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Synopsis: An independent woman becomes a mail
order bride to a man in San Diego, not knowing about his two
children. In turn, she hasn’t told him that she’s an overweight
woman with a strong need to express herself.

 


 


Thursday, August 4, 1881

Portland Maine--Afternoon

Portland Museum

 


 


Flossy Beverly Grady's granny boot heels
clicked slowly, leisurely on the wooden floor of the cool Portland
Maine Museum. Her eyes fell upon one painting after another trying
to push out the terrible events of the past month. President
Garfield had been shot by a disgruntled politician on July 2 and
had weeks earlier returned to his New England home where he lay
dying from the wounds.

The entire nation mourned and even the death
of outlaw Billy the Kid in Fort Summer, shot by Pat Garrett, did
not ease everyone's distraught feelings. Flossy ignored politicians
and politics mostly. Politicians and politics rarely helped her.
They stifled woman’s suffrage even though women pushed hard for
change. For Flossy, riding her bicycle, painting and dreaming of
finding a man to love held center stage.

But, everyone needed a distraction during
times like these; so her mom dragged the family to the Portland
Maine Museum.

Countless statues, drawings, weavings,
paintings, local and foreign exhibits tugged at Flossy's emotions.
Then suddenly, as she walked-ran, Flossy Grady's granny boot heels
clicked rapidly on the wooden floor of the cool Portland Maine
Museum and her eyes opened wide. She pointed at a painting. "That's
it! That's exactly how I feel."

Other patrons, families, and couples, in the
Portland Maine Museum, startled, turned and looked at Flossy in her
blue jacket and black blouse and floor-length skirt. Around her
neck was a white cameo on a black band. She didn't look like the
girl who'd cause trouble in a museum of all places. Flossy Grady’s
plain face and upturned pixie nose, small ears almost matched the
redhead girl in the painting, except she had a round face and ruddy
cheeks.

Flossy wore her brunette hair pulled toward
the front, in the fashionable curled and crimped style wrapped
around the front top of her head. Her small blue eyes held a
hopeful look.

Her family; mom, Hope Grady and dad, Riley
Grady, followed their daughter's enthusiasm to the picture of three
young women standing on a beach. Two of the girls held fish
baskets; another, the tallest, held a long pole attached to a small
fishing net. The black hair girl holding a fish basket, stood
beside the tallest, a brunette also facing the shorter redhead girl
holding her own yellow basket.

All the girls wore scarfs, the redhead and
brunette, blue and the girl on the far left end of the picture wore
black. They all wore white aprons, and blue blouses, their sleeves
pushed up above their elbows. Behind the two girls facing the
redhead towered a hillside tall like an impassible mountain, though
the three girls must have had some path around it.

Flossy pointed. "Yes. She's young too. All
their skirts don't drop pass their mid-calves. She's trying to
explain to the other two; there no dating prospects. Explaining to
them how nice and sweet their caged words feel to a single girl.
She even looks slightly overweight like me. See, mom, dad, the
redhead positioned one hand on her hips trying to explain the
situation.

“She's getting a bit angry possibly. I can
just hear the other two girls facing her speaking of being patient
and a man will come by. Reassuring the redhead how they found love
in Portland Maine. Yes. I live for days like these when life falls
into place. I'm so glad you suggested we visit the Portland Maine
Museum, mom."

Her mom, Hope scrutinized the painting
carefully. "Does look like an argument afoot, Riley." Hope Grady
taught at the Portland Maine Cooking School for girls. She
supported suffrage and girls having the same opportunities as men
in work and leisure. Her mom easily pulled off the classically
beautiful a Gibson Girl look with her high mandarin collar white
Gibson girl blouse and flowing black floor length skirt.

Riley Grady was a captain in the Civil War
and fought in the great Battle of Gettysburg. He had a white bushy
beard, no mustache, and a round face. His eyes looked fiery, like
something imminent was about to happen. He wanted Flossy to stay in
Portland Maine and help him start a mail order business. "Redhead
girl stands like she's ordering the other two around, probably
discussing the day’s catch of fish. "

"How can you say--how can you see that, dad!"
Flossy said exasperated. She pointed again. "It's clear she's the
youngest of the three, alone against the two of them; like I feel
alone at home. I'm tired of waiting for the right man to come along
magically."

Hope Grady rubbed her daughter's upper arm.
"It'll be all right, Flossy. I waited five years to meet your dad.
Least we can do is support you until you find your true love."

Flossy's anger stopped her from crying. Her
emotions threatened to overwhelm her, but she held them in check.
Emotions often led her down the right path to happiness, except on
days like these; days when she hated her dad's calloused, unfeeling
nature. He treated her like a boy, like his son, which he never
had. All she wanted to do was be a girl and get married. All her
dad wanted was to raise an heir to carry on the family name of
Grady, something Flossy knew she'd never be able to accomplish.

Riley's fiery blue eyes turned away from the
painting and back to Flossy. "And if you help me start my mail
order business, it's clear to me men are bound to come to your
presence. You're only twenty-one years old, Flossy; there is not
even a major war happening killing off the eligible men. Don't be
one of those young women who chase after every new thing and bolt
off to California to be with some broke gold miner twice your
age."

Flossy's blue eyes flashed, "I love how you
want me to help run your mail order business after I become an old
maid. Five years? I feel like I've waited for fifty years." She
walked closer to look at the person who painted the picture.
"Winslow Homer - Three Fisher Girls, Tynemouth (1881)

Hope Grady gasped, "Winslow Homer... he's
such an exceptional painter, Riley. He painted Long Branch, New
Jersey, 1869; you remember?"

Riley's gruff voice softened, "I remember it
well, Hope. We almost divorced that year."

Hope turned to Flossy who was mired in her
own thoughts of loneliness. "I suggested going to museums to
distract us from each other."

They said together, "And we saw Winslow
Homer's Long Branch, New Jersey, 1869 and fell in love again!" Hope
and Riley held each other's hand and stared lovingly into each
other's pearl and blue eyes.

"Great for you two, just taunt me with your
love." Flossy almost stomped her black granny boots on the Portland
Maine Museum's shiny wood floor. "I'm tired of riding my bicycle
alone."

"Another new craze for the young," Riley
Grady commented. "What kind of painter do you fancy yourself these
days: Action painting tossing paint around, fresco painting, glass
painting, no you don't use glass; maybe you're into historical
paintings or painting houses."

Flossy motioned elegant paintbrush strokes
using her hands. "I'm glad you know so much about painting and
recognize I'm a landscape painter like Winslow, dad."

Hope's pearl eyes caught Riley's blue ones.
"She paints on an easel, Riley. And everyone is riding bicycles,
not just the young. Although, bicycle riding can be dangerous for
women in their long skirts."

"Mom, if I go to California I can paint year
around at the beach. I can go swimming. I can bicycle year around,
too."

"You cannot go out to California alone,
Flossy." Her mom had a soothing, schoolteacher voice, a voice of
endless patience and caring. "If you were to marry someone out
there . . ."

"How's that going to happen?" scoffed Riley.
"We don't know a soul in California. I understand you have these
desires, Flossy. We all have them and guess what--they pass if you
just hold tight."

Flossy couldn't believe her ears. She never
understood her dad. He always believed in the positive thing
happening and after the Civil War he said, ‘If we can live through
such carnage, anything is possible’.

"You said anything was possible, dad."

Riley paused and slowly nodded. "I think
sometimes, Hope, your daughter does listen to me after all."

"Don't tease her Riley. Flossy is as serious
as the redhead in the Winslow painting. She was our pre-Civil War
baby. Every day, I prayed you returned from battle to us to see and
help raise your daughter."

"Well--um, that's right. I'm sorry for
treating you like a son, Flossy. I guess a girl has more feelings
than a guy in matters of love. I thought about fighting hard in the
Great War to see you turn twenty-one and that day's upon me
now."

He nodded enthusiastically.

"Then you agree. I can become a Mail Ordered
Bride."

"Don't attack me while I and your mom
participate in a sentimental moment, Flossy."

Flossy grinned. "Mom, how can dad say such
nice things to discourage me from growing up?" Flossy laughed.
"It's such a simple thing really, being a Mail Ordered Bride. I
write to the beau who has put in ad in the Portland Times. Then he
writes back if he wants me. I decide if I really want to go and be
with him, because he might be some kind of Beauty and the Beast man
after all. If he is a decent fellow, he pays for me to go out there
and you can stop feeding me, paying for my painting lessons and
bicycle repairs."

Hope's left hand glided to her pretty
brunette coils of Gibson Girl hair. "She does have it all thought
out, Riley."

Riley grunted. He reached into his tan suit
jacket. He wore a white shirt and regular modern tie of blue
diamonds. "I've got this train ticket. It's an open ticket, no
date. If you find this Mail Order chap and we approve of him, you
can go to California, Flossy."

Unfettered happiness flowed through Flossy's
veins as she reached for the open train ticket. Her pixie nose
colored a shade pinker than her cream white skin. Her blue eyes
glowed warm, brighter. Days like this bolstered Flossy's love for
her mom and dad. Underneath it all, she accepted her parents as the
big blessing in her life. They understood her and care for her like
she was their son.

Riley snatched the open train ticket back,
"Not so fast, landscape painter,” he stated coldly, in a commanding
voice probably used to order his Civil War soldiers into the
dangerous hail of scrap metal and bullets. "If you don't find him
within a year, you have to stay and help build my mail order
business."

Hope cast a repellant stare of disapproval at
her husband. "Dear, several of my cooking school girls have been on
the search for more than a year. Some are less full-figured than
our plain, but talented Flossy."

"I'll find him. Sorry, dad, I so do want to
be your mail-order assistant, but I'd rather be an assistant to my
Mail Order Husband. You do see my point of view?" Flossy affected
an astonished look as if to say; see, two can play mind-games.

He extended the open train ticket to his only
daughter, twenty-one year old Flossy. "One year it is," Riley said
in a closing tone. "It's clear you don't like waiting five years
for a true love. So, I give you one year to find him."

 


 


Of course, Flossy wasn't going to wait for a
MOB letter to be in the Portland Times. She wanted to control her
destiny. So she cheated and secretly placed an ad in the San Diego
Dispatch for a Mail Ordered Bride Husband.

Why wait when I'm ready to start a new
life?

 


 


Thursday, October 13, 1881

Home of Hope and Riley Grady--Afternoon

Portland, Maine

 


 


Over the next three months, Flossy worked
hard on answering Mail Order Bride ads from all over the America
and not grieving too much as President Garfield died in September.
Each letter, however, became a nail in her own coffin, as one
eligible man after another, not on a farm wanted pretty much what
Flossy was not, a dancer, model woman. Some men outright wanted a
mistress.

Flossy had no trouble turning up her pixie
nose at those Mail Ordered Bride proposals. Her emotions floodgate
high and low at each MOB letter she opened and balled up and threw
into the trash. Nine months was far away from the very day that she
found Winslow's Three Fisher Girls painting describing her exact
romantic feelings. She had time to find him, her true love. So, she
began to answer the ads in the Portland, Maine Times, too.

 


 


Flossy rushed into the kitchen holding yet
another balled up MOB letter—this one from Seattle. She threw it
into the wet trash on top of scraps of tomato and celery stems,
radish tops, and flappy lettuce and scraped-clean ears of corn. On
the small kitchen table sat a basket of peaches. Hope always put
nutritional things out like nuts, grapes, and in this case peaches
for Riley and Flossy to snack on.

She complained to her mom about the
unreasonable demands. "I know I'll find him. But if they're so
desperate for a woman, why are they so picky, mom?"

Without looking and staring into her soup pot
like a magician brewing strength and fortitude, Hope explained.
"Dear, you know men are like dandelions, they love to float from
one place to another, finally putting down roots in a place they
never expected."

Flossy leaned over into the mystical soup to
see what was so interesting. "Chicken soup."

Some girls liked to cook. Flossy liked to
watch other's cook. She cooked when necessary or when no one else
around her knew how. But her mom, being the Portland Maine Cooking
School for Girls instructor always cooked at home. She rose up
early before sunrise and cooked, mostly.

Each dish prepared expertly like a chef.
Dishes she'd take a sample to school to show the girls how a real
chicken soup should taste tomorrow. Her mom showed her how to cook
though on the Saturdays. Her mom insisted men liked to eat
sometimes and your future husband will too.

"What do they want, Flossy?" Her mom turned
her pearl eyes and focused on Flossy after placing the lid on the
chicken soup pot. She washed her hands and dried them on a dishrag.
"Sit and tell me all
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