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Synopsis: A woman and her reluctant
sister head west because one is to be married to a cowboy, who
doesn’t know about the sister, and when they arrive a deception is
formulated which could make everything fall apart; especially when
the cowboy’s twin brother shows up unexpectedly.

 


 


Caitlin walked over to the window with
a sigh. She knew Corinne would be out there wandering about in the
gardens. Her heart ached for her sister but she didn’t know what
she could do to change things for her. She had suspected Winston
wasn’t being honest with Corrine from the beginning.

His fervent pursuit of her and quick
proposal of marriage never did ring quite true in Caitlin’s mind.
She loved her sister deeply and never wanted to see her hurt or
misused. Winston had done both and Caitlin resented him for it.
Leaving Corinne standing at the altar was the last
straw.

Caitlin struggled in her prayers as her
heart fiercely cried out for revenge though she knew the Lord
wouldn’t stand with her in that desire. She knew she had to find
forgiveness for what had been done to her sister in order to move
ahead. It all seemed so unfair. There had to be a way for the both
of them to be happy.

After their parents had died, they only
had each other to depend on. No two sisters had ever been closer
and they felt each other’s joys and their sorrows. Caitlin wanted
to find a way for them to have a new start; a fresh beginning
untainted with the sordid actions of greedy, unscrupulous
men.

She turned from the window and walked
over to her writing desk. As she sat down, she opened the top
drawer and pulled out a recent copy of “The Matrimonial Gazette”.
Some of her friends had been sharing copies of this simple little
newspaper around the club. They found the ads interesting and they
acted as a diversion as the young ladies imagined themselves in the
arms of strong cowboys or living an exciting life on the
frontier.

Few of them, with their privileged
backgrounds and extravagant lifestyles took the idea of going west
to be a bride seriously. It was thought among them only someone
poor and desperate would have to resort to such means and they
laughed about it among themselves.

Caitlin, however, saw this as an
opportunity to find something better for her and Corinne. While no
one could consider them poor or desperate, no one could also
understand what it was like to wonder every time a man paid
attention to them if he was truly interested in them or their
money.

The Thompson name and family reputation
were too well known in this part of the country. There was no way
to hide it or escape from it, or was there?

Caitlin’s eyes scanned over some of the
ads on the pages of the newspaper. There were ads from men looking
for women and women looking for men. She pondered which way was
best. Would it be better to answer someone’s ad knowing what little
was there in the paper or should she place an ad of her own
trusting the Lord would bring the right person in answer? This was
not going to be an obvious decision and she decided more prayer was
needed before she took any action.

She pulled out her well-worn Bible and
started to read. As if the Lord was leading her, she found herself
reading the story of Ruth and Naomi. The one thing that stood out
to her was how Naomi carefully directed Ruth in the steps she
needed to take to secure Boaz as her husband. Ruth had followed
Naomi’s directions faithfully and although Ruth’s actions seemed
strange, in the end it all works out for good.

Caitlin saw there was no disgrace or
dishonor in taking the necessary steps to find and secure a good
husband. She bowed her head and gave thanks to the Lord for His
instruction.

With the matter settled in her heart
and her mind, Caitlin picked up the newspaper once again and
started reading the ads. She prayed the Lord would draw her to the
man who would be within His will and His plan for her and her
sister. Hope began to rise up inside of her, as she felt empowered
to make this happen for them. She started circling the ones she was
the most drawn to learn more about.

 


Lonely cowboy, loves God,
loves my horse, runs a large cattle ranch, not too tall, not too
short, needs someone who can share his dreams and doesn’t mind the
smell of horses

A widower of 35, no
children, 5 feet 8 inches high, weighing 185 pounds would like to
correspond with some maiden or widow lady of honor who would like a
good home, kind husband and plenty.

Wanted, a young lady raised
in the knowledge of the wife of Proverbs: I am a man of good
standing and good family, Christian, a professional man and will
make a kind husband.

 


Caitlin figured these would be enough
to set her plan in motion and she drew out some writing paper and
got to work putting together some replies. As she finished each
one, she laid her hand over it and prayed it would only come into
the hands of the person the Lord had chosen.

She didn’t want to go through all of
this only to find her efforts had made things worse for her and
Corinne. This was a bold plan and she desperately wanted it to work
out for the both of them. She quickly finished her letters and
sealed up the envelopes. She thought it would be best to keep her
plan a secret for now.

It was best not to get Corinne excited
about something that might not work out to their hopes and
expectations until she had a better idea of how it would go. There
had been enough disappointment.

Caitlin headed downstairs with her
letters in hand and a determined look on her face. All she could do
now was post the letters and wait to see what would happen. Waiting
had never been something she was good at doing, but the Pony
Express took time and there was no getting past it.

The maid met her at the bottom of the
stairs and informed her lunch had been set out on the terrace.
Caitlin gave her instructions to have the letters posted
straightaway and went out to the garden to find Corinne. The
gardens had been planned and established by their
father.

At the height of the season, there were
flowers of every kind and color and the aroma was heady and sweet.
Both of the girls had grown up surrounded by these flowers and it
would be hard to leave all of this behind. Caitlin knew it wasn’t
going to be easy to convince Corinne they could find a better life
out west.

 


 


Russell tossed the well-worn copy of
“The Matrimonial Gazette” down on his desk and sighed. It had taken
him the better part of a month to make the decision to place an ad.
After making the decision to jump into the fray of men competing
for the perfect wife, it had taken him another week to put together
an ad.

Added to the wait, was the time it took
the Pony Express to get his letter to the Gazette and he was
already two months into this matter with no woman in sight. He
could only wonder at how much longer it was going to take for the
Lord to provide him with a wife. His mother never failed to bring
the question up at least once a week, as she was worried she might
never have a chance to see grandchildren running around the
ranch.

She kept telling him she wasn’t going
to live forever. It wasn’t like he didn’t have enough to worry
about already with the drought and the price of beef falling. The
weight of running the ranch was entirely on his shoulders now with
his father passed and sometimes it seemed like too much of a burden
for a man his age.

He sat back in his chair and looked
around the library. His father had loved books and Russell was
surrounded by them. He loved the classics and had read every book
here but his secret love was poetry. His favorite poets were George
Eliot and Robert Browning but he was always looking for new
publications to add to his collection.

In his heart, Russell was a poet and he
longed to be able to write his own poems but he shared this dream
with no one. It didn’t seem manly for a cowboy to write poetry so
he kept this desire buried deep inside of himself. He hoped the
woman that would be his wife would share his love of poetry and
perhaps she would give him the opportunity to bring out some of the
poetry languishing inside of him.

A loud knock at the door startled him
from his thoughts and he looked up to see his foreman frowning at
him from the doorway. He quickly shoved the Gazette back into the
drawer of his desk and stood up. Time to get back on his horse and
see to the business of running the ranch. Cattle didn’t wait for
any man.

 


 


As he reached the front door, his
mother’s voice stopped him. She worried about the burden Russell
carried over the ranch and in taking care of her. She wanted her
son to be happy and to have the joys of a family. She knew he was
far more gentle and sensitive inside than he let on to anyone
else.

He was a good man with a good heart and
she knew he would be a wonderful husband to the right woman. She
prayed daily for that woman to be brought into his life soon. She
longed to hear the sound of children laughing and playing around
the ranch and she knew it would lighten his load greatly in having
someone to stand by and support him.

His father’s death had come suddenly
and Russell had been forced to leave the university and come home
to take care of matters here. It was a terrible disappointment as
she had hoped he would have time to find a wife at school or in his
travels that shared his interests. It was difficult to find women
with the same kind of interests away from the big cities and social
networks.

“Will you be back by suppertime,” she
asked him.

“I’m not sure, Mother,” Russell
replied. “Gus is concerned some of our cattle have gotten mixed
over into Harrison’s herd over the ridge. We need to ride over and
see if this is true and what’s to be done about it.”

“Fine, son, I’ll see to it a plate is
left for you on the back of the stove,” she replied and turned to
go upstairs. Suddenly, she turned back. “Have there been any
letters yet?”

Russell grinned at her. “You know far
better than I what comes and goes in this house,” and with a laugh
he turned and headed out the door.

Gus had his horse saddled up and
waiting outside the front door. Brady nickered and stretched out
his neck for a scratch while looking for a treat. The stallion knew
he wouldn’t be disappointed and settled for a carrot. Brady was
Russell’s best friend and most faithful companion.

The two of them spent a lot of time
together out on the range. Russell couldn’t imagine anyone or
anything taking Brady’s place in his life. He sure hoped the woman
he married liked horses or at least the smell of horses, he thought
with a grimace as he climbed up in the saddle. It was going to be a
long day.

 


 


Russell was kept busy chasing down
stray cattle for several days. Women, letters and marriage had all
but slipped to the far corners of his mind. He had plenty to occupy
himself tending to the business of the ranch. Late one afternoon,
he headed into the house intending to get cleaned up and have a
quiet supper with his mother.

He hadn’t been able to spend much time
with her recently. He knew she got lonely in the house even with
Sadie the housekeeper and the maids to watch over. She wasn’t born
to the isolated lifestyle of ranching and sometimes missed the
diversions of the city and society life.

It hadn’t mattered much while his
father was around because the two of them were close and loved
being together but now she was alone and the time seemed to be
wearing on her. Sadie came out of the drawing room as he came in
the front door.

“Welcome home, sir,” Sadie said with a
big smile on her face. He grinned back at her and said, “I just
came in to see what’s for supper. I figured if it was going to be
beans I’d go out in the bunkhouse and eat with the rest of the
boys.”

“Now son, you know better than that!”
We’ve been anticipating your return and your mother has requested
her special roast beef. But you better go and take a bath or you
won’t be allowed in the dining room. Whew! You stink like a horse!”
and she laughed.

Russell laughed along with her and
headed off upstairs. Sadie was a fixture at the Double R Ranch and
Russell couldn’t imagine life without her. She’d been like a second
mother to him.

 


 


After a quick scrub down, Russell
headed down to the library to check the mail. He was anxious to see
what had come in his absence. As he absently thumbed through the
pile of mail, his mind wandered. A letter slipped from the stack in
his hands and fell to the floor. As he bent over to pick it up, he
caught the unmistakable scent of a woman’s fragrance.

It was faint and as delicate as a
flower but it was there and it made his heart skip a beat. He
picked up the letter and examined it carefully. Letters were always
a treat and Russell savored the moment of just holding it in his
hand and imagining where it had come from and who lay behind
it.

He enjoyed letting the anticipation and
excitement grow as his thoughts wandered. He sat down with the
letter in hand and cleared everything else off to one side of
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