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An Extra Bride For The Gold Assayer, Means
One For The Outlaw?


 


Synopsis: An Extra Bride For The Gold
Assayer, Means One For The Outlaw? - A French-Canadian woman heads
for Montana even though she hasn’t written to her potential
husband, because she assumes that she will be perfect for the man
who advertised for a bride. Unfortunately, he’s gone ahead and
married a southern woman that he has corresponded with. To add salt
to the wound, the French Canadian woman faces challenges even
before she arrives in town.

 


 


Montréal, Quebec, Canada

June 1885

 


“Bonjour, Mère. Avez-vous lu les annonces en
le Toronto Telegram?”

“English, please, Aileen.”

“Sorry, Mother. I keep forgetting that
we’re transplanted from Ontario to Montréal ever since father
became a lecturer at the École
Polytechnique de Montréal. I’m actually very tired of speaking
French, Mother. That’s why this advertisement in the
Toronto Telegram interests me.”

“We speak French because it is the language
of diplomacy, the evidence of a well-educated person, and an
absolute requirement of your father’s employment as a drafting
teacher,” said Helene Scripps. “It is a French language educational
establishment, after all. Now, what advertisement are you speaking
of, my child?”

“Page 20, Mother. In the lower right corner.
It says,

 


‘Wanted, bride looking for adventure in the
Western United States. Must be able to cook and willing to bear
children. She will be 25-30 years old, less than 150 pounds, less
than 69 inches tall, and educated at the elementary school
level.

‘I live in Bearmouth, Montana, site of many
gold mines and room for grazing. I am a gold assayer and own a
small ranch. Bearmouth is located about 20 miles from Missoula on
the Clark River. Our town handles gold exchanges from several
mines. It is a major stagecoach stop on the Mullan Road. The
Northern Pacific Railroad runs through Missoula.

‘My family settled Bearmouth in 1855 and we
have several businesses in the town. There is a school, a wood
mill, a blacksmith shop, cabins, and a hotel. We also have a mayor,
a sheriff, and a jail. Our post office receives mail from
Missoula.

‘I am 30 years old, never married, am 70
inches tall, and weigh 210 pounds. I am in good health and desire
to marry. However, there are few available women here.

‘Are you interested in adventure? Then write
to me, Theodore Alan McLannen, in care of General Delivery,
Bearmouth, Montana.’

 


“What do you think, Mother?”

“You know what I think, Aileen. I think you
should find a young Canadian man, get married, settle down, and
give us grandchildren. That’s what I think.”

“Mother, I detest Montréal. And while I speak
French, I detest Canuck French.”

“So go back to Toronto. It’s only a
fourteen-hour train trip on the Grand Trunk. You can find work
there—just stay away from Yonge Street. And Jarvis, as well.”

“What? And have to work at Eaton’s? Mother!
I’m 26, don’t have a beau, and frankly I’m tired of this whole His
and Her Majesty stuff. I’m Canadian, Mother—not British. I’m fed up
with Prime Minister John Macdonald.”

“Watch your tongue, Aileen. Without Sir John,
we wouldn’t have a Canadian federation. This Dominion is only eight
years old.”

“That’s all right, Mother. Old Sir John, with
his Midland District Grammar School education isn’t going to
dictate what Aileen Scripps, who graduated university, is going to
do with the rest of her life.”

“But Aileen, dear, PM Macdonald is in Ottawa
and he has a small son to care for since his wife Isabella
died.”

“You miss the point entirely, Mother! I
wish to leave Canada entirely. I’m tired of the fight between the
English, the Irish, and the French. I’m tired of one rebellion
after another among the various Canadian factions. Right now,
the Métis are resisting Canadian
colonialism in Saskatchewan. I’m tired of the tensions between
English Canada and French Canada. Look at the advert.
This man has his fingers in gold!”

“Your father….”

“Father is busy teaching young Frenchmen to
draft. He won’t give a whit if I go off to marry some
American.”

“But Montana is so far away. And I read that
they have their own problems with aboriginal peoples, outlaws, and
gunfighters.”

“Mother, read the advert. There are
transcontinental railroads in the United States and we’ll have the
Canadian Pacific shortly. There are places where we can meet. We
can get from here to there in a matter of days.” This man has his
fingers in gold. In gold!”

“You know nothing of his education, Aileen.
Here you are concerned about the PM and his grade school education
and you are about to offer yourself to travel across a continent
and breed with a man about whom you know nothing.”

“I know one thing,” declared Aileen. “He
works with gold! Money may not be the only thing in life,” she
said, “but it’s way ahead of what’s in second place.”

“The love of money is the beginning of evil,”
said her mother.

“That may be true, Mother, but it would
certainly be interesting to find out, don’t you think?”

 


 


“Dear Mr. McLannen,” the letter began.

 


“I am Aileen Scripps, brunette, fair-skinned,
age 26, weight 135 pounds, height 67 inches, and am educated at
McGill University, Montréal, Quebec, Canada, with a concentration
on history and classical studies. I am fluent in French and the
daughter of a university professor. I, too, have never been
married. Now is the time.

I can cook acceptably, having assisted my
mother frequently. I’m in good health and have been told that I
could sustain the birth of several children. My education has
prepared me to teach, so that may be a plus in your eyes.

“I have read of Missoula, so I have some idea
of what the place is like. I recognize that under ordinary
circumstances, you and I should correspond for some time before you
invite me to Bearmouth, Montana. I am a bit of a wild spirit,
however, and believe that the best way to remove doubt is to take
action.

“I can bear the cost of my transportation to
Bearmouth, Montana. Therefore, I will depart in a fortnight,
intending to meet you and to marry forthwith. I will notify you by
telegram of my impending arrival.

“A picture is enclosed.

 


“Yours truly,

Aileen Scripps

515 Rue Saint Jacques

Montréal, Quebec, Canada”

 


Bearmouth, Montana

July 1885

 


“You got a letter, The-o-dore,” shouted Harry
Halburton, the postmaster of Bearmouth, as he moved through the
door to Ted McLennan’s assay office. “Happy Independence Day. It
looks like you’re about to give up your independence. How many more
of these letters from the lovelorn are you gonna receive? This bag
is gettin’ mighty heavy.”

Ted McLannen looked up from the scales where
he had been measuring the weight of a bag of gold bullion. The shop
was dirty and he polished a nugget with a rag as he spoke.

“Thanks, Harry. There probably won’t be many
more. The advert has run for a month this time. I heard that it
even was reprinted in Toronto, Canada’s newspaper. Somebody told me
that it was copied from the Buffalo newspaper. I’ve been doing this
for six months. I’ve seen just about everything.

“But it really doesn’t make much difference.
I’ve accepted a candidate.” He picked up the letter from his desk.
“She’s Heather Maxwell from Biloxi, Mississippi. A southern lady. I
communicated my interest in her and she has agreed to come to
Bearmouth. Look at her picture, Harry. She’s a knockout!”

The man carrying the mail took the picture
from Ted’s hand. “Wow! She is, indeed. How old a woman?”

“Now you know, Harry, a gentleman never
divulges a girl’s age.”

“Can she cook?”

“She says she can. I didn’t ask for samples
in advance.”

“Willing to have kids?”

“She says ‘yes.’ Those samples we’ll have to
produce on our own.”

“When is she coming?”

“I dunno. I sent her money for the ticket
yesterday. I figure it will take a week for her to get my letter
and then probably a couple more for her to organize and get here.
Keep your eyes peeled for a letter or a telegram telling us she’s
on the way.”

“Will do,” said Harry. As he moved out the
door, he turned to Ted and said, “Now you invited only one, didn’t
you? That plural marriage stuff is down in Utah, you know.”

Ted McLannen laughed. “One,” he said. “Only
one. Don’t know what I’d do with two.”

“Bye, now, The-o-dore. Parting is such sweet
sorrow.” Pulling the door firmly shut, he was gone.

 


 


Montréal, Quebec

 


Several days had passed. Certainly, by now,
Mr. Theodore Alan McLannen had received her letter. If he were
going to reject her, he certainly would have telegraphed by
now.

Convinced that she should now proceed, Aileen
Scripps went to the Bonaventure Rail Station and purchased tickets
that would take her to Montana. “You’ll travel first to Toronto,
then to Niagara Falls, and then to Chicago. All those connections
will be on the Grand Trunk Railway. From Chicago to Missoula,
Montana, you’ll travel the Northern Pacific Railway.

They haven’t gotten it finished to the west
coast yet, but you can get as far as Montana.”

Aileen indicated that she’d be traveling with
two steamer trunks and a pair of smaller pieces of luggage. “I am
moving to Montana,” she said. “I trust I can obtain assistance to
move my luggage from connection to connection.”

“Yes, there will be help,” she was
assured.

“How long will be the journey?” she
asked.

“The schedule calls for five days. I’d allow
six or seven, were I you,” the agent told her. “Some of these
trains have experienced Indian raids.” The agent consulted some
information at his desk. It appears that there are two tribes out
there—the Blackfoot Indians and the Flatheads.”

“Those are very descriptive names. Will there
be some of Mr. Pullman’s wonderful sleeping cars on this train?”
she asked.

“Yes, indeed. I’ll arrange quarters for your
trip. It looks as if Pullman cars will be available for you all the
way.”

Aileen paid the cost of her fare and bid the
agent good day. It was more than she expected, but she had the
funds, and more important, she had the moxie. She was certain that
Theodore Alan McLannen would care for her needs once she had
arrived and married the man.

 


 


On the night before her departure, Aileen
decided to stay at the city’s best lodgings, The Queen’s Hotel on
Peel Street, near the Bonaventure Station. She allowed that this
might be the last vesture of luxury she would experience until her
new husband spent some of that gold on taking her to San
Francisco.

 


 


Bearmouth, Montana

 


Harry Halburton staggered through the front
door of Ted’s assay office. “You’re gonna be the death of me,” he
said.

“Another batch?” asked Ted.

“No, only one. But this one’s a stinkum. It
smells like the top floor of the Brunswick Hotel, if you know what
I mean.”

“From Biloxi, Mississippi, I presume?”

“Oh, no, Ted. Remember that you said that the
advert ended up in the Toronto paper? This one’s from Montréal,
Canada.” He handed over the envelope to Ted.

“Too little, too late, Harry. As I told you,
I’ve already invited Heather Maxwell of Biloxi, Mississippi.”

“Good luck, The-o-dore,” Harry panned, as he
backed out the door.

Ted leaned back in his chair, raised the
envelope to his nose—yes, it had a nice fragrance—took his knife,
and slit open the letter whose postmark indicated that it had been
sent from Montréal, Quebec. He checked the date. It had taken ten
days to arrive, and he surmised that there was some difficulty with
mail passing the United States/Canadian border.

Withdrawing the letter from the envelope, he
quickly scanned it. “No! No!” he shouted.

Quickly, Sammy Witherton, his assistant, ran
to his boss’ aid. “What’s the matter, Boss?”

“This one… this one has assumed that if she
just shows up, we’ll be married. I can’t let that happen. Watch the
shop. I’m headed for the telegraph office.”

The telegraph office at Bearmouth, Montana,
was easy to find—it was inside the post office. The telegrapher was
easy to identify. Harry Halburton had already returned.

“Problem with your letter, The-o-dore?”

“You’re not gonna believe this, Harry. This
one tells me she’s not gonna correspond.”

“Well, that’s good. At least you won’t have
to answer that one.”

“No, Harry. That’s not it. She’s simply gonna
show up here expecting to get married.”

“Listen, Ted, I already told you—that plural
marriage stuff is down in Utah. You want to file a change of
address?”

“Cut it out, Harry. This is serious. This
woman—Aileen Scripps is her name—is coming here expecting to marry
me. Here’s her picture.”

“Good lookin’ lady, Ted. You sure do know how
to pan for ‘em. Well, now, it looks like you have a choice.”

“I may have a choice, but I’ve already made a
selection. I can’t go back on my word. I’ve already told
Jennifer.”

“Of course you can go back on your word, Ted.
It happens all the time. All you gotta do is to string one along
until you see the other and then pick one.”

Ted ignored the comment. “What would possess
a woman to just start out across the continent without being
invited?”

“I ‘spect that this is a very confident
woman—and probably a well-off one. She didn’t wait for you to send
the train fare?”

“She did not. This letter is ten days old.
She could be halfway here by now. I want to send a telegram to her
home to see if I can stop her before she leaves.”

“Here’s the form and a pencil, me boy. Write
out what you have to say and we’ll commit it to Mr. Morse and the
Western Union Telegraph Company.”

Ted thought for a moment. He didn’t wish to
be harsh. He’d let this woman down as gently as he could—but even
that upset him a bit. This woman was presumptive!

After thinking a bit, pencil poised to write,
Ted composed the following: To Miss Aileen Scripps, 515 Rue Saint
Jacques, Montréal, Quebec, Canada: Dear Miss Scripps. Thank you for
your confidence. Unfortunately, I am committed to receive another.
I feel certain that you’ll find someone suitable before long.

He wrote his name, read what he had written,
and handed the paper over to Harry. “Send this. Let’s hope that we
can interrupt her journey.”

 


 


Montréal, Quebec

 


Four hours later, a messenger appeared at the
door of 515 Rue Saint Jacques, Montréal. “I’m sorry,” said Helene
Scripps, “but Aileen Scripps no longer lives at this address.
Please forward this message to her at General Delivery, Bearmouth,
Montana, in the United States.”

The messenger had already extended his palm
in anticipation of a tip. He not only received no tip, he was faced
with having to take the message back to the Canada Post Telegraph
Office.

 


 


Bearmouth, Montana

 


Harry Halburton walked into Ted’s office the
following morning. “I’ve got good news and bad news,” he said.
“Which would you like first?”

“I’ll take the good news; I could use some
good news,” said Ted. “The price of gold is down this morning. The
news came on the train from Denver.”

“Miss Maxwell has arrived safely in Dallas,
Texas and expects to catch a train to Albuquerque, New Mexico, in
the morning. She is apparently underway.”

“That is good news. Now for the bad.”

“The telegram to Miss Scripps is
undeliverable. Instructions were given to forward the message
here.”

“Well, that means that both women are on
their way here. Methinks we’re in for an interesting time,” said
Ted.

 


 


Chicago, Illinois

 


The train arrived at LaSalle Street Station
nearly one day and six hours late. There had been problems crossing
the border at Niagara Falls. Then, there had been an equipment
failure between Buffalo, New York, and Cleveland, Ohio.

Though the Grand Trunk Railroad had made
Pullman train cars available to paying passengers, they had charged
for the extra night while the repairs were being done. It was not a
good experience for Aileen, who felt that the treatment she had
received did not befit a woman of her stature—and she had said
so.

Unruffled by their patron’s presumptions, the
Grand Trunk Railway informed her that she was fortunate that she
had a place to sleep, and if she desired other accommodations,
they’d be happy to help her find them in Cleveland. Further, by the
way, should she wish to eat, the dining car would not be in
operation and she could find victuals either at the terminal or in
the surrounding area, at her own expense, of course.

“I will expect that the next leg of the
journey will be far more satisfying,” she said. “Is the Northern
Pacific Train to Missoula, Montana still on schedule for tomorrow?”
she asked.

“What day is it?” the agent asked.

“Why it’s Sunday. Were you able to go to
church this morning, young man? I was not and I really feel the
loss.”

The agent ignored her second question and
concentrated on the first. “Train goes west on Tuesday. Train goes
east on Thursday.”

“My good man, do you mean to tell me that I’m
required to stay in Chicago for two more days? How preposterous!
Where shall I stay?”

“There is the Leland Hotel on Michigan
Avenue. It has accommodations for young women traveling alone.
There is no hotel in the country so famous for the courtesy and
attention paid to its guests, or so they say. I believe they charge
twenty dollars per day,” said the agent.

“That is frightfully expensive,” remarked
Aileen. “Would it be all right to stay in the terminal?”

“You’re welcome to do so. Train goes west on
Tuesday. Train goes east on Thursday. The problem is that your
train will be leaving from the Rock Island terminal.”

“Well, now we’re getting somewhere. Why
didn’t you say so? Is there a hotel near there where I can
stay?”

“The Atlantic Hotel, on Van Buren Street. It
is near the depot; the cost of the rooms is two dollars per
day.”

“That’s more reasonable. Are you sure the
train doesn’t leave from here? I was informed that I wouldn’t have
to leave the station in Chicago.”

“Look, Lady. Why would I tell you wrong? You
asked for the train to Missoula, Montana. Like I said, ‘Train goes
west on Tuesday.’ It leaves from the Rock Island depot on Van Buren
Street.”

“And my luggage?”

“You can pick up your luggage at the other
end of the terminal.”

“I was told it would be checked through to
Missoula, Montana.”

“It probably will be when you get it to the
Pacific Northern Railroad at the Rock Island Depot on Van Buren
Street. The train leaves….”

“I have it. On Tuesday. I don’t suppose you
have my reservation on the stagecoach from Missoula to Bearmouth,
do you?”

“Bearmouth? Can’t help ya, Lady.”

“Well, could you at least locate a cab for
me?”

The agent pointed to the door leaving to the
outside of the building. “Cabs and horses through that door.”

 


 


Bearmouth, Montana

 


Harry Halburton walked into Ted’s Office in
the middle of the morning. “Not much in today’s mail, The-o-dore.
No letters from lovelorn fillies from the East. Looks like you have
a check from one of your brokers, a letter from your mother, and a
bill from your brother. I have to laugh. Why can’t your brother
simply hand you your bill? You live in the same town, for cryin’
out loud.”

“Who knows?” responded Ted. “You’re not
supposed to be reading my mail anyway. It’s against the rules.”

“Out here in big sky country we make our own
rules. Didn’t you know that?” asked Harry, with a grin. “Oh, and I
have two telegrams for you. I already know what’s in them. Would
you like to know?”

“You’re a bum, Harry Halburton. Did you know
that? Are you going to give me that good news/bad news shtick
again?”

“Nope. It’s good news and it’s good
news—depending on how you’re feelin’.”

“How’s that?”

Harry held up one envelope. “This here
telegram is from one Heather Maxwell, a southern lady from Biloxi,
Mississippi, who wishes to inform your honor that she will be
arriving from Denver tomorrow and requests that you arrange to have
a parson available upon her arrival.”

Ted took the envelope and tore it open. He
read the message just as Harry had copied it off the wire. Now,
suddenly, he became nervous and began to pepper the postmaster with
questions about the wedding arrangements.

“The parson is in town this week, Ted, so not
to worry. I’ll let him know he’s on tomorrow’s schedule. The
honeymoon cottage up at the pass will be ready by tomorrow
afternoon. Now, just out of curiosity, are you interested in the
second telegram?”

“Yes, I guess so. Read it to me,” instructed
Ted.

“Dear Mr. McLannen,” began Harry. “I regret
to inform you that….”

“She’s not coming,” interjected Ted.

“Au contraire, Messieur. This one is from
Aileen Scripps of Montréal. She says, ‘train schedules not as
advertised. I will arrive in Missoula in one week.’ You’re not
planning to move to Utah, are you, The-o-dore? She didn’t say
anything about the stagecoach.”

“If she’s not happy with the train service,
she’s gonna be ecstatic about the stagecoach ride. I hope she
doesn’t think I plan to meet her in Missoula. I don’t plan to meet
her anywhere. In two days’ time, I’ll be married to the former Miss
Heather Maxwell of Biloxi, Mississippi. I’d go away for a month,
but I really can’t leave the business.”

“And what about the Canadian lady?” asked
Harry.

It was time to change the subject. “Do you
expect Deaf Charley back soon?” asked Ted.

“Not as long as there’s a train to rob,”
responded Harry. “His mother Stella is back in town bummin’ drinks
at the saloon.”

“Nobody’s ever proved that he robs trains,
Harry, and you know it.”

“Well, when he hits town he never seems to be
short of cash. Has a thing for the booze and the ladies.”

“Well, if Aileen Scripps shows up while he’s
here, be sure to give them a proper introduction. Do whatever you
can to keep her away from me.”

Harry Halburton laughed. “Do you know how
many single men there are in Bearmouth and the towns around? She
won’t have any problem finding someone to marry.”

“Think about what you just said, Harry, and
think about the advert I placed. Miss Scripps is coming to
Bearmouth anticipatin’ to hitch up with me, and she knows that I
handle gold and have a ranch. She’s planning to have some status.
Do you really think that she is gonna sit still for some unwashed
miner or railroad laborer? This is an educated woman. College
graduate. The daughter of a university professor.”

“And Charley?”

“Charlie is a civil engineer, a builder of
bridges. You know that, too.”

“I’d marry her myself,” declared Harry.
“Elsie would probably have a fit. We’d have to move to Utah.”

“Yeah, well, when Aileen Scripps arrives,
there will already be a Mrs. Theodore Alan McLannen. And there
won’t be room for two of them.”

 


 


Omaha, Nebraska

 


After the difficulties with the Grand Trunk
Railway and her luggage, she found the accommodations at the
Atlantic Hotel in Chicago to be substandard when compared to the
Queen’s Hotel in Montréal. But then, again, the monarch’s namesake
hotel was magnifique! Any hotel would pale by comparison. She
hadn’t ever experienced anything, however, like what faced her in
Omaha.

To say that Aileen was unhappy with the
Northern Pacific Railroad would be a tremendous understatement. She
had made it as far as Omaha. Here the railroad’s equipment had
broken down again. This time it looked as if the delay would be at
least three days. The railroad, in an attempt to assuage its
customers, found accommodations for them at the Vendome Hotel. Only
after she had accepted the gesture did Aileen learn that the hotel
had only recently been released from quarantine, following a
smallpox outbreak.

 


Three days’ sojourn in Omaha was hardly an
adventure. The weather was unbearably hot and muggy, and the winds
off the Missouri River merely added to the discomfort of the
extreme odor of the Omaha stockyards. Aileen did her best to look
around—as any tourist might—but found her strongest interest in a
basement bookstore, where she purchased a pair of books for the
balance of the trip.

When the repairs had been completed, she was
enraged to learn that the promised Pullman cars had been removed
from the train. She would have to complete the journey to Missoula
in little comfort and with no privacy. Worse yet, the railroad
apparently had no policy to refund the unused portion of her
ticket. I hope this man is worth it, she thought. Before leaving
Omaha, she again sent a telegram to her intended in Bearmouth
indicating that she had experienced a delay.

 


 


Bearmouth, Montana

 


Heather Maxwell was everything that Theodore
Alan McLannen expected. She stood a few inches shorter than he,
filled her clothes admirably, and accented her hazel hair with a
broad smile that accented her green eyes. It was as if the current
member of the McLannen clan had hit the pot of gold at the end of
the rainbow. The thought hit Ted, but in view of his work, he
dismissed it. He didn’t want to emphasize that to any potential
mate.

The nuptials occurred without a hitch and
though everybody in the town knew where the honeymoon cottage was,
nobody was about to interfere with the newlywed couple. Ted
McLannen had a direct influence on the price of the town’s primary
tender, gold, and nobody was going to mess with that.

 


 


Two days following their return to the town,
Heather happened to be in Ted’s office when Harry Halburton rushed
in. “She’s in Missoula. She’ll be on tomorrow’s stage.” He handed
the telegram to Ted, turned, and realized that Ted’s new wife was
standing there, and moved to leave quickly, adding, “Deaf Charley
is expected back in town Friday. Stella is at the saloon as we
speak.” Then he was gone and the air was thick with curiosity.

“Who will be here tomorrow on the stage?”
asked Heather.

Ted rose, moved toward his wife, and embraced
her, planting a kiss fully on her lips. “Have a seat, dear. I have
a story to tell.”

Heather found a chair and pulled it up to
Ted’s desk. Slowly, Ted found his voice.

“As you know, I found you through an advert
that appeared in an Atlanta newspaper.”

“Yes, I know.”

“I advertised in many newspapers, Heather,
and for several months, beginning about six months ago, looking for
you.”

“Did you get many responses?” she asked.

“About a hundred-thirty to this set of
adverts. I got many more for the previous adverts. From those I got
before
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