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​Jonathan stared at the letter in his hands hardly believing that a girl of Rachel's caliber would have answered his mail order bride ad. The rough, calloused hands brushed over the smooth scalloped-edge parchment on which she wrote as he drew the paper up to his nose inhaling the scent of fresh jasmine and rose water. He smiled at the irony of the fact that he worked on the Rose Creek Ranch. He feared he wouldn’t be a proper suitor for someone of Rachel Reeves standing. 

He read and reread the letter making sure it wasn't a joke from one of the other ranch hands. Jonathan hardly had time to court a decent lady and his Pastor, Robert Elmwood, told him about placing an ad for a mail order bride which saved him time from having to go out and find the right wife himself. The six-foot-two-inch man put the ad in the back the travel magazine which targeted readers up and down the East Coast. His hope centered around finding a young lady who wanted to move west to settle down with a rancher. He never dreamed he would capture the attention of a Duke's daughter from England. When Jonathan took the letter to Pastor Robert, he couldn't believe what his Pastor said.

“Young man, this is divine providence. You expressed how you wanted a lady of proper upbringing, one who loves the Lord, and one who can appreciate the finer things in life as well as one who doesn't mind a little bit of hard work.” Pastor Robert smiled with his brow raised as he set the letter on his desk.

“But sir, Rachel is an aristocrat.  Her family probably lives in one of those giant houses or castles somewhere in England. How can I compare? I am nothing like the young gentleman callers she probably has for her there,” Jonathan said.

“I say she wrote to you first. She picked you out of all the ads in the travel periodical. There's no reason why you shouldn't write back if you're interested. You're obviously interested because you came all this way to show me this one letter. It shouldn't matter that she comes from England or that her father is a Duke. America is a free country and people migrate here all the time so they will have the freedom to live however they want. If this Rachel wants to come over here and meet you and wants to pursue a courtship with you, then why should you stop it if you're interested as well?” Pastor Robert asked in his very matter-of-a-fact tone being very practical and down to earth. Jonathan prided himself being that way too but he felt very intimidated by this Rachel yet very intrigued. After heading back home, Jonathan took out her letter one more time reading through, his eyes dancing over her beautiful penmanship and wondered about answering her letter over all the other letters that had arrived. He had to admit his heart seemed drawn to the young Miss Rachel than to any of the others. Jonathan loved his ability with penmanship and grammar giving him the opportunity to write back to the English girl with confidence. He gave thanks to Father God for the opportunity he had then sat down to pen a letter.

Jonathan pulled out the ad he had placed in the Colorado travel magazine; the very one Rachel had answered.

Looking for a beautiful woman with a proper upbringing and appreciation for the finer things in life to call my bride. I live on Rose Creek Ranch working as a cattleman, running horses, cattle, and a few sheep. I prefer a Christian woman, never married, willing to be a hard working partner for life. 

Jonathan felt the ad simple and to the point and he wondered why dear sweet Rachel would answer such an ad. However, he pulled out her letter and unfolding it read over the beautiful words on the lightly rose-scented paper again.

Dear Sir,

I am Rachel Reeves, daughter of Duke Timothy Reeves of Devonshire, England. My cousin, Elsbeth, brought back the travel periodical for me for my eighteenth birthday. You see, though you may think of me as too prim and proper, I am a girl that loves the great outdoors. While my sister had tea with my mother and my granny, I was out in the garden chasing butterflies and digging in the dirt. My cousin, Elsbeth, met a man through mail order bride ad and married a rancher from Texas. She is deliriously happy and I wish to follow in her footsteps. Please don't be scared off by the fact that I am in England. I have attended church every Sunday since the time of my birth. I am looking forward to worshiping the Lord in an American church. Since I've turned eighteen and had my debutante in society, I have plans for visiting America soon. I will rather love to pursue a courtship with you if you don't think it too forward of me to ask.

I should describe myself to you. I stand at five-feet-three- inches tall. I weigh about one hundred fifteen pounds. (I had to calculate the measurements in your standard system terms so you would understand.) I have long curly light brown hair that reaches down to the middle of my back. I prefer wearing my hair down than up. While I do like the finer things in life, I also appreciate the things that require hard work to attain. Coming to America and courting a rancher sounds like heaven to me. If I have captured your interest, I look forward to your reply. I will be leaving by boat for America shortly. But you should have time to send me a letter before I sail that way.

Fondly,

Rachel Reeves

Jonathan sat down at his desk and took out the parchment and quill and penned the reply to Rachel.

My Dearest Rachel,

Pleased to meet you. I am Jonathan Oakden.

I am very intrigued by your letter and the fact that you are from England. While I cannot offer you a royal life, I can give you the life of a hard working man who is not afraid to do the right thing for his lady. The Colorado sun can beat down hard on a rancher and the winters are harsh. But our homes have great fireplaces and all the furnishings to make it comfortable for a young lady such as yourself. I will love to meet you if you are still interested.

Allow me to describe myself to you now. I stand six-feet-two-inches tall. I weigh one hundred ninety pounds, a little thin. My hair hangs to my shoulders in wavy locks. I rarely shave and I allow my dark beard to grow, but I do keep it trimmed. However, if you wish to have a shaved face on me, I will do it for you. I am a busy man, being a rancher working at the Rose Creek Ranch. Most of the ranchers here have placed ads you've probably seen from this location. Our pastor and his wife help us in doing this. You didn't say if you had sent an answer to anyone else. But please know you are the only one I’ve written and I have received two other letters which I am choosing to ignore.

Do let me know when you plan to come to America. I would love to meet you.

Sincerely Yours,

Jonathan Oakden
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The train whistled announcing its arrival as Rachel stood on the platform watching beside her trunks and bags. She pulled the bag on her shoulder securely making sure the train pass and Jonathan’s letters were within. The train slowed to a stop and she wondered if it would be anything like the train she took to London on various occasions when her family had outings. The final whistle bellowed its stop as the steam poured forth from the stack. Passengers stood behind her waiting their turn to board the train. One by one the passengers filed off weary from the day’s travels. A few spotted loved ones and happily greeted them as their faces beamed smiles. Rachel just wanted to board the train and get to Colorado.

With her train pass firmly in hand, she stepped in line. Taking a deep breath, she looked around New York and decided she liked New York, okay but she really looked forward to reaching Colorado.

“Pass please,” the train conductor asked as she stepped up and handed it to him. She finally boarded the train and found a seat close to the front next to the window so she could watch as the countryside whizzed by. She loved the great outdoors and couldn't wait to experience more of a different kind of nature. Jonathan had described Colorado in his letters and it sounded like her family’s trips to Switzerland during some of the summer holiday months.

The train chugged along
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