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Synopsis: For The Rest Of Their Lives -
A biracial woman from Florida agrees to be a mail order bride to a
Colorado rancher and is thrilled when he makes the long journey
down south to pick her up. Sparks do not fly between the couple but
she agrees to go back with him. She’s overweight while he is thin
and a health advocate. A crisis brings them closer together than
they ever thought they could be.

 


 


“Are you telling me that
this white man will actually take me in, and like me,” Suzette
nearly shrieked in Mr. Johnson’s office. Mr. Johnson chuckled. He
had known Suzette almost all of her life. He began working at the
school in 1869, when she was in third grade. The time was a hard
one for Suzette.

She was a half black girl growing up in
a time period when segregation was supposed to be coming to an end.
Just because the law books said that you were supposed to treat
blacks the same as whites, didn’t mean that’s what people did.
Sometimes Suzette thought she had it worse than your typical black
person because of the fact she wasn’t pure black, but she was half
black.

“Yes Suzette. It’s got a
name that sounds bad, but being a mail order bride is a good
opportunity for you. Do you really think that I’d set you up with
someone that is going to hurt you? I’ve spoken with Richard myself
and he is a great guy. He’s twenty-one years old, and lives in
Colorado. He is looking for a woman to be by his side, and to love
him.

“I think this will be a
great opportunity for you. What I’d like to do is have you write to
him personally and get to know each other. If you don’t think you
two are a good match, then you stop there with no questions asked.
If you do, however, like what you hear from him, I will personally
help you travel to Colorado to be with him.”

Mr. Johnson grabbed his pen, wrote down
the address for Richard, and handed it over to Suzette. She looked
at the handwritten address on the paper, biting her lip, and then
thanked him and got up to leave. It was the end of the day and she
had to walk home.

“Suzette,” he called out.
She turned around and looked at her favorite teacher, who she also
considered her friend. “I want the best for you. I’ve watched you
grow from a nine year old little girl to the young lady you are
today. I won’t guide you anywhere that I think you may get hurt,”
he told her.

He had a look of concern as she walked
out of his office.

“I know Mr. Johnson. Thank
you for all of your help. I’ll go ahead and write him and see where
it goes from there,” she said as she walked out the
door.

“Would you like me to walk
you home today,” he asked her. He thought of her sometimes more as
a daughter than a student, and it showed when he became protective
of her.

“No, I’m okay Mr. Johnson,
I’ll walk by myself today, thank you,” she said as she closed the
door behind her.

He wondered if she was upset and took
his help wrong. He didn’t want her to think that he was trying to
get rid of her, but truth be told, he wanted to get her out of the
south. She didn’t belong down here. Being a half black girl back in
the late eighteen hundreds was not easy on her.

 


 


As Suzette walked out of his office and
towards her home, dread came over her. The other students weren’t
as understanding as Mr. Johnson was. They would say very mean and
hateful things to Suzette. The white students didn’t accept her
because she wasn’t fully white, and the black students didn’t
accept her because she was part white.

When she’d come home crying to her
mother, her mother would be supportive and tell her that at least
she had it easier than she did. Her mother was white and her father
was black. Their story was a controversial one. They weren’t able
to get married because of the anti-miscegenation laws in effect at
the time.

On the way home, Suzette thought about
how her parents met. Her mother, Mary, was raised down in Dade
county Florida. She was born in 1843. Her parents were all white
Christian people who, as Mary would say, always thought they were
better than everyone else. They owned two slaves.

At the time, there was nothing wrong
with this. They had a female slave who would work inside the house
cooking, cleaning and helping with the children. Mary had three
siblings, so her mother often needed help. The female slave who
worked inside was polite.

She kept her head down and did her job
without ever complaining. The male slave worked out in the field
with her father. They lived on a farm and had plenty of work to do.
The two slaves lived in a guesthouse on the same property as Mary’s
parents. They weren’t allowed to get married at the time, but they
did live quietly as husband and wife.

A few years after the couple came to
work for Mary’s parents, they had a child, and then a few years
later they had another. This didn’t interfere with their work
inside or outside of the home, so her parents didn’t have a problem
with it. Mary often told Suzette how it was growing up living with
slaves working for you.

Her mother would tell her not to make
friends with the children, even though the oldest boy, David, was
her age. She couldn’t help it though. One day she was outside
playing, when he came up and asked her if he could play with her.
They were eight years old and didn’t know any better. At that age,
they didn’t see the color of each other’s skin, but they saw deeper
inside.

Mary wondered how it was that adults
were so closed-minded. Couldn’t they see how wonderful her friends
ere? For the first few years, David’s mother tried to keep them
away from each other. “Do you know what your mother will do to us
if she finds out that I’m allowing you to play with a slave boy,”
she’d ask Mary.

 


 


Mary would argue that she only wanted
to be friends with David. By the time they were eleven nobody could
keep them apart. When they turned teenagers, both parents couldn’t
keep them apart. Every day when Mary would come home from school,
she’d run to the guesthouse to find David so they could hang
out.

Since the schools were so mean and
segregation was in full effect, his mother refused to allow them to
attend school. Instead, Mary would bring home her schoolwork, and
teach David what she was learning in school. When they were both
approaching eighteen, Mary’s mother had tried to hook her up with a
few “good white boys” as she called them.

Mary wanted nothing to do with these
good white boys. She had fallen for David, but didn’t know how to
tell her mother. At seventeen, her mother had it in her head that
she was going to Mary one of these boys, and had actually set up a
wedding date. Not wanting this, Mary and David ran away two hundred
and fifty miles to Marion county Florida. There was a rumor that
soon there would be an abundance of jobs working at the railroad.
Neither her family nor his would ever give them their blessing, so
they felt that there was no reason to try to stay where they
were.

Dade County, her mother would have
married her off to some stuck up white boy, and she would have been
miserable for the rest of her life. Instead, they were happy
together. Unfortunately, neighbors weren’t so happy about the two
of them living so close by.

There were some people in the county
who didn’t appreciate a white woman being with a black man. They
would yell racial slurs at her and even worse, a few times she
would wake up in the middle of the night with a cross burning in
the front yard. Instead of getting angry and fighting back, the
couple just showed that they weren’t the type of people that the
community was making them out to be.

They stayed calm, and simply put out
the flames, and took down the cross. Mary had Suzette in 1861. She
fought with herself whether or not to put her in public school, but
she did. She wanted to have a normal life. Starting in Kindergarten
the kids would tease Suzette and ask her, “Are you black, or
white?”

Neither race wanted anything to do with
her since she was part of the other. The teachers were telling the
students that times were changing, and blacks and whites now needed
to learn how to get along together. Just because that is what was
supposed to happen, didn’t mean that’s what did happen.

The students watched and listened to
what their parents said and did, and they acted the way they saw
their parents act. Four years after Suzette was born, the civil war
ended and this caused the KKK, and other whites in the area to
react violently.

It seemed that at times Mary and David
were directly in the path of their anger.

Suzette had a sister who was born two
years after she was. The family didn’t talk about her much because
of what had happened. One evening after school, when Suzette was
ten, her sister Minnie was walking a few feet behind her older
sister talking to a white boy that she knew from school.

The boy’s parents, who were active KKK
members saw this, and weren’t happy. They snatched Minnie and the
boy up and took off in their horse and buggy. Suzette didn’t see
this happen in time to do anything that would have made a
difference. When she did realize what had happened, she ran home
and told her parents.

Minnie was never seen or heard from
again. The police came to their house and wrote a report, but never
came back with any results. They said that there was no evidence of
any crime. Therefore, there was nothing that they could do.
Suzette’s mother sank into a deep depression, and they mourned as a
family for the loss of Minnie.

Unfortunately, since there was nobody,
they couldn’t have a funeral so there couldn’t be that closure that
families needed. After a year had passed, they had an unspoken
agreement to never speak of Minnie again. Suzette’s story was sad,
but what would have been sadder would have been if she quit trying
in life. She refused to allow the ignorance of the community
dictate how her life was going to turn out.

She was determined to make something of
her life. No matter what happened, her mother still got out of bed
every morning and had a smile on her face. Some days, Suzette could
tell that smile was forced, but that didn’t matter to her. What
mattered was that she tried. Mary was the strongest person that she
had ever met in her life.

Mr. Johnson had lived close by when the
abduction of Minnie happened. He heard rumors, but was never able
to confirm anything. He came over to the house and counseled the
family when they needed it the most. Richard came from Colorado
originally and had an entirely different upbringing than Suzette.
He was raised in a white home, but his parents were completely
different than many.

His parents had raised him to believe
that it didn’t matter what the color of your skin was, but what was
inside you was what counted. They had taught him that no matter who
he fell in love with, as long as you felt love in your heart, and
you both treated each other with love and respect, that was all
that mattered. His father had drilled it into his head that there
was no reason to ever raise your hand to a woman.

Women were to be loved and nurtured;
never to be hit and used. He watched the way his father treated his
mother and he would always remember this. They had a loss in their
family as well. His mother had died of cancer when he was only
thirteen years old. They found out she had cancer only a month
before she passed away.

Before she passed, his mother only had
one request. She asked him to be good, find true love, and treat
his future life with love and respect like his father had to her.
He felt as if his mother at least passed away after living a life
full of love. She had brought a son into the world that had been
nothing but a good child, and student up to that point.

He hadn’t known that his mother had
gotten an inheritance when she was younger and had put it away for
her child. When he turned eighteen, his father surprised him with a
large bank account. His father had then helped him find a farm in
the area that didn’t need that much work to keep money coming in.
He had hired two helpers who stayed in the extra barn that came on
the property that they turned into a guesthouse.

They had two outhouses, one for
Richard, and one for his helpers. He didn’t treat them like hired
help, but more like friends. When he had gotten the letter from Mr.
Johnson from Florida responding to his ad in the paper for a mail
order bride, he got quite excited.

He was rather embarrassed putting an ad
in the paper, but when he heard about the interracial mail order
bride business, he just felt that was his calling. He had always
gotten along with black woman more than white woman. He didn’t know
what it was, but he felt as if he connected better with them. He
heard from Mr. Johnson that Suzette had a rough life growing up
being down south, where racial tensions were high. He knew that she
was half black, and half white, and from what he heard so far he
thought that she sounded beautiful.

Mr. Johnson advised him that he should
write her a letter and talk to her about himself. So that was what
he was sitting down doing now. He told her all about himself, and
his upbringing, and what he wanted to find in a woman. He read and
reread the letter over and over before finally sending it
off.

He crossed his fingers and hoped for
the best. Suzette was writing a letter of her own when she received
one from Richard. She loved what she heard. She was halfway through
her own, so she was able to add much more after receiving his. He
had a few questions that he wanted to know about her and she was
happy to answer them.

 


 


They wrote back and forth for a few
months until she turned eighteen. Suzette graduated a few months
after she turned eighteen and she gladly accepted his invitation to
come to Colorado to live, and see if they could make it
together.

“So you’ve decided to go to
Colorado to live with Richard,” Mr. Johnson asked Suzette after
school a few days before graduation. “Yes, I have,” she said,
smiling back at Mr. Johnson. He noticed for the first time that she
had a glow about her. He had never seen her with this glow
before.

“When do you plan on
leaving,” he asked her suddenly and concerned for her safety.
“Right after graduation I plan on taking the train up to Colorado
and trying my best to make it work with him,” she said,
smiling.

Mr. Johnson didn’t know how to ask the
question without hurting her feelings, or make her nervous so he
just came out and said it. “Have you both described how you look,
so you know that you’ll be physically attracted to each other?” He
looked into her eyes and hoped that it didn’t make her
panic.

She didn’t even blink at the question,
“No… well, he did tell me that he liked to work out, and ate
healthy food, but I’m sure,” then it happened. She realized what he
was saying, and panic struck her. When times got tough growing up,
Suzette turned to food. During the abduction of her sister, she
would hide in her bedroom and sneak any food that she could. At
school, she’d bargain with other students. She would get their
lunches and in return. She was ashamed of her past.

When she turned fifteen, she realized
that she had a problem and she began to work out, walk quickly to
and from school, only eating her lunch and not everyone else’s, and
making lifestyle changes to better her life and her
body.

She noticed a change very quickly.
Before she knew it, she lost one hundred pounds. She was still
“chunky” at about one hundred and eighty pounds, but she wasn’t
nearly heavyset as she was a few years ago. She hadn’t mentioned
any of this to Richard.

When he told her that he liked to eat
healthy out of his garden, she told him in the next letter that she
would cook him some meals that would make him wish he’d been
adopted by a black family years ago. He thought this comment was
very funny and remarked that he loved both a woman with a good
sense of humor, and the ability to cook.

She was convinced that by him saying
that meant he didn’t care if she was a few pounds overweight. He
never asked her how much she weighed, or mentioned anything about
not liking woman overweight. He continued to mention that the most
important thing about a woman was her heart, and that meant the
world to her.

Mr. Johnson wasn’t convinced, and he
thought about sending Richard a personal letter explaining about
her condition. He decided that doing this would break her trust,
and be extremely distasteful. Therefore, he didn’t send any letter.
He did tell her however that he was going to be taking her to
him.

He couldn’t let her leave on her own.
If something happened to her, he’d never forgive himself. She got a
letter that very day that she talked with Mr. Johnson, and it had
the biggest surprise in it yet. He told her that he was going to go
to Florida and pick her up and take her back to his home. It was
going to take him a month and a half to get to her, since she was
nearly two thousand miles away.

She gasped. He was willing to be on the
road, away from his farm for three months just to come and get her!
He must truly care for her, or he’d never do something like this.
She was jumping up and down all over the house. Her mother came to
her and asked her what was going on.

This brought her back to reality.
During their months of talking, her mother understood everything
about Suzette’s life. No matter what happened in life, she always
knew that she could turn to her mother for support. Suzette told
her that she may be talking to someone in Colorado, but that’s all
the information she divulged. Her mother never got angry with her,
or judged her for any decision that she made.

Suzette thought that this must stem
back to the fact that she had to run away at the age of seventeen
from her family. After she left, she never again spoke to her
mother or father. She tried to write them a letter once she was
stable, but got a letter back saying to never contact them again.
Suzette thought that must have been so hard to know that the
parents who raised you, and claimed to love you now disowned you
and would never speak to you again.

Mary never spoke of this. She just kept
her head held high. “What is all of this jumping around for? Is my
daughter getting married,” she asked, smiling. The smile dropped
from her face when she saw the look on Suzette’s face. Suzette
hadn’t told her everything until now for two reasons.

One was because if it didn’t work out
during their letter writing process, she would have gotten her
mother all worked up over nothing. The other reason was that she
was afraid to tell her mother that she was moving all the way to
Colorado and that would make it real, and she might panic and back
out.

“Mom, Mr. Johnson met this
guy in Colorado,” she started. Her mother sat on the age of her bed
and listened carefully as Suzette described everything from day one
until today. She then handed her mother the letter that she had
just received. Mary carefully took the letter from her excited
daughter’s hand and read every word slowly.

She finished the letter, but didn’t
look up yet; she acted as if she was still reading. She was hurt
and upset. She thought her daughter and her had a closer
relationship than one where she was kept in the dark for so long.
She had to remember what it was like to be her age.

She remembered how she felt the day she
ran off with David. She didn’t want to lose her daughter forever.
Getting angry with her, or telling her that she couldn’t go would
guarantee that she’d lose her forever, so she chose her words
carefully.

“I’m going to miss you so
bad baby girl, but I want more than anything for you to be happy,”
she said carefully.

 


 


They spent the rest of that evening
talking. The letter had told her that he had already left heading
for Florida, so they only had a month and a half left to be
together. As the night wore on, Suzette had gotten herself so
worked up that she lay down and passed out. Mary sat on the edge of
her daughter’s bed, rubbing her hair gently.

“My sweet, sweet baby girl,
oh how I love you. I can’t believe how much you’ve grown. It seems
like only yesterday I ran away so that I could be with your father
and have you. No matter where you go in the world, you’ll always
have my love and protection.”

Tears welled up in her eyes. She leaned
down and kissed her daughter on the head and then left to room to
meet her husband as he came in late from work. She wasn’t ready to
tell him the news yet. He wouldn’t be so quick to let his baby girl
go. She’d have to remind him of a young couple that ran away from
all they knew to be together.

Hopefully, that would be what was
needed to calm him down and give his daughter the blessing from him
that she needed when she walked out of this house.

 


 


As David came home to his wife, Richard
was traveling closer by the minute. It was a long, lonely journey
to meet his new admirer. He didn’t like the term mail order bride.
To him, it made her sound cheap. He thought of it as if she’d come
in a brown box with a box on top, and when he approached it, she’d
pop out wearing a big dress.

He laughed to himself. He wasn’t sure
what to expect, but the words of one of his friends who stayed
behind on the farm rang in his ears. “Don’t expect anything, no
matter how hard it is. If you do, expect the ugliest, fattest slob
you can imagine. Then, when you do meet her, no matter what she
looks like, you’ll be impressed.” He had brought along one of his
friends. He left behind the one he was the closest with because he
was the hardest worker, John.

The other man he had working for him
was younger; he was John’s eighteen-year-old son, and he didn’t
trust him all alone for three months on the farm. There wasn’t much
to do, other than the horses, few cows, chickens, and four pigs,
but that was enough to make Richard nervous leaving Ricky
alone.

“Ricky, are you ready to
take over for a while so I can shut my eyes,” he asked the young
man. Ricky jumped up eagerly and took over. ‘At least he’s eager to help me. He
may not be competent to run a farm alone, but he’s a good helper,’
Richard thought.

The only reason why he felt closer to
John was because he was older, and had more experience. Richard was
a young man in his early twenties, but he had a very mature
mentality. As he sat back in the buggy, he closed his
eyes.

Instead of peaceful sleep, his thoughts
wouldn’t stop. Was he making a huge mistake? Was he going to regret
what he was doing right now? What if he got all the way to Florida
and they immediately knew that they weren’t good for each other?
Does he turn around immediately and go home? What does he say, “You
know what, I’m sorry but you’re not my type. Thanks for trying
though. Better luck next time,” he chuckled to himself.

“What was that boss,” Ricky
called back behind him from the front seat of the
carriage.

“Nothing, I was talking to
myself. What have I told you about calling me boss, Ricky,” he
yelled back up to be heard over the loud sound of the horses. He
hated nothing more than to be called boss.

“Sorry boss… er… sir. I
thought I heard you saying something,” Ricky answered
nervously.

“I was just talking to
myself Ricky, but thanks for looking out for me,” he called back to
his younger friend. He laid his head back again, determined to get
some sleep this time so he could take over again. He knew that the
young man couldn’t be in charge of the horse and buggy for too long
since he wasn’t as skilled as Richard was.

As he drifted off to sleep, his sleep
was restless.

 


 


As he awoke to take over, he tried to
blame it on the fact that the buggy was not comfortable and it was
extremely bumpy, but Richard knew the real other reason for him not
getting any sleep was the fact that he was nervous and anxious for
their meeting.

 


 


If Suzette could have gotten a letter
to Richard on the road, she would have told him never mind. For an
entire month straight she thought she was going to have a nervous
breakdown. Her stomach was in knots, she couldn’t sleep, and she
had never felt more anxious in her life. What was she thinking?
This man wasn’t going to like her.

Why had she wasted his time and allowed
this to go this far? She constantly beat herself up over the
questions that continued to race through her mind. Mr. Johnson came
over and checked on her two days before Richard was supposed to
arrive.

He saw that she
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