers would
be.

She thought she would become her own boss,
perhaps owning a ranch of her own after settling in. These thoughts
entertained her and got her through her voyage, even at times
denying her the opportunity to enjoy the bright sunny days hanging
over the ship.

The other women would bask in the gleaming
sun while Jordyn would stay down below, mapping out her plans for
her ranch and her future.

 


 


AFTER MONTHS OF being aboard ship, the time
came when they reached their destination. They had arrived in at
the Washington Port and there the women would be traveling by
stagecoaches and by wagons.

It would be a hard journey for women coming
from the city and they would experience things they had never heard
of. This is where Jordyn, in her mind at least, would have an
advantage over all the other women.

She was more of a tomboy than a city girl by
heart.

 


 


IN THEIR TRAVELS the women encountered rough
terrain, storms; as well as contact with Indians. Although they
passed by many Indians, they had no dangerous encounters and many
of the women were infatuated with them.

Jordyn thought to herself along the way that
living Indian life might not be a bad idea if her plans fell
through and ever practical, she took many notes along the way.
After ten days, they had finally reached Oregon and Jordyn was more
than ready to climb out of that wagon.

Here, the women would be able to freshen up
at a local hotel that was catering to the event. The next day
around one o’clock in the afternoon, around one hundred and fifty
men would be showing up to woo these women into becoming part of
their lives.

Jordyn was excited to finally meet Blair and
she kept the letters he had written close by her at all times. Just
like the other women, Jordyn allowed herself to indulge in a good
soaking in a tub and enjoyed a nice breakfast in the dining
quarters of the hotel.

Some of the other women found their way to
the bar and they were having a good time getting to know the
locals, almost forgetting what they had come to Oregon for. For
Jordyn, she had not forgotten and gallivanting with men was not her
idea of passing the time.

The day passed into the evening and soon it
was time to call it a night and Jordyn hadn’t moved from her room.
She held her letters near to her and fell into a deep sleep as she
lay there envisioning her future, feeling very confident of her
plans following through.

 


 


THE SUN SHONE through the window of Jordyn’s
room and the sound of laughing men and women could be heard coming
from downstairs. As she quickly got up and dressed, she found
herself curious to peek and see if she could see Blair among the
men waiting in the lobby below.

They had agreed that Blair would hold up a
sign with his name as he awaited her arrival, and that way they
would be able to know each other in the crowd. It was supposed to
be a very smooth transition, as they would find one another,
collect their letters and show that they had been in a long
distance relationship.

Since Jordyn had not gone through the agency,
she would not have to go through all the red tape that the other
women would. Blair had put up a personal ad and she had answered
his ad, and had not dealt with any agency.

As the time got closer to one o’clock, she
could feel her chest growing very tight and she became very anxious
waiting to meet up with Blair. She found herself joining the rest
of the women in the lobby, taking a chair in the middle of two of
the women she had been forced to listen to on the ship.

Straightening her skirt and adjusting her
hair that she had piled on top of her head, she felt a little
nervous and feelings ran through her that she had never known. She
wasn’t sure why she’d become a little afraid.

As the event got started, one by one, cases
were announced and women were introduced by their names, and the
gentlemen were introduced as well. There were many women to go
through on a list of being called forward and Jordyn was not
expecting her name to be called at all.

She had only shared the ship ride with the
group and she was handling her meeting on her own. She stood up and
began wandering around trying to catch a glimpse of Blair, but was
not able to find him. In her mind she found herself being irritated
and told herself that this was just like a man to be late for
something so important. She did, however, see many extra men that
had come to the event, she wondered why they would want to watch
such a show, and she began to feel very dirty.

It felt like a sale to her and she did not
want any part of this any longer. As she stood up to walk outside,
one of the agencies workers hollered across the room, asking her
where she was headed. She looked up and quietly told him she was
looking and waiting for her friend to show up that she had been
writing to.

This was the turn of the events that would
shape her situation and from that point on, she found herself out
of control.

 


 


ABOUT TEN MILES away Blair had found himself
in a situation that was keeping him from getting to Jordyn on time
and he was becoming worried that she might think he had changed his
mind.

He had loaded up a wagon so that he could
bring her home comfortably and while he was on the way, the wagon
had went over some rough terrain and a wheel got caught in some
sharp rocks. The wagon took a spill and broke its axle.

This would set him back by an hour or so and
he could only hope that she would wait patiently for him. Blair did
not know that it would be out of her hands and that an agency would
decide for her where she would be placed when their plans fell
through.

While he tried frantically to fix the broken
wagon wheel, Jordyn was dealing with an agency that did not believe
that she had been corresponding with a man on her own, and they
told her that they would give her the opportunity to meet some men
that were left over from the event, or she would be left with
nowhere to go and would not be able to return to New York, as
well.

This worried her, that her plans where now
set aside, and she began to feel afraid. She had given up all she
had known, wealth and family to come here to begin a new life as a
ranch owner. Now, she was faced with homelessness and a slew of men
gazing at her like she was a prize beef cow.

All the other women had partnered up with
their men and in the lobby were several men who had come to watch
the show. As she stood there, one man hollered out that he had paid
money to take home a bride and he had not received one as of yet,
and that he would be grateful to offer his hand to this woman in
distress.

As Jordyn looked across the room, she got a
look at this man and had no intentions of parting with him, so she
walked over to the workers who had been holding the event and she
voiced her concerns.

The man told her that she had no options
because he would not be taking her back. Unless she had made prior
arrangements, then she had best take someone up on an offer.

At the sound of this, her heart ripped wide
open and her eyes became as wide as saucers, but the man was right.
Jordyn had not made any other plans and had not taken precautions
in case something would happen.

She quickly ran up to the hotel manager and
asked him if he could be kind enough to let her stay in a room long
enough to try to find something she could do about getting back
home. The manager told her that the only place she might have luck
would be to go upstairs and to speak to a woman called Madame
Louise.

He then said, “She may need another girl to
work for her.” This sent a clear message to Jordyn and she wanted
nothing to do with that kind of work. As she hurried around in the
lobby asking people if they knew where she could find herself a
temporary job and a room to stay, no one offered up any
suggestions, except for working for Madame Louise.

This disgusted her and as she stood there all
alone in a world she had never known, the man that was looking to
take her home came to her and told her that she could come and give
it a try, and if she was not happy with him, then he would help her
to return to New York.

With no other options, she hesitantly shook
her head and walked with him to his wagon. Several people stood and
watched this take place and yet no one offered this young woman a
hand.

They slowly pulled out of town and many
people thought they’d never see her again, because they didn’t know
who the man she left with, was.

 


 


ABOUT THREE HOURS later a young Blair finally
drove his wagon into town, hoping and expecting to see Jordyn
waiting in the hotel lobby. As he walked into the lobby and saw no
beautiful auburn haired woman waiting, he began to get very worried
and he hurried over to the desk asking about her.

After speaking with everyone he could he
found out one thing, that Jordyn had left with the wrong man and no
one knew whom the man was or where they went. He was not satisfied
with the answers he got and decided he would spend the night in
town and ask more questions and that maybe he would come across
someone who had seen more.

He got himself a room and began settling in
and then he ventured downstairs to mingle with the ones hanging
around. He spent the evening talking with many people who had been
watching the event and finally by around nine in the evening he
spoke with one young girl that worked as one of Madame’s girls.

She informed him that she knew someone who
knew the man who drove away with the beautiful young girl but they
would not be returning for a week or so. She told him he would have
to wait in town and when the man came through, she would get
information from him on where the man lives.

That was all Blair could do, and he agreed.
He went back to his room pondering the situation, not knowing how
this woman was, where she was and how mad she would be at him for
being a no show.

His thoughts raced as he stirred in his
sleep, but he finally passed out from exhaustion and fell into a
restless asleep.

 


 


FOR JORDYN, IT didn’t take too long to find
out what this man had in mind. His name was Harley and he had been
in trouble with the law since he was young. He lived on the
outskirts of town way back in a hideaway place that kept any casual
passersby from ever seeing his homestead.

He used to run with gangs until he had a deal
go bad, and they refused to let him ride with them any longer. He
was supposed to be involved in robbing stagecoaches that would be
passing through, but he made it a habit to be more interested in
attacking the women than getting the money, and they had told him
that they were through with his carelessness.

Therefore, he mainly just lived by himself
and many in town held him responsible for crimes that could never
be traced back to him. There had been women coming up missing from
the saloon and many believed that it was Harley that had taken
them.

Now, Jordyn was in his hands and no one was
willing to talk around town, until this one young girl decided that
she would finally tell her story so that maybe Jordyn could be
found. She knew where Harley lived herself, but she had told Blair
that a man would be coming to town that knew where he could find
Harley.

This was buying her time to see if she could
go through with helping him. Exactly one week later, this young
girl named Polly Sue knocked on the door to Blair’s room and she
sat down and confessed that it was she that knew where to find
Harley, and that she would be willing to lead Blair to him.

After being upset that she waited for a week,
Blair took her up on it and they at once set out to find them. He
told her they would leave in the morning and she should meet him at
the stables and she would be riding a horse alongside of him and
when she would point out where the man lived, then she would return
to town.

She agreed and they both parted ways to their
rooms.

 


 


BRIGHT AND EARLY just like she had promised,
the young Polly Sue was waiting at the stables. Blair gave her the
horse she would ride and they took off out of town.

As they drew closer and closer Polly Sue
became frightened at the thought of running into the man, she
pulled Blair aside, and decided she needed to tell him the whole
story. Polly Sue was only fourteen years old and she was taken by
this man Harley and had been held captive from nine years old until
she was twelve.

He had made her his slave as well as other
things that she did not want to discuss and she had managed to
finally escape for good from his clutches and that was when Madame
Louise had taken her in with the agreement that she would be one of
her girls.

She had tried to run away from Harley several
times but he always managed to catch up with her before she could
get into town and she would suffer weeks of beatings. The closer
they got to his house, the more fearful she became and Blair found
his heart going out to this young girl.

He desperately wanted to find Jordyn and by
what this girl was saying, Jordyn’s life now depended upon him
finding her. Blair did not want to let the girl come into any
danger and he assured her that he would let her point the house out
from a safe distance and then she should ride back to town without
stopping for anything.

He also told her that if he did not return to
town, then she should get the sheriff and have him check out the
situation. This kept Polly Sue calmed down and she was able to ride
the rest of the way up to the point where she would show him the
direction to take and then she would ride alone back to town.

Blair decided that it would be best if Polly
would ride directly to the Sheriff’s office, tell the Sheriff what
would be taking place, and ask the Sheriff to allow Polly to wait
at the office for his return.

Blair would also be making sure that this
young girl would not have to work for Madame Louise any longer
either and he was going to see to it that the girl would be free of
this life and would be allowed to attend school and possibly get a
new family to take her in.

In the meantime, he would have to focus now
on saving Jordyn from this Harley man and it would take every ounce
of energy he had to get this done. Therefore, when she was able to
show him which direction to take, she told him goodbye and she
headed off toward town.

Now, it was up to Blair to free Jordyn from
Harley and to get her safely home. What he did not expect to find
when he got to Harley’s, was that Jordyn had gone. As he crept up
to the house he began looking in every window he could see in and
he saw no sign of Jordyn anywhere.

He looked out back in a small shed and he
looked in the outhouse as well, but there was no sign of her
anywhere. It had been a week and he was praying that Harley had not
killed her before he got there.

Just as he was walking around the side of the
house, he heard a grunting sound and he turned to see Harley
standing face to face with him, with a shotgun at his side.

“What are you doing on my property, boy?”

“I’m looking for a woman that you brought out
here, Harley. Where is she?”

“Oh, you mean that city broad--that mail
bride?”

“Yes, I mean that one Harley. What have you
done with her?”

“I didn’t do done anything with her, she done
took off and she’s now a runaway bride.”

Harley had been on a week’s drunk and was not
capable of chasing after Jordyn and he knew that he could catch up
with her if she was to stay alive out there somewhere, so he wasn’t
worried that she was gone.

“You want her--you go find her. She’s
probably dead by now. I gave her a good beating the night before
she snuck out of here.”

“Harley, if I don’t find her or I find her
hurt, I’ll come back here and you’ll be going to jail for this. You
better hope I find her alive and well.”

“What do you care about this wild thing,
anyway?”

“She was supposed to be my bride Harley and
that’s why I am taking this so personal.”

Leaving Harley for a later time, Blair jumped
on his horse and set out to try to hunt down Jordyn who had left
already on her own. He rode in the direction he figured she must
have gone but he had no way of knowing if he would find her and
what shape she would be in.

After about three hours of looking, he began
seeing signs of pieces of material that was covered with flowers
and he figured this to be remnants of her dress and he could see
that she must have been dragging a leg by the looks of the prints
in the dirt.

As he hopped off his horse, leading it behind
him, he began looking closer at the twigs on the ground and all his
surroundings and he just continued along the stream.

It looked as if she had been following the
stream and he knew that he would be coming to a crossing of a river
ahead and began to worry about what she must have done at the
river. As he approached closer and closer he saw footprints along
the edge of the water and what looked like indentations from what
might have been a canoe entering the water and he began to get
excited thinking she must have found a canoe to get in and would
try to canoe down the river.

He immediately hopped back on his horse and
began to run along the edges and watch out over the water to see if
he could spot her in a canoe. He had gone probably five miles when
he looked out across the water and spotted a small canoe, but could
see no one in it. As he kept his eyes on the canoe, he began to
holler out her name, but could still see no one in the canoe.

It was floating along slowly along the edge
of the other side.

He kicked his horse’s side and entered the
water and swam across to the canoe and when he ride up close
enough, he saw Jordyn lying in the bottom of the canoe, passed out,
drenched and a mess. He jumped off his horse, stopped the canoe,
and was able
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