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Welcome to The Day the Dunwoody Mail-Order Brides Never Came.

When I first began weaving this story, I wanted it to be more than just a tale of towering brothers, missing brides, and unexpected romance. My heart was to show that God delights in using the overlooked, the laughed at, the underestimated — and that His plans are always better than ours.

You may notice something unusual in the subtitle: the word humorouss carries an extra “s.” That wasn’t a mistake. I left it there on purpose as a wink to you, dear reader — because this book is meant to be more than humorous. It is humorouss — overflowing with wit, laughter, and yes, plenty of embarrassing and comical moments that remind us not to take ourselves too seriously.

But under the laughter runs a deeper current. This book is about faith tested in unexpected ways, about women who discover their worth when others cannot see it, and about men who must learn that love is not measured by appearances but by the heart. My prayer is that as you turn these pages, you will find yourself laughing, yes, but also strengthened in your spirit. I hope you will see yourself in these characters — and more importantly, I hope you will see the God who never overlooks you.

So settle in with a cup of tea (or maybe a cinnamon roll like the ones baked in Cedar Bluff’s little bakery) and prepare to journey through a story of gossip, humor, faith, and love that only Heaven could have written.

With joy,
Cherry Hargrove

Opening Statement (Introduction/Prologue)

September 5, 1896 — Cedar Bluff, Kansas.

The whole town pressed together at the depot that Saturday morning. Coal smoke drifted in the air, children darted between skirts and boots, and whispers circled faster than the telegraph clicks. They had come to see the grand arrival: eight mail-order brides for the towering Dunwoody brothers.

The brothers stood ready — clean-shaven, polished boots, their broad frames pressed into collars that pinched at their throats. They were giants of the land, men who worked cattle and plowed fields, yet here they waited like boys at their first dance. The women of Cedar Bluff, who had ignored them for years, now looked on with narrowed eyes and whispers tinged with jealousy.

But when the train hissed and stopped, no brides stepped down. Not one. Instead, eight telegrams rattled in, each one a polite but crushing refusal.

The town gasped. The brothers shifted awkwardly. And humiliation threatened to drown the Dunwoody name.

Yet God was not finished. Because sometimes the brides don’t come on the train. Sometimes the real treasure is already home — overlooked women who have been praying, waiting, and standing strong in faith. Women who are not dainty and fragile but robust, plus-size, and beautiful in the way God made them. Women with laughter on their lips, scriptures in their hearts, and the courage to step into the story God had written for them.

This is more than a tale of missed trains and telegrams. It is part of a much larger tapestry — what I like to call The Plus-Size Women of Faith Collection: where God turns the overlooked into the treasured.

My prayer is that as you laugh through the humorouss mishaps (yes, with an extra “s” for extra joy), you will also see God’s hand at work — reminding each of us that no one is forgotten, no one is wasted, and love always finds its way when faith leads the heart.

Also, By Cherry Hargrove

The Plus-Size Women of Faith Collection

Christian Historical Romances of Humor, Faith, and Strong Women

The Flour, The Weeping Farmer, and the Plumb Size Baker

The Plus Size Sisterhood in 1890

Hips Too Wide for Gossip and Far Too Wide for Denial

The Day the Dunwoody Mail-Order Brides Never Came

	[image: ]
	 	[image: ]


[image: ]

Chapter One: A Mother’s Burden of Prayer
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The prairie wind rattled the windows of the Dunwoody homestead, making the old glass hum like a fiddle string. Eleanor Dunwoody knelt by her rocker, apron still dusted with flour from supper, Bible open on the chair beside her. She had prayed through droughts and prayed through floods. She had prayed over sick cows, stubborn horses, and even a runaway pig that Caleb had tackled headfirst in the mud. But tonight, her knees bent under a burden heavier than all those things combined: eight towering, stubborn sons and not a wife among them.

“Lord,” she whispered, pressing her forehead against folded hands, “I thank You for giving me strong men, but must they all be bulls with no sense in courting? I’m running out of patience, Lord, and You know I’m running out of dishes big enough to feed them. Give me wisdom, and for heaven’s sake, give them wives.”

From the doorway came a throat-clearing rumble. Eleanor jerked upright, almost toppling her Bible. Standing there, his head brushing the lintel, was James, the eldest. He ducked inside, shoulders broad as the barn door he’d just closed.

“Mother,” he said in that deep, slow voice of his.

“You’ll scare ten years off my life sneaking about like that,” Eleanor scolded, pushing her Bible aside. “You blot out the sun when you stand there. A woman shouldn’t mistake her own son for a mountain.”

James shifted, cheeks coloring, and behind him came Samuel, then Matthew, then Caleb — one after another until the kitchen seemed to shrink around them. Chairs scraped as they tried to find seats, each man ducking his head like guilty boys summoned before judgment. Their boots thudded heavy against the planks, rattling the dishes on the shelves.

“Sit down, all of you,” Eleanor ordered, waving toward the long table. “I’ve had a word with the Lord, and now I need a word with you.”

They obeyed, though not without muttering. Josiah, the youngest at twenty-five, leaned toward Nathaniel and whispered, “Reckon this is about Caleb wrestling pigs again?”

“It squealed first,” Caleb said hotly, his ears turning red.

“That pig had more mud on it than you did,” Thomas quipped, straight-faced.

“Enough,” Eleanor snapped, slamming her hand down on the table. “This is not about pigs. This is about wives.”

Eight pairs of eyes widened, and a groan rolled across the table like distant thunder.

“Mother...” James began.

“No, don’t ‘Mother’ me,” she said, cutting him off with a glare sharp enough to shear sheep’s wool. “You’re all grown men — thirty-four, thirty-two, thirty, all the way down to twenty-five — and not a ring on one hand among you. You fill this house with muddy boots and laundry, but where are the daughters-in-law? Where are the babies? Do you plan on letting the Dunwoody name dry up with cattle bones?”

Matthew cleared his throat. “We work from sunup to sundown. There’s no time for courting.”

“And when you
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