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Victoria brushed a hand over her sweaty forehead. It was a hot day and she was exhausted. The sun had finally started to sink, signaling the end of the day that she was so desperate to finish. 

“There you are! I was starting to get worried.” Her sister, Diana was standing by the fireplace, stirring a large pot as she walked in the cabin door. 

“Goodness, it’s hotter here in the cabin than it is outside,” Victoria complained. 
She knew it wasn’t really Diana’s fault. They boiled the clothes they washed, and it was always a really long process which was why they usually did it outside. But today it had gotten late and there was the threat of a storm on the horizon, so she had moved the operation indoors. 
“I’m sorry I’m so late. I got held up talking with Mrs. Miller in town. You know how she is. Once she starts talking to you, she just won’t let you go.” 

Diana nodded, “I know it. The other day she talked to me for a full hour before I got away.” 

Mrs. Miller was often avoided by most people in town. She was an older woman who’d lost her husband and was desperate for a good conversation. 

Victoria didn’t mind talking with her. She honestly felt bad for Mrs. Miller and everything that she’d been through. 

The two sisters laughed together. But Victoria’s smile slipped away as soon as it had come. 

She looked around their sparce cabin. There was only the simple furniture that they needed to live. A bed in the corner where they slept, a simple kitchen table and two chairs, a few dishes and some clothes neatly folded on a shelf in the corner. 

It was all they had left after selling most of what they owned. 

“What’s wrong?” Diana asked, looking up from her work. 

“I was just thinking. One day, we will have something nice.” 

Diana nodded in agreement. “We will, Victoria. It looks hard now, but we will figure it out in time.” Diana smiled reassuringly, but it didn’t really reach her eyes.

Even though Diana was only sixteen and four years younger than Victoria, she was often the one to try to raise their spirits and look at things in a brighter light. 

Victoria sighed. If only there were a way to change things now, but it seemed like every time they started to get ahead, things took a nose dive again. 

“What are you thinking about?” Diana prompted. 

“I- I told you about Luke, right?”

“Yes, you did, but you also said you weren’t sure about it yet.” Diana looked worried. 

Victoria bit her lower lip. It had been nearly two months since she had answered Luke’s ad for a mail order bride in the newspaper. Since then, she’d thought about that decision multiple times, going over whether or not it was a good thing for her and Diana. 

Luke was the gentleman she had never thought she would find. He was kind, and loving and promised her the world. 
But Victoria knew that she didn’t truly know him. She had only spoken to him through written words. These letters that were transferred from his hands to hers were wonderful, but she had never met him in person. 
What if he wasn’t what he seemed like? And now she had received the letter that would change their lives. The letter that contained his proposal of marriage and money for train tickets for both her and Diana. 

That was another thing about Luke. He had agreed that Victoria could bring Diana along with her. 

Victoria sighed and lowered herself down at the kitchen table. 

“I just don’t know. He seems perfect, but what if he isn’t?” 

“If you don’t want to do it, then you shouldn’t. We can keep doing what we are doing.” Diana gave another forced smile. 

“You know that this is taking a toll on us. No one should work as hard as you at sixteen.” 

“I don’t mind.” This time, Diana was genuine. 

Victoria knew that her sister was as tired of this life as she was. But her sister never complained. 

“Ever since ma and pa died, you know that things have been such a struggle for me. It has been so hard figuring everything out alone.” 

“I know,” Diana said as she sat down opposite Victoria. 

“Well, I just want to do a good job. I want to give you the life you deserve and not be constantly stressing about where our next meal is coming from.” 

Diana simply nodded, agreeing with everything that Victoria said. Victoria appreciated her sister for that. She knew exactly when to chime in with something encouraging and when to just listen and be supportive. 

Victoria pondered the decision for several minutes and then announced, “I’m going to do it. We can’t just sit here waiting for something good to happen to us. We will be together and if this turns out badly, we can always go to another town and do what we are doing now.”

“Are you sure?” Diana looked almost excited instead of worried and for the first time in weeks, Victoria felt a genuine smile cross her face. 

“Yes, I am sure. I can’t afford to worry about it. The offer has been made and I am ready to take it. We have a lot to do though. We need to prepare the house, sell the house and the horse, and pack up some of our belongings. Get me a pen and a piece of paper, Diana, I will write Luke right this minute.” 

Diana leapt from her chair, a smile on her face. A moment later she brought back the requested items. 

Victoria only hesitated for a moment before writing the words that would change their lives forever. 

—-*—-

The huge train stood at the station like a gigantic beast. The doorway that they were supposed to walk through looked almost like a gaping mouth, that would swallow both Victoria and Diana whole. 

“Are we really doing this?” Diana’s voice sounded small beside Victoria. 

“Yes, we are.” Victoria reached out and took her sister’s hand. “Don’t worry. I have a good feeling about this.” 

Diana squeezed Victoria’s hand back. “As long as we are together, I think anything is a good idea.” 

Victoria glanced back at the town she had lived in her entire life. They had sold the house that they had shared with their parents, as well as most of their belongings. 

Everything that they owned was in the two small and worn satchels that were gripped in their free hands. It wasn’t much but after all belonging were insignificant.

Victoria led the way in what she hoped was a confident manner. The inside of the train was more spacious than she had thought. She found them a seat that was near the back and they both peered out the windows curiously. 
Victoria wondered if she would ever come back to this town and she wondered if it would be a bad thing if she didn’t. 
It didn’t take long for all of the passengers to file in to their seats. Only about half of the car was occupied. The seats were comfortable, and the windows were large. It would be an interesting journey.

The whistle blew and then the train lurched from the station, starting them on their trip toward Texas. Victoria questioned herself once more. Hopefully, her feeling was right, because if it wasn’t there was no going back now. 

—-*—-

Luke paced back and forth. The train station was within sight, but there was no sign of the train just yet. 

When he had received Victoria’s letter telling him that she would actually be coming and accepting his proposal, he wasn’t sure what to feel. He knew he should feel happy and excited, but he was feeling a bit worried. What if they didn’t get along? What if she was a grouchy person?  But most of all, what if the same thing that happened to his father happened to him?

It was the reason he had waited so long to be married. At twenty - four years old, most people expected him to be married already and have a few children. But he feared what relationships brought, one of those things being uncertainty. 

A train whistle in the distance brought him back to what was happening in the present. Of course, he had agreed that Victoria bring her younger sister. He didn’t think it was right to ask her to sacrifice her only remaining family for him, a man she didn’t even know. But he hoped it wouldn’t be awkward.

He sighed. He needed to stop thinking about all the things that could go wrong and start focusing on all the things that could go right. 

The train pulled to a stop and people started to stream out of it. They were in one of the larger cities of Texas. There wasn’t a train station in all the towns. He was eager to get married and started back to work on his ranch. 

It would take them several hours in his wagon to reach the small town where he lived and then his ranch. 

Finally, two young women that fit Victoria’s and Diana’s description stepped off of the train. 

Luck knew right away which one was Victoria. She had long blonde hair that was piled on top of her head in a perfect way. Her blue eyes searched the people on the platform, as if she were as worried as he was. 

Her younger sister stood beside her with a curious, but cautious look on her face. 

Luke took a deep breath and headed over toward them. It seemed it was time for him to meet his new wife. 

“Hello, I’m Luke. Are you Victoria and Diana?” he asked nervously. 

Victoria looked startled. “Yes, that is us. How did you know?”

Luke offered a smile, “You were the only two people to get off the train that matched what I was looking for.” 

Victoria gave a nervous laugh and Luke motioned for them to leave the busy train platform. 

“How was your trip?” Luke asked, not sure what he was supposed to ask his soon to be bride and her sister. Even though they had exchanged a few letters, he knew very little about Victoria and he couldn’t say they had a close relationship just yet. 

“It was a comfortable trip, a bit long, but I can’t complain too much.” Victoria’s smile looked forced. Luke had a feeling that she wasn’t used to traveling. 

Something about the guarded way she held herself intrigued him. He wanted to know more about this woman he was supposed to marry. 

“This is where you live?” Diana asked, reminding Luke that she was there. 

“No. I live in a town that is a few hours from here. But there isn’t a train station there so I figured I would come and pick you both up myself. Also, we have to get married with the Justice of the peace here in town.” 

“Oh.” Victoria looked surprised and a bit nervous. Luke couldn’t blame her. If he was being completely honest, he was a bit nervous himself. 

“Don’t worry, things will work out fine as long as we work together,” he added. Luke wasn’t sure how reassuring he sounded to Victoria, but he was at least trying. 

He pushed down the doubt and worry that plagued him. He was going to do his best to make this work. She appeared to be a reasonable and kind woman and he was relieved to see that. And her sister seemed quiet and meek.

They arrived at the Justice of the peace and Luke opened the door for Victoria, motioning her to go in first. 

The Justice of the Peace was already waiting for them. 

The ceremony was very short and to the point. Luke promised himself that one day, he would give Victoria the sort of wedding she deserved with a proper minister and friends around her to celebrate their joining. But that would have to wait for a later date when they were sure of how much they cared for one another.

When Luke stepped out of the building, he didn’t feel any differently even though he knew he was now legally married. 

It seemed that Victoria felt the same way since she was blushing but didn’t say anything. 

For the first part of the ride, everything was quiet in the wagon. 

“So, tell me, have you worked with animals before?” As soon as the words left Luke’s mouth, he felt badly for saying them. He wondered what Victoria thought of him. She probably thought that he had no education or that he didn’t really want a wife, but just extra help on the farm. 

“Yes. We had chickens back home, and a horse. Before our parents died, my father used to work with cows.” Sadness filled Victoria’s eyes for a second. 

“How did he die?” Luke asked. Once again, he regretted his question. It seemed that he couldn’t figure out the proper way to talk to Victoria. 

“He and my mother fell ill from an epidemic that swept through our town. My sister and I were sent away during those weeks so we wouldn’t get it, but they didn’t make it. We never saw them alive again.” 

The look on Victoria’s face told Luke a lot more about her than what she had shared. It was clear she felt guilty about her parents’ deaths. She wasn’t the only one. He felt a good amount of guilt for his father’s death too. 

“What about your parents?” Victoria asked. 

“My mother left my father when I was young. My father died recently, only a year ago actually. He drank himself to death.” Saying it out loud made Luke’s heart ache. 

It made his father sound like a drunk man who spent his life in the saloon, spending his money on whiskey. 

But the truth was, his father hadn’t really been a drinker until his mother left them. Then his father had spiraled out of control, slowly becoming less and less reliable and spending more money on whiskey. 

Looking back, Luke knew his father had been grieving. He should have tried to be there more for his father. But instead, Luke had pushed his father away, feeling embarrassed of what he had become. 

“I’m sorry you had to experience that.” Victoria looked sympathetic. She didn’t look as if she pitied him or was judging what he’d said. There was just simple understanding and a hint of sadness on her face. 

He couldn’t think of anyone else who had reacted that way when they had heard of his father’s death and that surprised him. No one remembered his father for the man he had been when Luke was young. Everyone just blamed him for being a drinker when he died. 

Luke sighed. “It’s fine. I’m getting over it. I think it will never be gone completely, but it has gotten better since he died.” 

Luke wasn’t sure what was wrong with himself. He rarely talked to anyone about these feelings having to do with his parents. And yet here he was spilling his feelings to this young woman whom he had barely met. 

It didn’t matter that she was his wife. He couldn’t trust her without getting hurt. That much, he had to remind himself of. 

His cabin and his small ranch finally came into view after their long trek. Luke gave a grand gesture, hoping that the young women would be as pleased with the place as he was. 

“Welcome to my grand abode. I know it is not a lot, but hopefully, it will do.” 

Victoria and Diana were sharing glances that looked
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