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This is a work of fiction. Names, characters, businesses, places, events, and incidents are either products of the author’s imagination or are used fictitiously. Any resemblance to actual persons, living or dead, or to actual events is purely coincidental.

Although this story is set against a historical backdrop, certain locations, customs, occupations, social conditions, and historical details may have been adapted, simplified, or fictionalized for the purposes of the story. This novel is intended for entertainment and should not be considered a factual or scholarly account of historical events.

Table of Contents

Disclaimer

CHAPTER ONE

CHAPTER TWO

CHAPTER THREE

CHAPTER FOUR

CHAPTER FIVE

CHAPTER SIX

CHAPTER SEVEN

CHAPTER EIGHT

CHAPTER NINE

CHAPTER TEN

BONUS CHAPTER: From Rubies Are Red

A NOTE FROM THE AUTHOR

DEBRA SAMMS’ READER LIST

OTHER MAIL ORDER BRIDE BOOKS BY DEBRA SAMMS

AUTHOR BIO – DEBRA SAMMS

INTERVIEW WITH DEBRA SAMMS

	[image: ]
	 	[image: ]


[image: ]

​​​​​​CHAPTER ONE


[image: ]


––––––––
[image: ]


SATURDAY, MAY 30 – Today marks the first edition of The Sawyerville Weekly Landing, which is honored to begin serving our young and thriving logging town as its very first newspaper.

Since we already receive the San Francisco Daily Examiner each week, which thoroughly covers international events as well as political discourse, The Weekly Landing will cover local events around Sawyerville and such social announcements as celebrations, entertainments, visitors, engagements, weddings, births, and deaths.

The Weekly Landing is printed upon a modern and well-maintained cast-iron Stanhope Press, which was brought by railroad and steamship at great expense and with great care all the way from Massachusetts.

Anyone with news for the town of Sawyerville and its outliers is invited to come to the newspaper office and speak to Miss Elsa Jurgensen. The office is newly built on the main street and can be found between the Sawyerville Hospital and Sheriff Strong's office and jail.

Johann Edward Price, Editor

...

Sawyerville, Oregon

Two weeks earlier

May 15, 1880

Elsa Jurgensen closed her eyes and winced against the very loud sounds of hammering inside the newspaper office. How much noise could three men make! She tried to concentrate on sweeping the floor of the sawdust and other debris from construction, but it was difficult. 

Finally, there was silence. "That should do it, Mrs. Strong," said the one of the men. "We've reinforced the floor so it'll hold all that weight, and you can see we've built the base just as ordered."

"I think that's exactly what Mr. Price wants," said Molly Strong. "Thank you, thank you! He's due to arrive tomorrow. It's all very exciting!"

The three men gathered up their tools and walked outside, leaving Elsa, Theodora, and Marie alone in the office with Molly. "Oh, girls, just look at this," said Molly, walking around the office. "Three years after the first building appeared in Sawyerville, it's finally getting its very own newspaper!"

"It truly is impressive, Molly," said Elsa, setting her broom against the front wall. "All this work done out of a few instructions in Mr. Price's letters. I do hope he appreciates it."

"I'm sure he will. There are two large desks, and many shelves and pigeonholes, and this chest here in the corner with all these shallow little drawers – a lot of work!"

"The drawers are for the typefaces – all those little metal pieces with the letters and numbers. Right?" asked Theodora.

"They are. And there's places to store the ink bottles and the reams of paper, too," said Molly. 

"It's a good thing there are all these loggers about," added Marie. "Plenty of men who know what to do with a hammer and nails and a stack of wood. It's as fine as anything I remember seeing back in New Hampshire."

All of the others agreed. "And I think," said Molly, "that if my husband weren't the sheriff, and didn't need me to work in his own office with him, I should have loved to work on a newspaper."

"Well, it's right next door," said Marie. "I'm sure the newspaperman will be happy to have your help at any time!"

"Oh, I think there will be plenty of clever young women from the Ladies' House who can do that," Molly said, laughing. "Of course, anything that allows them to meet eligible men makes me quite happy!"

"Well, that is why we're here," said Elsa, with a sigh. "And Molly, we're fortunate to have you looking out for us."

"Of course, Elsa. I sometimes feel I'm a mother to all the girls who've come to Sawyerville as prospective brides for all these loggers."

Elsa smiled at her. "Molly, you're still far too young for that. And you had no trouble finding your own husband."

Molly drew herself up. "Well, now! Don't forget – I myself was what some call a 'mail-order bride.' I met Captain William Strong through a notice, and we agreed to meet, and we were married at Fort Lapwai all the way out in Idaho."

"And there's no finer man anywhere," said Elsa.

"Certainly not in Sawyerville," murmured Marie.

"Oh, now, there are many good men here," said Molly. "It's just that they're not Army officers like my William. But they are very, very hard-working men who are uniquely suited to living in this new frontier country. All they lack is a good woman to gentle them a bit."

Theodora laughed. "Well, Marie and I have barely been here for two weeks, so we're still getting acquainted with the town and with a few of the loggers. But Elsa – you've been here much longer, haven't you?"

Elsa quickly went back to sweeping. "I have. As I told you, there are still nearly thirty women who've been here for two years now and haven't found a husband yet. I'm one of them."

"There is still plenty of time," Molly said. "Far better to wait for the right man, even if it takes longer. You are all of – what – twenty-two years old?"

"Yes. All of twenty-two years old. Some of the newly arrived brides are as young as eighteen."

"That's all right," Molly said. "I was well over twenty-four and a widow before I met Captain Strong. Both of my husbands were good men and I was glad I did not rush into marriage simply for the sake of being married."

"I don't plan on it," said Elsa, trying to smile.

"Me, neither," said Theodora.

"Me, neither!" said Marie.

"Good, good," Molly told them, laughing again. "Just keep looking. There are nearly one thousand very hard-working loggers down in the encampment. One of them is no doubt right for you!"

Eventually the newly finished office was swept and dusted and waiting for its occupant. The idea of the town having its own newspaper was quite exciting, but Elsa felt certain that she herself would not be here to see it.
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AROUND NOONTIME ON Saturday, the five wagons of the regular supply train rolled into town and stopped on the main street just past the livery barn. Riding in the third wagon, keeping careful watch over his wooden crates and boxes filled with precious and somewhat delicate equipment and supplies, was Johann Price.

When the wagon finally rolled to a stop, he opened the tailgate and cautiously slid to the ground. It had been a long trip – several weeks by railroad, and then two days on a steamship from San Francisco, and another two days on the wagons to cover the twenty-five miles from the coast to the town – and he really had no idea of what to expect from Sawyerville.

But as he stood in the street, stepping back as men quickly walked up to the other wagons to begin unloading them, the first thing he did was take a long, deep breath of the air, sweet and cool with the scent of pine and cedar . . . and nothing like the city he was used to.

There seemed to be only the one long main street, and even that had buildings on only one side of it – except for the livery barn. Past the barn, between the town and the banks of the river down below, Johann could see that there was a long, wide stretch of land covered with a few towering trees and with what seemed like hundreds of small tents and shacks.

"Johann Price? That must be you."

He turned to see an older man in a good black suit, smiling and holding out his right hand. "And you must be Carl Mitchell. The owner of the Sawyerville Logging Company."

"That's right," said Mitchell. "This is my wife, Belva, and over here is Sheriff William Strong and his wife, Molly."

"Very pleased to meet all of you," said Johann.

"And we are so pleased to meet you!" said Molly. "We are so excited at the prospect of having our own newspaper here in Sawyerville. Now, come with us and we'll show you your new office!"

...

Johann was pleased beyond measure with the newspaper office, which was entirely outfitted with many shelves and two desks and a reinforced floor, just as he had asked for. "It's wonderful," he assured them. "It's perfect."

And it was. Though it was smaller and simpler compared to the city offices he was accustomed to in Boston, he felt at home right away. This place was entirely his. And he relished the work to be done for it.

Though it had been a very long trip from the east coast, Johann found himself greatly energized now that he was here in his own office. He untied the small crowbar from the side of one of the crates and immediately got to work prying off the lids and opening everything up.

He was vaguely aware of Sheriff Strong and the Mitchells saying they would leave him to his work. Molly Strong may have called out that she'd bring a few of the other women out to help him tomorrow after church. But he barely noticed, being so engrossed in opening all of the boxes and deciding where everything would go.

Before he knew it, he looked up to find the shadows lengthening and the light fading. Johann lit the two lanterns, one on each desk, and kept going. He had a vague awareness of being hungry, but simply dug out the leftover biscuits and slightly dry cheese left from the noon meal along the road, ate it quickly, and continued unpacking.

He kept on working long after darkness fell. 
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EVENTUALLY, JOHANN became aware of the distant sound of knocking. He opened his eyes slightly, and found that he was sitting on the wooden office floor alongside one of the boxes with his head resting on his arm.

He raised his head. Very stiffly, he turned and looked towards the door of the office. To his amazement he saw Molly Strong standing at the open door and peering in at him. 

Behind her were two other young women.

And one angel.

He managed to get to his feet and ran his fingers through his hair. "Oh," he said, immediately chiding himself for such stupidity. "I – I think I must have fallen asleep down here."

Yet all he could see was the young blonde woman who stood nearest the door. She was of medium height and would come up to his chin, he judged, and really did
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