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Synopsis: A Conflict of Beliefs
- A woman makes a solitary journey, along with a few wranglers, to
the California home of her future husband, only to find a situation
that goes against what her husband fought and died for in the Civil
War.

 


 


She would have liked the view if
it didn’t scare her so much. The open plains looked so endless from
where she was sitting, but the wagon she was riding with was going
to cross every inch of it, not stopping until it hit the Pacific
Ocean.

It was the furthest she had ever
traveled away from her hometown and the journey was just beginning.
They were not going to stop until they hit the California coast.
Out there was her future with a man she hadn’t met yet. To the
average person, this was a very amusing new fad but to Beatrice, it
was her life, and the future looked as scary and unpredictable as
the terrain they had to cross.

She couldn’t help but look down
at her clothes and laugh. She was no longer wearing a dress like
she was when the wagon left the city. She was just trying to put on
a good face for her friends and family. That dress was put away to
make sure it wouldn’t be damaged. Instead, she was wearing slacks,
boots and a shirt that men would wear.

Her hair was tied back and
Beatrice already knew what her father would have said; such a
tomboy. She always played with the boys as they were more fun and
life with the girls and the ladies was far too boring. Now look at
her! She was far from doing what her father would call ladylike.
She was heading out west, riding with a wagon through the land of
the savages. She didn’t believe anyone out here could be that
savage but if there was, Beatrice prayed that they wouldn’t meet
any of them along the way.

The wagon that she was riding
with was also packed with various supplies. Technically, Beatrice
was a part of the cargo as well. Bought and paid for and currently
being delivered. It wasn’t exactly the right way to meet her new
prince charming but people her age didn’t have room to complain.
The fact that any man was still interested was a miracle to
Beatrice. The fact one was willing to pay her way out west and put
up with all her baggage was an even bigger bonus.

Some of the other women were
ignorant. They would say that she was selling herself. She huffed
at the thought. She wasn’t a lady of the night, and she wasn’t
selling her body. In fact, the only thing they paid for was her way
to get to them, such as passport and tickets and such.

It was the newest fad, but one
that made her feel ridiculous. Yet, options were hard to come by so
Beatrice decided to go ahead with her adventure rather than sit
around until she’s old and gray waiting for someone to come to her.
She didn’t want to live alone, even if it meant taking her chances
with a complete stranger. Beatrice could only imagine how desperate
he was to make such a purchase. The fact that he had money lying
around to do that was promising.

He must be rich from the gold
rush that was driving the pilgrims to trek out west. Anyone who
wanted to get rich quick always flocked when word of the latest
gold rush was revealed to the public. Now the rush was sending
people out to California, near the Pacific. If anything, Beatrice
thought to herself as she looking out at the horizon, the view will
be good by the beach as well. Suddenly, a thought crept up in her
mind. Something her mother used to tell her all of the time.

“Don’t count your chickens
before they hatch”. She knew her mom would have been correct in
saying so too, but all she had was time, to think about who he was
and what their life was going to be like. She was watching the
majestic view before her that she never noticed the small young man
walking up behind her.

“Mom?” the young boy called
out.

“Malcolm!” Beatrice said out
loud, surprised. “You startled me. Is everything all right?”

“Yes,” Malcolm said, as he
seemed rather passive. “Why are we out here?”

“I already told you sweetie,”
Beatrice said as she reached out and took his hand into hers.
“We’re going out there to meet who will be my new husband and your
new Dad.”

“I have a Dad,” Malcolm
replied.

“I know, honey,” Beatrice said,
as she understood. “But your father is gone. He died in the war and
we have to move on. We will never forget him because he was brave
and he fought for what he thought was right. He died for something
bigger than himself and that was a very honorable way to leave this
world. I’m very proud of him and you should be too.”

“I am,” Malcolm confirmed. “I
just wish he was still here.”

“I do too, son,” Beatrice said
as she pulled the young man closer to her and held him tightly
against her. She was scared as well but was determined to remain
calm for her son and lead the way by her strong example.

“Why do we have to move?”
Malcolm asked. “Why couldn’t he come to Boston?”

“Well, he can’t.” Beatrice tried
to explain. “He’s got a booming business out there that makes a lot
of money. I didn’t have that back home so it’s best if we come to
him so he can keep his business and support us. We didn’t have
anything to support us back home and this is the best way to
survive.”

“I don’t have any friends out
there,” Malcolm protested.

“You will make new friends out
there,” Beatrice said, as she understood how scared the young boy
was. She was scared too so she couldn’t blame Malcolm for feeling
the same way. “You might like his children.”

“He has kids?” Malcolm repeated.
“How many?”

“Four,” Beatrice answered. “Two
boys and two girls and I’m sure you’ll get along with splendidly.
You’re a good kid, Malcolm. You will adjust well in
California.”

“But where is their mom?” the
young boy asked, as he was confused. He was only nine years old so
that was to be expected.

“She’s not with them anymore,”
Beatrice replied. “Like your father, she’s in heaven and with our
Lord. So those kids need a new mom just like you need a new Dad.
We’re all trying to fill the holes in each family and this is the
best way to do it. I’m sure we’ll be all right. Look at all the men
he sent out to get us. He hasn’t even met us and he’s taking such
good care of us already. Do you see that?”

“I do,” Malcolm said, as he
looked around.

Beatrice could tell by the look
on his face that Malcolm was feeling very sad about the situation
that he was put into. Clearly, he wanted to stay in his hometown
close to friends and family. He also wanted to have his father
back; something that Beatrice herself wished for on occasion but
was well aware was something beyond anyone’s powers to grant.

It had only been a few months
since she got the telegram from the military. The one that would
tell Beatrice that her husband of over twelve years had died with
the majority of his regiment as they attempted to take a
confederate stronghold on the beaches of the Carolinas.

They had taken considerable
losses that day and yet had still failed to take the fort from the
south. Beatrice remembered how it felt to realize that the man she
loved was never coming back. She waited two days before telling
Malcolm, getting it out of her system first before telling the
young man that he no longer had a father.

Now, less than half a year after
getting the tragic news, they were on the road and expecting him to
accept a new man as his stepfather without even having met him yet.
It was a tall order for such a young boy, but he really didn’t have
a say in the matter. Beatrice was desperate to the point where she
had to sell the house and most of her belongings to just have food
to eat.

She moved in with her mother,
but even that strained the relationship, especially since she
couldn’t handle the looks she was getting from her stepfather. She
didn’t want to stay there and had no place else to go, which is why
she was desperate enough to give herself up as a mail order bride.
She’d rather give herself away to a stranger in the west than take
her chances with her perverted old stepfather.

Beatrice also didn’t have the
education or the means to raise Malcolm on her own so they both had
no choice in the matter. She also knew that the man out in
California who filled out the application to order an east coast
wife in the mail likely felt the same way. This wasn’t something
traditional, but he also has his reasons for picking Beatrice out
of a book of pictures and saying she was the one for him.

He likely also had no good
alternatives and was willing to take his chances with a complete
stranger rather than work with the options around him. Beatrice
prayed that was the reason for his ordering. She hoped that he
would be a kind man with her and his son, someone who would protect
them from the world and treat them like his own.

“What if I don’t like him?”
Malcolm asked.

“I think you will like him,”
Beatrice said as she caressed her son’s cheek. “But you don’t have
to love him. Not like you did your father. But I’m sure you’ll find
something to like about him. You always see the best in
everyone.”

She was right. Malcolm was a
very trusting and outgoing kid. An unapologetic innocence amongst
him, that serves him as well as it did his father. She had a good
feeling Malcolm would get along with the new man and kids a lot
faster than they would with her. Beatrice was hoping that the new
man and herself would be able to connect with the fact that they
are both alone.

Something they both experienced
and can use to connect with one another. As both she and her son
were watching the great view in the distance, the driver was able
to sneak up on them both like Malcolm had done earlier.

“Ma’am,” the stage driver said
to them, “I think we should get going while we still have some
light left.”

“Of course, Angus,” Beatrice
said as she turned to face him. “Let’s get going.”

She could stall all she wanted
but the sooner she got out there and met the man who was waiting
for her, the better. Being out in California was a lot better than
traveling through the prairies in just one small, barely defended
wagon. She wanted this trip to be over with as soon as possible but
unfortunately for her and her son, they both had a long way to
go.

 


 


They had been traveling for the
better part of a month when they came across another town. They
stopped there for a few days, bought some supplies and allowed the
cattle they were taking with them to graze a bit. Beatrice wasn’t
the only livestock being purchased by her husband on this trip.

There were at least a half a
dozen cows as well as over a dozen chickens that were caged up and
strapped to the top of the wagon. Sometimes they were quiet but
then there were days when they birds were unable to stop squawking.
When they arrived at the next small town, Beatrice got out and
assisted Angus in securing the stage while Malcolm did as he was
told and stayed inside.

She didn’t want to risk him
being taken by some stranger while they were trying to get
much-needed supplies. Beatrice also appreciated getting away from
the hens and their noise making for a just a few moments. While
part of her hoped they’d run out of supplies just so she could kill
the loudest ones up there, she prayed that they would never get
that desperate and keep things going as they were.

Angus seemed to have a good
sense of direction and was hitting towns exactly when he said they
would. He had made this trip many times before, which also helped
her anxiety. It can’t be that dangerous if a man such as Angus can
come and go across the plains as he pleased, she thought.

“Thanks for your help, dove,”
Angus said as he came over to check her knots. He was quite pleased
with how fast she had learned from him.

“I try my best to be helpful,”
Beatrice said with a smile.

“What happened to the dress?”
Angus asked.

“That was just for a show as I
was leaving,” Beatrice said as she gestured to her low-key outfit.
“I didn’t want to cross the plains looking like royalty. The last
thing I want to do is give someone bad a reason to come after us.
If I looked important, they might think we were important enough to
rob.”

“That’s very smart,” Angus said
as he grinned. “Good thinking dove.”

“I’ll put the dress on when we
arrive. No need to dirty it during the trip.”

“That’s a good point too,” Angus
said as he looked out in the direction they’d be heading out to
next. “It will be pretty flat for the next state or two and then
things will get a bit bumpy.”

“What state are we in now?”
Beatrice asked. She was curious, but only asked Angus only every
once in a while, to not bother him.

“Nebraska. We’re making good
time. We only left Kansas a few weeks ago. We’re doing all
right.”

“How are they holding up?”
Beatrice asked as she gestured to the three, armed riders that had
been keeping pace when them the entire way.

“They’re doing all right,” Angus
said with a huff. “Don’t let them scare you; it’s their job to look
scary and
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