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Synopsis: Mail Order Bride: Charles &
Ramona & The Wolves Of The Forest, is about a high society
woman in NYC who gets sent off to Oregon to be the bride of a
lonely outpost operator. He is as stunned by her beauty when she
gets off the train, as she is by the wilderness surrounding his
cabin and home. She doesn’t know how to make a fire or even sweep
the floor and her many trunks of fine clothing fill up his small
cabin. Amidst the howls of wolves surrounding them in the darkness
of the forest, both will have to decide if they can ever make a
match.

 


 


The wolves howling woke Charles from a deep
slumber. Wolves howled. It was their nature. Charles would have
liked to roll over and throw his arm around his wife, comfort her,
and fall back asleep. It was his nature.

Unfortunately, the other side of his bed was
smooth, the heavy quilt still pulled up, empty.

The wolves howling weren’t a terrible noise.
There was a time — when Charles had first hacked the outpost out of
the forest around it — that the howling frightened him. He thought
it meant the wolves were coming for him.

How dare he set up his livelihood on their
precious land? Inanely, he’d barred the door, worried for the
horses in the small barn and then sat by the fire with his rifle
across the knees, trying to estimate how close the pack was.

Now, he thought maybe the wolves howled
because they were lonely. Many a night, he’d listened to one lone
animal calling out and others answering it. The forest was big — a
place that Charles both loved and respected. The solitary wolf had
to know his pack was out there, waiting for him, searching for
him.

Charles sometimes wished that he could simply
open the door and howl out into the world, looking for
companionship. Why couldn’t someone share his existence out here in
the wild, listening to the wolves call to one another?

He doubted such a woman existed.

Though he knew it was wicked and useless, he
sometimes envied the families who regularly stopped by the outpost
for supplies, things they couldn’t grow or cut out of the forest.
One couple — Lars and Joann — were particularly close.

Lars had the blond hair and blue eyes of his
parentage while Joann was smaller and darker. They made their
living deep in the forest, trapping and trading furs. They often
paid him with the finest pelts he’d ever felt.

The couple understood about the forest, held
it in the same esteem that Charles did. Joann recognized and used
the many plants of the region and could season a meal or make a
poultice equally well. Lars was an expert at snares and traps,
could skin an animal nearly as well as he could breathe, and could
track better than anyone Charles knew.

They worked perfectly together and Charles
envied his friends for it. He knew it was wrong, knew that he
shouldn’t compare lives with them. He felt they were so lucky to
have found each other, lucky to fit together like they did.

All Charles wanted was a woman like Joann,
one who would listen to the wolves with him and wonder what they
were saying.

It was no use. The wolves were quite close to
the outpost and Charles couldn’t sleep, the pervasive loneliness he
was experiencing making a poor bedfellow. Things always seemed
worse at night. In the morning, he knew he’d be up, opening the
outpost, taking inventory, planning the monthly trip to town, and
doing other chores around the place.

Keeping busy was key, he recognized, but
there was nothing he could do when the wolves were so close and the
night so dark.

Charles stepped out of bed, shivering a
little. The nights were downright cold now. He wondered when he’d
witness the season’s first snow. It could be any day, really. He
wrapped a blanket around himself and added a log on the fire. The
flames brightened the room, but he lit a candle all the same. Light
helped banish the demons of solitude.

Of course, Charles had harbored no illusions
about what kind of life he was going to lead when he decided to
come west. He’d picked this area of the country because it was
remote.

One day, back when he used to live in St.
Louis, he’d realized he was suffocating. It was an almost physical
compression of his throat and chest. There were so many people, so
many buildings, soot, garbage, boats, and carriages. Citizens
bustled around in self-importance, completing meaningless
tasks.

Did going to the theater every week really
enrich their lives? They only endured the show so they could be
seen and see other people. It had made Charles panic and seek out
solitude.

He could usually find comfort in the Bible,
and with prayer. Good Christian folks had raised Charles. That day,
the Bible had told him that enough was enough.

“No temptation has overtaken you that is not
common to man,” Corinthians read. “God is faithful, and he will not
let you be tempted beyond your ability, but with the temptation he
will also provide the way of escape, that you may be able to endure
it.”

How could Charles escape the follies of St.
Louis? There was much temptation in the city — temptation to be
frivolous and waste your days with ridiculous pursuits. How could
these temptations help him find his escape?

It dawned on him suddenly, as if God himself
had whispered into his ear. Charles thought about Oregon. He’d read
something about it once, that you could go miles without seeing
another living soul.

That sounded exactly what he’d needed. Some
place where he could rise above the depravity of a crowd of people
who thought in material wealth and not spiritual wealth.

After that incident, he’d hopped on the first
wagon train he could find. The moment they went over a rise and
left behind the smoke and crowd of the city, his chest had
loosened. He found himself on the plains, found God in the Oregon
forest.

Lars and Joann had been a part of the wagon
train, too.

“Your homestead’s eaten up with trees,
friend,” Lars had said, grinning as Charles had picked the place
for the outpost.

“Better trees than people,” Charles had
replied, staring up at the behemoths reaching their needled
branches toward the heavens.

“Are you sure you wouldn’t be happier in
town?” Joann teased.

They’d gotten to know one another very well
on the journey west. They knew what he sought because it was their
goal, too. Solitude. A life away from people.

Lars and Joann had stayed long enough to help
him raise the outpost, then they’d gone farther into the forest.
Charles had wanted to go with them to help with the cabin, but his
friends simply shook their heads.

“I’m the left hand and she’s the right hand,”
Lars had tried to explain. “We’re one body, really. She works as
well as any man.”

“He works half as well as any woman,” Joann
laughed, “which is saying something. I sometimes get a hankering
for his cornbread.”

They’d vanished into the trees, promising to
visit soon. They’d have to for some supplies.

Watching them go, Charles realized he was
lonely for the first time in his life. In St. Louis, he’d choked on
people. He realized that perhaps he hadn’t met the right people. In
Oregon, he was suddenly bereft of the most meaningful people he’d
ever met.

He craved a close connection with someone
like Lars and Joann had.

Now, it was very nearly a year to the day
since he’d arrived in the forest. The trading post was up and
running. He usually got five or ten customers each week, alerting
him to the fact that an increasing number of people were finding
themselves in the forest.

None of them, of course, were single women.
Charles was fairly sure he didn’t have a chance of meeting his
future companion from someone needing gunpowder, flour, and
sugar.

He pulled a chair closer to the fireplace and
opened the Bible. Reading it brought nearly as much comfort as the
light and warmth of the room.

“Fear not, for I am with you; be not
dismayed, for I am your God; I will strengthen you, I will help
you, I will uphold you with my righteous right hand,” he read.

Charles knew that God was always with him,
even as the wolves howled outside. It wasn’t spiritual loneliness
that experienced. The Lord was his soul’s companion.

He needed a human companion — a wife.

Genesis read, “Then the Lord God said, “It is
not good that the man should be alone; I will make him a helper fit
for him.”

God, in all his infinite wisdom after
creating Adam in the Garden of Eden, knew that his creation needed
a companion. Thus, Eve was created. Every man needed a second half,
a right hand to his left hand, a friend, a partner in the
household, a warm body to throw his arm around in the dead of
night, listening to wolves.

A man was made to be with a woman, Charles
realized. Perhaps it wasn’t good to spend so much time alone.
Impulsively, he decided that today was the day he was going to go
to town to restock the outpost. It was usually something he did at
the end of each month, but he’d only be a week early.

He retrieved his ledger book, where he kept
track of the outpost’s inventory, and read through it. It was
fairly complete. He took a pencil and erased a couple of amounts,
recalculating them in his head. These figures had accounted for
what he’d use or sell through next week.

Yes, Charles thought, he had been alone for
too long. He snuffed out the candle and got dressed. He put on a
heavy coat and boots before pulling a hat over his shaggy hair.
He’d started growing it out — along with an almost reddish beard —
during autumn for extra warmth.

With a sudden start, Charles realized the
wolves had stopped howling.

He took down his rifle from its rack
regardless and stepped outside. His little cabin was just feet from
the outpost. He liked the separation, reminding himself that he had
his own home away from work.

A quick check on the outpost was all he
needed to feel secure. He left a small sign on the outside of the
door, explaining that he’d gone to town to restock. He didn’t want
anyone coming through and thinking something had happened to
him.

 


 


The forest was already gray ahead of dawn by
the time he was on the road. The horses steamed in the morning
chill, expelling snorts from their nostrils in twin vapor trails.
The wagon bed behind him was full of pelts and other goods he could
sell or trade in town.

It was usually a long ride — about
twenty-five miles — to town. In some places, the road was little
more than wheel divots barely discernible in the grass. The horses
knew the way well.

By the afternoon, Charles was in town. He did
his trading, selling, and buying in a short time. The town had
grown since he’d last seen it. It was nowhere near St. Louis size,
but Charles was still glad he didn’t live in it.

When his tasks were complete, Charles went to
the post office to collect his mail and the mail of many of his
outpost customers. It was easier for them to retrieve their
correspondence from Charles than to come all the way into town for
it. It was a service he was more than happy to provide.

He picked up a newspaper while he was there
and sat in the wagon to relax for a little while. He’d have a bite
to eat and head back to the outpost. He wouldn’t make it back
before dark, but Charles wasn’t worried. The horses knew the way
and he trusted in God.

Later, he could only figure that it was God
who had directed his eyes to the advertisement on one of the pages
he turned to in the publication. Charles couldn’t fathom how else
it could have happened.

“Don’t be lonely any longer,” the ad read.
“Do something about it — contact our company, which expertly
matches up eligible men and women no matter where they are
located.”

The advertisement displayed an address. Would
the company really send him a companion tailored to his needs all
the way to Oregon?

Something pushed Charles to suspend his
skepticism and he was devout enough to recognize the will of God at
work. He stepped back into the post office, bought a sheet of
paper, envelope and stamp. He borrowed a pen from the postmaster
and jotted off a letter.

“My name is Charles Green,” it read.
“I live at a remote outpost in Oregon and am looking for a wife.
I would like her to be able to live without many modern comforts
and to be able to be happy without society. I am a Christian and
would like the same in a wife. Looking forward to your
response.”

He licked the envelope and sealed it before
addressing it and adding the stamp. It was all done in less than
five minutes, and it would change the course of his life.

“Ramona, he’s here!”

Mona looked up with a practiced nonchalance
despite the racing of her heart. She resisted the urge to look down
at herself. Her appearance was perfect, the ringlets of her hair
falling artfully into her décolletage. Mona’s ball gown was a pale
rose, the straps pushed off her shoulders. She’d gotten long gloves
dyed to match the color, knowing that it emphasized her fair,
flawless skin.

“Well, go on,” whispered Kitty, Mona’s best
friend. “You know he’s waiting for you to approach him.”

“Let him wait,” Mona said haughtily. “He can
approach me if there’s something he wants to say.”

Kitty tittered at Mona’s blasé attitude to
the most handsome man in New York City.

If Mona was any other girl, she’d be rushing
to say her hellos to Mayor David Addams. Mona wasn’t any
other girl. She was a Lawson, the youngest member of a prestigious
old-wealth family in the city. The mayor would come to her in time,
she knew
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