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CONSTANCE PEELED THE lip of the envelope open and held her breath. Reaching in and pulling the letter free, she looked at her sister Sarah and shook her head. "I can't do it." Handing over the folded piece of paper, she gave it to her. "You do it, I'm too nervous."

"Honestly, I don't know what you're getting so worked up about." Sarah shook her head, taking the letter. "I mean if they've any sense you'll be a shoo-in." 

Watching Sarah open the letter fully, Constance put her hand on top of it and blocked her view of the writing below. 

"Ah, come on you want me to read it or not?"

"Wait, you know how much this means to me, don't you?"

Sarah looked at the ceiling and groaned. "You've only told me about a hundred times since you applied to become a nurse. “Look I told you, you'll be fine." Snatching the letter away, she asked, “Now are you going to let me read it?"

Constance bit down on her lower lip and looked to the ceiling. Saying a silent prayer that she'd be successful, she listened as her sister read through the letter. 

"Dear Miss Constance Williams, blah, blah, blah, thanks for your application—we want to thank you for-"

"Oh, God, that sounds bad," Constance added, again putting her hand on the letter and blocking her sister's view. "I can tell it's going to be bad news."

Sarah groaned once more and lowered the letter. "Seriously, are we going to keep going through this line by line? I don't know about you, but I want to be done with it by the end of the day. —Listen, maybe you should sit down." Sarah gestured to a chair.

Constance shook her head. "I'm too nervous-"

"Were you as bad as this at the interview too?"

Constance shook her head. "No, but you know how much this means to me. Not just to become a nurse, but also to be able to stand on my own two feet. It's alright for you being married, but with me living here alone now—I swear this is my last chance-"

Sarah placed her hands on her sister's shoulders and looked into her eyes. "It'll work out—one way or another. You've just got to have faith. You know what they say, it always looks the darkest before the dawn-"

"That's alright for you," Constance argued. "You've got a good man in Christopher. Me, I've got nothing, but bills and this empty shack-"

"Dad would've loved hearing you say that about his home," Sarah smiled. "Look, are we going to read this letter, or not? Remember the good Lord is looking out for you."

Constance nodded her head. "Alright then."

"Good," Sarah said and got back to the letter. "Let me see, where was I? —Oh, yes. We thank you for your application and coming for an interview, but after much deliberation we've decided not to go forward with offering you a position on our nursing..."

Constance wiped away a tear and forced a smile on her face as her sister lifted her head from the page.

"Oh, I'm so sorry, Connie."

Throwing her arms around her, Constance cried into her sister's shoulder. Listening to her try her best to make her feel better, Constance ignored Sarah's words and lost herself in a world of despair. Remembering how little money she had left and how much she'd spent on travel and clothes going to the interview, she shook her head and sobbed. "What's wrong with me? It's not that—I know I'd make a great nurse if they'd give me a chance..." 

"I know you would, Connie. It's their loss-"

Constance pulled her head away from her sister and wiped frantically at the tears and snot that covered her face. "Oh, Sarah, what am I going to do?"

"Listen," Sarah said and pulled a handkerchief from a pocket. "I know things look bad now-“

"But-" Constance started, before Sarah put a finger to her lips. "I'll say something to Christopher; we've got a little money set aside. We could give you a loan just to tied you over-"

"I can't let you do that," Constance said, wiping away the last of the wetness from her face. "I'll not have you two having to take care of me like I'm some old decrepit aunt." Shaking her head, she added, "No, I'm a grown woman now, I'll not have-"

"Look, give me your hands," Sarah said and took hold of them.

Seeing her sister close her eyes, Constance followed suit.

"Lord, give Connie the strength to get through this trying time. Give her wisdom to see that this is all part of your plan for her. Guide and protect her that she may make the right decisions and listen to your guidance. —Amen."

Constance opened her eyes and found her sister smile at her. "Thank you, Sarah."

"It's in his hands now," Sarah pointed upwards. "And believe me, there's no problem that he can't come up with a solution to." Touching her sisters face, she chuckled. "And you've got a bit of snot on your eyebrow-"

"What? Where?" Constance gasped, looking for the closest mirror and busying herself cleaning her face. Happy that she looked more presentable, she turned and found Sarah standing behind her. "Thank you."

"For what? What are sisters for? A few days from now and we'll look back at this and laugh it off. You hear me?" Constance nodded. "Now I better go, I'll call in in the morning on the way to town. Hopefully, we'll have something good to talk about."

*****
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"DIDN'T I TELL YOU HE worked in mysterious ways?" Sarah grinned, putting a flier on the table. "It's perfect."

Constance picked up the piece of paper and read through it. Seeing it read exactly the same as her sister had recounted, she asked, "But a mail order bride? I mean don't you think?" Shaking her head, she tossed the page back on the table between them. "I'd always assumed that I'd meet the man of my dreams—fall in love—and then get married. But this?" 

"I know, I know. It doesn't sound very romantic. I get that," Sarah replied. "Alright, maybe things are in the wrong order. But I'll tell you Liz, romance will only get you so far in a marriage. Once the dust settles and life takes over, it can take the shine off those carefree days. Look at me and Christopher, first couple of months flew by, but now-"

"But you two look so happy. Every time I see you two together-"

"That takes work, Liz. Marriage is kind of like a building. The first coat of paint makes everything look shiny and new, but over time it fades and dulls. That's when you've got to paint over it once more. You need to keep at it-"

Constance shook her head. "But you make it sound like a chore."

"It can be," Sarah said, "but it's the greatest work you can do. Knowing that no matter what happens in life, you've got someone in your corner. Someone who'll always be there for you, and you for them." Sarah grinned. "And then, there's the other thing."

Constance felt her face redden. "That's too much information." Waiting on the laughing to quieten down, Constance lifted the flier once more. "But how would I know I'd made the right decision? I mean I might pick the wrong man and I-"

"His names John Peterson," Constance said and produced a letter from her purse. "And he lives in Colorado-"

"Who?" Sarah snatched the letter and scanned through the details. Pausing on hearing the destination, she looked up. "That's miles from here. I don't know-"

"I know it sounds far, but we can write to each other," Sarah replied. "It won't seem so lonesome then, plus you'll have the Lord above watching over you."

"I know, but..." Sarah looked at the page intently as if trying to picture her future husband. "Couldn't you find anyone closer to home?"

Sarah got off her chair and knelt beside her. Taking her sister’s hand, she said, "Look, you're my sister, you think I want that much distance between us—but you know yourself, there's not many eligible men around here with the war and gold rush going on."

"I don't know."

"You said yourself; you wanted to take the matter into your own hands." Constance nodded. "Well, it's up to you. I'm not forcing you, it's your choice. But, can you think of any solution to your problem?"

Constance looked at the letter once more. "No. But how would I get out there?"

Taking the letter from her sister's hand, Sarah pointed to the last paragraph. "It says he's willing to pay for your transport. —Look, think it over. You don't have to make a decision today. Sleep on it."

Nodding her head, Constance replied, "Alright, I'll do it."

"You're
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