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Norwegian Words

Mor – Mom

Far – Dad

Nei – No

Ja - Yes

Godt a se deg – Good to see you.

Lapskaus – mutton stew, a Norwegian staple

Raspeball – potato dumplings on cabbage

Kjøttkaker – a type of beef meatball served with brown gravy, usually with side dishes of potatoes with brown gravy and vegetables. I wanted the story to contain the names of food that would be specific to Norway. When I researched Norwegian foods, I found a recipe for these meatballs and gravy that sounds delicious. You can see it at this site: 

https://thecountrybasket.com/authentic-norwegian-meatballs-kjottkaker-recipe/  

This is not an endorsement, of course, but an interesting place to investigate if you enjoy cooking.

Our family sometimes tries recipes we find on the internet.
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Chapter One
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Harrigan Springs, Texas 1876

“You taking a break?” Levi Iverson set aside the Colt .45 he’d just repaired as his friend, Richard Bradford, strolled through the gun repair shop’s door. 

Richard propped a shoulder against the wall between the smithy and the gun repair shop. “You restored that gun? Man, from the looks of it when you started, I would have thought the task was impossible.” 

Levi held up the weapon and turned it this way and that, admiring the metal that now had no signs of neglect. He laid it down and grinned at his friend. “When Uncle Gustav taught me to repair firearms, he cautioned me to take pride in my work. And I always enjoy a challenge like this one. Now this Colt will make someone a good revolver.” 

He stood. “Guess you’re ready for that axle. You find anyone to help you yet?” Richard owned the wagon works behind the smithy. Since Levi owned the building that Richard rented from him, and Levi did some of the blacksmith work for Richard’s buggies, they were sort of partners.

“Not so far. Not a lot of unemployed this time of year.” Richard grimaced. “That is, not those who actually want a job.”

Levi chuckled. “Imagine that’s true. I’m lucky to have Charlie Gann. He’s devoted to the horses.”

“Buggy work can be hard. Not as taxing as swinging that hammer you wield when you’re in the smithy shaping metal to your will, but pretty demanding. When we have a new order, the hours can be long.”

“Come on, I’ll help you get the axle to your place.” 
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New York City, late February 1876

Maeve Kelly and her sister hurried through the freezing rain to catch the trolley. If only she could get warm, but her thin coat was no match for this bitter weather. She hadn’t been warm since she’d left Ireland almost five months ago. Yet, how could she complain when her dear sister’s coat was no better than hers? 

Exhausted, she wanted to get to what passed for home these days. She stamped her feet as they waited, and rubbed her hands together in the frosty air. Her sister, Aine Sullivan, did the same.

Usually cheerful, Aine was in a grumpy mood lately, possibly due to her pregnancy. “I had trouble keeping the shuttles running in the looms today. Sure and my back is killing me.”

Rubbing her lower back, Aine continued, “It’s worried I am that this babe will cause me to lose my job or that my job will cause me to lose the babe. Even though I hate the mill work, I don’t want to fail and be fired by letting threads snarl—or lose a hand because I’ve lost my concentration.”

Maeve linked her arm with Aine’s. “Aye, that Mr. Wimberly is a slave driver. He watches us as if he thinks we’re likely to take a nap or intentionally wreck one of the looms. Wouldn’t he love a reason to send us away? Why people hate the Irish so much is a horrible puzzle.”

“Connor says it’s because they think the Irish are all lazy drunks. Like Mr. Ryan, the lout who beats his poor wife and yells for all to hear.”

Dejection rode on Maeve’s shoulders. “Aye, sometimes I think I might as well have stayed in County Kerry.” Before her sister could take offense, she added, “Except, I’m glad to be with you.” 

At least Aine smiled at that. “I’m so glad you’re here. I missed you terribly. It’s sorry I am we have no more to offer you for a bed than our lumpy couch.”

“Dear sister, I’m that grateful for a place on your couch.” 

Maeve stopped talking while they boarded the trolley and found seats. “For you and your family, though, I wish there was a better place to live.” She hated the dingy flat where Aine and Connor lived with their two children in a rundown tenement.

Aine nudged her. “Wouldn’t that be lovely? I wish I could stay home and raise the wee ones, but you know what Gran used to say.”

“Aye, if wishes were horses then beggars would ride.”

Aine sighed. “Even with two paychecks we can barely exist. You’re that good to give us your earnings, most to put by for when the babe comes.”

Maeve shrugged in dismissal. “In case I need something, I keep the bit my sewing and mending bring. Truthfully, I’m that discouraged, Aine. I can’t see me ever having a good life here.” 

She didn’t want her sister to think she criticized her and her Connor. “Surely there’s something better for us. Sure and there has to be something else I can do.”

Aine touched Maeve’s arm. “If you married, then you’d have your own home, though I can’t think of a suitable man we know.”

“Nay, the other lasses swoon over Cavan Cleary. He is that dashing, but his sort’s not for me.”

Her sister’s expression clouded. “I’d hate to see you move away when we’ve only just reunited.” 

“Here or elsewhere, who would I marry? I want a good man, but the single men I’ve met here are more like Mr. Ryan than like your Connor. I’ll not marry unless I can better myself, and that’s a fact.” She clasped her sisters arm. “Sure and I’m not criticizing Connor, for he’s a fine man and a grand husband and a great father. And isn’t he kind to me, crowding into his home?”

Aine appeared lost in thought, then said, “Maeve, have you considered becoming a mail order bride like Doreen talked about the other day?”

“Aye, I’ve had it in my mind since Doreen mentioned her cousin found a good man and is happy. Doreen gave me a paper with ads from men on it. Truth, she only had a scrap of the paper someone had torn apart. There are several names, but only one request is possible.”

“Why is that?”

She ticked off on her fingers, “For instance, one asks for a woman who can give fancy dinners to help him in business. Another wants a well-educated wife. Others ask for a bride with a special skill anywhere from making hats to driving a team to plow a field. Then there’s one that requests a good cook.”

Aine looked at her with interest. “Sure and you’re close enough to qualify as a good cook.”

Maeve laughed at her sister’s faint praise. “Aye, but only with a few dishes. I’ve no experience with fancy food or fancy kitchens.”

“You’re smart and could learn quickly. What does the one you’ve chosen say?”

Maeve pulled the piece of paper from her purse. She’d studied it so many times that creases marred the tattered ads. She smoothed it and read it to Aine, 

“Rancher aged 30 who is of medium height with brown hair and eyes seeks healthy wife of good disposition not older than 30. Must be willing to manage a household and cook for several ranch hands and take charge of chickens, milking, and garden. Write to Arlo Arp, Harrigan Springs, Texas.”

Aine frowned as she looked at Maeve. “Hmph, how many cows? How many ranch hands would ‘several’ be?”

“Sure and I think there wouldn’t be more than three or four ranch hands. Since it’s a ranch, probably there are only a couple of cows.”

“We each milked our cranky old cows at home, though you were more cheerful about it than I was. You tended Ma’s garden with no help while you nursed her. But if the produce has to feed several men, it might be too large for you to manage alone.”

“I haven’t answered the advertisement yet.”

Aine sighed. “Texas is a long ways from here. I’d hate for you to go so far away, but if you had a good husband and a decent place to live, then I can’t find fault with you going.”

Her sister’s blessing decided for Maeve. “Thank you, dear sister. I believe I’ll write him and ask a few questions. This paper is old, so he may have a wife by now. If that’s true, I’ll have to learn where Doreen got these advertisements.”

“Asking him questions won’t obligate you, so I guess it wouldn’t hurt.” Aine perked up. “Here comes our stop. I’m that eager to get home and get these shoes off my aching feet.”

Maeve loved her sister, and they had always been close. She didn’t want to end up like Aine, even though she liked and admired Connor and adored their children. Nolan was two and Sioban just turned four. In less than four months, Aine would have another child. The dismal tenement was no place to raise children. 

In her mind Maeve composed the letter she would write this evening. As Aine said, it would not hurt to write Mr. Arp in Texas. In addition to questions, she’d include her requirements. She wondered how many miles Texas was from New York. 
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Late March, Harrigan Springs, Texas

Levi worked at his blacksmith forge when the stagecoach rumbled past, throwing up dust in its wake. He hoped the package of gun parts he expected was aboard. 

“Charlie?” He called to the man who handled Levi’s livery stable next to the smithy. 

Charlie was simple-minded, but dependable. He had an uncanny gift with horses and loved caring for them. Apparently, he was so pleased to have a steady job that he didn’t even mind mucking out stalls. 

“Coming, Levi.” Brushing hay and who knew what else from his clothes, Charlie ambled over to stand in front of Levi. The other man’s thinning hair needed combing and he looked every bit of his thirty-three years. As usual, he wore a smile.

“Stage just passed. Would you go see if the parts I need came in on it? They should have been among today’s packages.”

Levi was working at the smithy when Charlie returned with the package and set it on a shelf. The simple man muttered to himself and scowled.

“What’s wrong, Charlie? Was anyone rude to you?” A few bullies made fun of the man for being slow-thinking—but not where Levi or the sheriff could hear.

“Them three Arp brothers was talking real mean to a pretty lady. Not respectful, not respectful at all.” He shook his head. “Mama would have thumped them on the head with her wooden spoon.”

“Why would they do such a thing?”

“The pretty lady said she wasn’t gonna marry them. Arlo said she had to or give him back the money he spent to get her here.” Charlie’s brow wrinkled in a frown. “That don’t make no sense, Levi. A woman can’t marry three men.”

Levi figured Charlie had misunderstood. Surely even the Arp brothers couldn’t be that stupid. “You know how crazy those Arps are. I hope the sheriff and Hiram came to her aid.”

“Don’t reckon so ‘cause they weren’t there. She clutched her carpetbag and took off running. Arps chased her, but she sure ran fast. You know them Arps are kinda chubby, so guess that slows them.”

Levi paused and peered around. He spotted Elmo Arp running one way while Oscar ran another direction. Soon both brothers joined Arlo and quick-stepped toward the livery.

“Better get back to the stable. Looks like you’ll soon have company.”

Charlie shuffled toward his domain, muttering about rudeness to a lady.  

The three brothers stormed into the livery stable. Horses whinnied and Charlie shouted at the Arp brothers to get out. 

Arlo yelled, “We got a right to search for our property.”

Levi strode to the entrance. “You men have a problem?” 

Arlo held out a hand, his face red from his anger or running or both. “Now, it ain’t nobody else’s business.” Except, he pronounced it bidness. 

“You forget I own the livery?” The three men were average height and each had gone a bit paunchy. At five inches over six feet, Levi towered over them. He was muscular from his work as a blacksmith and the build he inherited from his father.

Arlo wiped at his sweaty face with a dirty handkerchief. “Uh, we was looking for someone. A woman what’s supposed to marry me. She up and run off while I was talking to her nice as you please.”

Charlie held a shovel by the handle. “They upset the horses, Levi. I told them she ain’t here. I’d of seen anyone who came in. Nobody’s been here since Will Baxter left his horse about an hour ago.”

Levi faced the three brothers. “Two things I’ve learned about Charlie over the years we’ve worked together. He never lies and he’s real particular about what goes on in the livery stable. If he says the woman isn’t there, you can believe she isn’t.” He’d taken a step with each sentence and now stood two feet from Arlo.

Arlo scooted around him. “Elmo, Oscar, come on. Guess she ain’t here.”

The men didn’t look convinced, and huddled in the road. Levi strode to the smithy. He didn’t intend to waste more time on the Arp brothers. 

They came to the edge of the smithy and Arlo asked, “Reckon she came in here?”

Levi looked around. “Don’t see her. What’s all this about anyway?”

“I sent for a mail order bride. We pooled our money and she came from New York City.”

Levi pretended to consider. “Hmm, that must have been expensive. I’ve been thinking about sending for a mail order bride myself. How much did that set you back?”

Arlo hitch up his britches as he named the fare.

Levi was surprised Arlo had that much cash to spend. “That’s a big expense. Does that include the extra for her food along the way?

“We put in $3.50 extra. Figured she could eat on that easy.”

Not likely. “The three of you? Real nice of Elmo and Oscar to contribute to your bride’s fare and expenses.”

Elmo eyes lit with excitement. “Yeah, see, we figured with us living out on the ranch, we could share her. You know, she’d cook and clean for all of us and we could take turns in her bed of a night.”

Oscar elbowed Elmo. “Shut up! Don’t be tellin’ everyone our bidness.”

Arlo stepped in front of his brothers. “We met the stage like we was supposed to. After she took our money, she didn’t want to come with us to the preacher.”

“You don’t say? Look, the sheriff is making his rounds now. He’ll be here in about five minutes. You men wait right where you are and you can register your complaint with him.”

The brothers exchanged glances before Arlo said, “Um, reckon we’ll just go over to the saloon and ask if anyone in there has seen her.”

Levi waited until he saw the three men enter the saloon. He went to the doorway of his gun repair shop. “They’ve gone. You can come out now.”

Rustling came from behind his work table before the top of a woman’s head peeked over the edge.

He motioned her forward. “You’re safe now. The Arp brothers have gone to the saloon.”

He couldn’t suppress a gasp when she stood. Rumpled and pale from her ordeal, she was still beautiful. Like many Norwegians, the people in his family were various shades of blonde. 

This woman’s hair color hovered between brown and deep auburn. Dark circles smudged her cheeks beneath her wide blue eyes. The light slanting in through the window set her translucent skin aglow. She was tall for a woman, probably seven or eight inches over five feet, and appeared slim—except in the right places. 

She glowered at him as if she were a queen and he a peasant. “Do you intend to speak or stand there gawking your fill?”

He gave a mock bow. “I thought you might introduce yourself. I’m Levi Iverson. I repair and sell guns in here, own and run the smithy, and own the livery stable.”

“I’m Maeve Kelly, and I have no intention of having anything to do with those three men. They should be thrown into jail.” Even angry, her voice carried a musical lilt that enchanted Levi.

He smiled at her. “The sheriff would like doing that very thing.” 

“C-Can the sheriff make me marry Arlo Arp?”

He sat on the stool he used for work. “Certainly not, but I think you’ll have to repay the money he sent you for your ticket.”

Worry clouded her face. “That’s what they said.” She dropped to the floor and pulled her knees to her chest. Looking filled with despair, she rested her head on her knees. 

“Can you repay them?”

She looked up and snapped, “If I had that much money, would I be a mail order bride? I’ve almost none, only that bit I made from sewing for others. I left my last paycheck to help my sister with the rent.” She shook her head slowly. “They sent a bit for expenses on the way, but sure and food was that dear.” 

“I’d hardly refer to what they sent as expense money.”

She appeared to study Levi. “You’re that kind not to give me away when they were here.”

“Seemed to me if you ran from them, you wanted nothing to do with those three.”

She tilted her head to one side. “Aye, it’s right you are.” 

She stood and faced him. “Sure and you must be a prosperous man to own so many businesses. If you will loan me the money to repay Arlo, I’ll work for you and your wife for free, cooking and cleaning and doing laundry until I’ve worked off the loan. It’s indentured I’ll be, the way many came to America from Ireland.”

He shook his head. “I’ve no wife. Wouldn’t be proper for you to work for a bachelor like me with no one as chaperone.” The prospect of good food and a clean house attracted him. 

Before he thought, he said, “I suppose we might work out something... ” His good sense returned. “No, no, that wouldn’t be possible.”

Hope flashed in her eyes in spite of his denial. “I’d work hard and see you’re well taken care of and pleased with my work,” she extended a hand palm out. “All business and nothing sinful.”

“Miss Kelly, you should be more cautious. For all you know, I could be the worst of men with disrespectful designs on your person.”

She shook her head slowly. “Nay, I don’t think that kind of man defends a woman from the likes of the Arp brothers. I believe you to be a gentleman, in spite of the fact you look fearsome.”

Incredulous, he frowned. “Fearsome? Me? What do you find frightening about me?”

She put one hand on her hip and raised the other hand to tap her chin with her index finger. “You’re tall as a giant and your shoulders are broad as a doorway. Your hair is unruly and you need a shave. Aye, it’s no wonder the Arp men left.”

Her description made him sound as fierce as she accused. He couldn’t help himself, he threw back his head and laughed. 

Jesse strolled up. “What’s so funny, Levi?”

Laughing felt good and he was still grinning when he answered, giving a nod her way. “She thinks I look fierce and frightening.”

Jesse shrugged a shoulder. “That you do. Don’t you ever look in the mirror? Good thing you’re easy going.”

Levi indicated his guest. “Miss Maeve Kelly, this is Sheriff Jesse Cameron. Miss Kelly was the victim of Arlo Arp’s latest scheme.” He explained what the three Arp brothers had tried to do and that they were in the saloon.

The sheriff hung his thumbs on his pockets, his Scots brogue appearing with his anger at the Arps. “Sorry those three were your introduction to Harrigan Springs, Miss Kelly. I assure you that most of the people in town are pleasant and friendly. I’ll be taking the Arps to jail for a spell.”

Levi removed his leather apron. “I’ll go with you.” Levi couldn’t help chuckling. “In case they give you any trouble, I’ll frighten them.”

Maeve crossed her arms. “And what about me? What’s to become of me now?”

Jesse held up a hand. “I’ll need your statement, but then we’ll find you a safe place to stay.”

“Where should I wait for you?”

Levi rubbed at his jaw. “You’d better come with us and then we’ll know you’re all right. Wait a moment with Jesse while I speak to a friend.” He strode quickly to the wagon works and called to Richard. “Need your help.”

Levi made introductions. “I hate to send Miss Kelly without an escort, especially since she’s already had a bad experience. Would you see her to Jesse’s office while I accompany him to confront the Arp brothers?”

Richard smiled and picked up her carpetbag. “My pleasure, Miss Kelly.” He offered his arm to escort her.

“Thor, stay.” The four of them walked toward the Gilded Lily Saloon. 

As they neared the saloon, Jesse stopped and pointed toward his office. “Can you see the building with Jail painted on it?”

“Aye.”

“My office is inside. Please allow Richard to guide you there. Wait for us, please. We won’t be long.”
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Chapter Two
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Maeve was grateful to have this polite man beside her. “You’re that kind to escort me. I’m sure you had many other things planned.” He didn’t appear as strong as Levi, but he was no weakling.

“Escorting a beautiful woman is a welcome distraction. I’ve not lived here long myself. I moved here from Boston to be near my sister.”

He nodded or called a greeting to those they met, but didn’t stop to introduce her. “Introducing you to everyone we meet would delay us too long. Don’t mind the stares. You’ve aroused curiosity. Fortunately, most people in town are quite nice. Not at all like the Arp men.”

“That’s grand to hear.” She supposed her appearance shocked people. Her dress was out of style and had been laundered so many times it had lost most of its color. Her drab coat was old and showed wear. Her shoes with newspaper stuffed inside to help them fit had been her cousin’s, given to her for her grand adventure of moving to America to join Aine. 

After she’d sold off her parent’s small holding, she barely had enough to buy her passage to America. Hadn’t Uncle Sean given her a bit when he had so little? Hadn’t she made a sad mess of her big chance so far? But, she’d not be one to dwell on her mistakes, but to learn from them and do better in the future. 

Dear Lord, bless me and lead me to the place where I belong. Bless my dear sister and her family. Thank you for sending the men who helped me. Bless them for their compassion. Amen.

Richard said, “I understand you’re from Ireland, but where were you living when you agreed to be a mail order bride?”

“With my sister and her family in New York City. They were that welcoming, but they had not enough room for themselves.”

She stared at the town and at the shops they passed as he commented on each one.

He gestured to the side as they crossed a road. “Most houses are off the main street. I’m living in my shop for the time being. Jesse and Levi will help you find a place suitable for a young lady.”

“Any place here will be better than the tenement I shared with Aine’s family. It’s a dismal place not fit for anyone, and especially not suitable for raising children.” 

“Perhaps you can convince them to move here. As I said, I followed my sister.”

“Aye, if only they could find the money. It’s not likely with the poor salary paid to the Irish. Are they looked down on here?”

He frowned as if in thought. “I’ve not heard anyone criticize a person for the country he’s from. The West seems to be a melting pot with people valued for their conduct.”

“As it should be.” She
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