
 

 

 

A Husband For Maryé 
 
 Rick Johnson turned to her.  òAnd do you, Mary Peters, 
take Dave Larson to be your lawfully wedded husband from this 
day forward, for richer or poorer, in sickness and in health, for 
better or worse, forsaking all others, as long as you both shall 
live?ó 
 òI do,ó she said. 
 The judge asked for the ring. 
 Dave glanced at her sheepishly.  òI knew I forgot to buy 
something.ó 
 Rick shook his head.  òYouõll have to forgive him,ó he told 
her.  òDave has a tendency to forget things.ó 
 òItõs true.  I forgot to mention that fact about myself.ó 
 She shyly smiled.  òItõs lucky for you that I have an 
excellent memory.ó 
 òThis is why I chose her,ó he told Rick.  òCan we still get 
married even though we donõt have a ring?ó 
 òHere, Dave.ó Danny handed him a piece of string that 
was tied in a circle large enough to slip on a finger.  òMy daughter 
handed me this today.  Itõs a ring she made for herself that she 
wanted to give me.  You can widen it so it can fit her finger.  Itõll 
do until you buy a real one.ó 
 òItõs perfect,ó she assured him, touched. 
 Dave slid the pink string on her finger and warmly pressed 
his lips to hers for a simple kiss.  No man kissed her before.  Her 
stomach fluttered and her lips tingled from the action.  She 
reminded herself that this was not a love relationship. 
 

***  
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Chapter One  

 

 
 

Maine 
April 1874 
 

Wife Wanted  

Nebraska farmer looking for a hardworking and  

dependable woman to marry.  Ability to have  

children a must.  

 
 

Mary Peters reread the ad in the newspaper.  Ads asking for a 

wife were fairly common, but this particular ad caught her eye for 
a variety of reasons.  One, the man who wrote it seemed 
straightforward, a quality she admired because she didnõt trust 
people who uttered flowery language which could be deceptive.  
Two, the man was realistic about his expectations.  A farmer 
would benefit most from a woman who could handle the harsher 
elements of living on a farm.  Three, the part boldly stating he 
expected her to bear him children told her that this was not a man 
who minced words.  He knew exactly what he wanted and sought 
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it.  Such a man might not be overly concerned with how a woman 
looked. 
 She glanced at her reflection in the store window.  She 
often passed the dress shop on her way to the restaurant where 
she helped Mrs. Jones cook meals for her hungry patrons.  Her 
plain face with an unusually big nose that made her eyes and thin 
lips look smaller than they actually were didnõt draw any interest 
from men.  Her pale smooth skin would have been her best 
feature had it not been for the freckles that dotted her cheeks and 
nose.  Her frizzy mousy brown long hair that she unsuccessfully 
tried to tame with her brush was mercifully forced under a bonnet. 
 Plain Mary Peters.  She heard the term used often enough 
by her family and friends.  Certain that they meant no harm in the 
adjective used to describe her, she didnõt take offense to it.  
Besides, she was plain.  Considering that they could call her ugly, 
plain was actually a kind word. 
 Biting her lower lip, she turned her attention back to the 
ad.  Unlike other men requesting women who were pretty, this 
one simply required hard work, dependability and willingness to 
bear him children.  She wasnõt afraid of any of those things.  
Pretty, she couldnõt give him, but the others she easily could.  
Though she never spent a single day on a farm, she was willing to 
learn what she needed to do to help him.  Her mother had borne 
her father twelve children, so she was sure that she wouldnõt have 
any problems with getting in the family way. 
 Iõll send him a letter, and if he wishes to marry me, Iõll go to him.  
Fear of the unknown did not hold her back.  She welcomed the 
adventure of leaving her old world behind for a new one.  A fresh 
start might even be a welcome relief after living in her sistersõ 
shadows all of her life.  Her sisters were beautiful.  They found 
husbands well before they turned eighteen.  She recalled the 
wedding of her closest sister who was only two years her senior: 
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 Grace had just turned sixteen, and she was thrilled to 
marry her childhood sweetheart.  Before the wedding, Mary 
decorated Graceõs silky brown hair with pink rose petals.  Her 
sister wore a long flowing white gown trimmed with lace, which 
was a labor of love that Mary spent the past two months creating.  
Mary wanted her favorite sister to look her best during the 
ceremony, for it was a day Grace had eagerly planned with her 
from the moment Calvin proposed. 
 While their other sisters decorated the church, they had 
the moment to themselves in the small church room to the side of 
the sanctuary. 
 òYou are beautiful,ó Mary smiled as she glanced at her 
older sister. 
 òI feel beautiful,ó she confessed as she looked at her 
reflection in the mirror.  òThatõs what love does to a woman, 
Mary.  When Calvin looks at me, itõs as if I can see myself through 
his eyes, and I know when he sees me, he sees the most beautiful 
woman he ever laid eyes on.ó 
 Thatõs because you are pleasing to gaze upon.  Grace wasnõt plain.  
She didnõt have to deal with the snickers from the young men 
when they thought she was out of hearing range.  Men practically 
worshiped the ground Grace walked on. 
 òSomeday, youõll know what Iõm talking about,ó Grace 
told her.  She reached out and took Maryõs hand just as Mary was 
ready to put another petal in her hair.  òLove is the most 
wonderful feeling in the world.  Your time will come.ó 
 Mary smiled, gently pulled her hand away and returned to 
her work.  She knew better than to hope to be beautiful in the 
eyes of a man.  She caught sight of the contrast between her and 
her sister and the difference was like looking at night and day.  If 
she married at all, it would be a miracle. 
 
 The memory ebbed from her consciousness as Mary 
contemplated her situation.  Grace and Calvin moved to New 
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Jersey where he got a good paying job, and the departure of her 
closest sibling left a hole in her heart.  As much as she loved her 
other sisters and brothers, Graceõs presence had been the one 
reason she lingered on in Maine as long as she did.  She heard of 
men out west seeking wives and had been tempted to go to one, 
but she couldnõt bear to be apart from her sister.  It seemed that 
fate dictated the separation anyway, leaving her free to pursue her 
own dreams for the first time in her life. 
 Slipping the ad into her pocket, she hastened to the 
restaurant so she could start her work on time. 
 

*** 
 
 As soon as Mary arrived home from work, she hung her 
hat on the hat rack in the entryway and noted that her parents 
occupied the parlor.  Her father sat in his favorite blue chair, 
reading another book, while her mother worked on her knitting.  
She often knitted clothes for her thirty-one grandchildren.  The 
house remained silent, as was often the case since her siblings left 
to marry and have families of their own. 
 Taking a deep breath, she stepped into the room, her 
shoes seeming to echo on the hardwood floors, though the 
pounding in her heart distracted her from the sound. 
 They looked at her as she shifted from one foot to the 
other in front of them. 
 òMary, is something on your mind?ó Her father closed his 
book and waited for her to speak. 
 Itõs now or never.  After handing him the ad, she braced 
herself so she could speak before she lost her nerve.  òToday I 
made an important decision.  I am going to answer one of those 
ads asking for a wife.  I found one that is of particular interest 
from a farmer in Nebraska, and from the sound of it, I believe he 
and I will make a good match.ó 
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 Her father read the ad, handed it to her mother, and stared 
at Mary as if she suddenly grew a second head.  òYou intend to 
marry a stranger?ó 
 She sat on the edge of the wooden chair, close to the open 
window.  Since she broke into a sweat under their intense stares, 
she was grateful for the breeze drifting into the small room. 
 Her mother loudly sighed and patted her graying brown 
hair that was neatly tied back into a bun.  òHoney,ó she began, 
òare you sure this is a wise idea?ó 
 Her father nodded his approval at her motherõs question.  
His frown deepened the wrinkles around his gray eyebrows. 
 Mary licked her lips nervously.  òI thought you might be 
relieved,ó she softly admitted, her heart racing with a sense of 
urgency she wasnõt familiar with.  All of her life, she never 
displeased them.  òAs it is, none of the men here will marry me, 
and I know you worry about what will happen to me once you 
die.ó 
 òMary, this man could be older than your father,ó her 
mother said. 
 òI plan to write him a letter asking him his age.  If he 
responds, then Iõll know if heõs worth marrying.  Besides, I would 
like to see the prairie.  I heard itõs beautiful.ó 
 Her father made a shooing motion with his hand.  òWe 
have beautiful days in Maine.  Every fall is witness to that fact 
when the leaves change into spectacular colors.  I defy Nebraska 
to hold a candle to this state.ó 
 òIõm nineteen.  No man has come by to court me, nor do 
I perceive that one will if I stay here.  I donõt want to be a spinster.  
I want to get married and have children.ó 
 òBut what about love?ó her mother asked. 
 òLove is for beautiful women, Mother.  I understand why 
men ignore me.  The man posting this ads needs a wife.  This is 
my best chance.  I donõt expect him to love me.  I just want 
someone who can provide for me and my children.ó 
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 òStill, an arrangement to marry someone you never met 
may not be the best avenue to pursue,ó her mother countered as 
she gave the ad back to her daughter. 
 Taking a deep breath, she stood up, clutching the ad in her 
hand.  òIõm sorry but I am old enough to make these decisions 
without your approval.ó The knot in her stomach tightened. 
 òLet your mother and I discuss it and then weõll talk to 
you.ó 
 Her fatherõs dismissal angered her but she kept silent as 
she strode out of the room.  Her hands trembled as she climbed 
the narrow wooden staircase to her small bedroom that had once 
belonged to her and Grace.  The room happened to be above the 
parlor and since the window was open, she could hear her parents 
as they talked.  She sat on her springy thin mattress and stared at 
the bare white wall so she could detect their voices over the 
chatter from people as they walked past the house. 
 òWhat if the man who wrote that ad is unsavory?ó her 
mother asked her father.  òHe could be a criminal or abusive.ó 
 A long pause followed before her father spoke.  òOr he 
could be a young man who wants a wife to help him with his 
farm.ó 
 òBut how can we know?ó 
 òWe canõt, but we do know Mary.  She has always been a 
practical and smart girl.  Though she has a heart of gold, men 
rarely look beyond appearances.  You know how hard weõve tried 
to find her someone, but no one will talk to her long enough to 
get to know her.ó 
 òSurely, theyõll grow out of that,ó her mother said.  òAs 
men mature, they learn the value of a good woman.  Looks do 
fade.ó 
 òAnd how old do these men have to be when they realize 
this?  Would you have her marry someone as old as I am?ó 
 òNebraska is far from here.  Weõll probably never see her 
again.  Weõll be lucky if she writes.ó 
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 òMen out west who are in need of wives might be the 
answer to our prayers.  We need to think of whatõs best for her.  
Once this man gets to know her, he will be glad she went to him.ó 
 òFirst we lose Grace and now Mary.ó Mary could tell by 
the way her motherõs voice choked that she was crying. 
 òNow Abby, do you really want the poor girl to spend her 
life alone because we were too selfish to let her go?ó 
 Her motherõs sobs increased.  òShe may be nineteen but 
sheõll always be a baby to me.ó 
 òThe youngest child is usually the hardest to let go.ó His 
footsteps echoed on the floor as he approached his wife.  He most 
likely knelt in front of her and rested his hand on her knee, as 
Mary had often seen him do when he wished to comfort her.  
òShe wants to have babies of her own.  Her brothers and sisters 
have their families.  Isnõt it her turn?ó 
 Seconds spanned to minutes that seemed to drag for what 
seemed like an hour before her mother finally relented. 
 

***  
 

 Mary experienced a mixture of feelings as she wrote her 
response to the ad.  Anticipation, hope and curiosity.  Surprisingly, 
doubt was not a part of her swirling emotions.  Deep down, she 
felt that this was the best course of action for her to pursue. 
 She didnõt know the best approach to answering a man she 
never met, so she decided to stick with the basics. 
 
Dear Neil Craftsman, 
 My name is Mary Peters, and I am a nineteen year old woman who 
has never married.  Though I grew up in town, I am willing to adapt to farm 
living.  I am competent in cooking and sewing, so I can make you good meals 
and clothes.  I have helped the midwife deliver babies, so I can assist you with 
the birth of your animals.  I am not afraid of hard work, and you will find me 
most dependable.  I also come from a family of six brothers and five sisters, so 
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I am confident your request for children will be fulfilled as well.  May I ask 
your age?  If you wish to respond, please write to PO Box 54. 
 
Sincerely, 
Mary Peters 
 
 The next day, she left the house to send the letter.  Her 
heart raced with a sudden wave of fear that he would tell her not 
to come.  The walk to the post office seemed to be quicker than 
usual, and she stood in front of the small building, wondering if it 
might be better to not answer the ad.  Rejection from men who 
saw her happened often, but what if he didnõt like something in 
her personality?  But how much could he learn from her in a short 
letter? 
 And what if he asked her to marry him?  Her family would 
miss her.  She wouldnõt share Christmas with them anymore.  She 
glanced at the envelope in her shaking hands.  A rain drop fell on 
the white paper.  Wiping the wet spot off the envelope, she 
glanced at the cloudy sky.  She should have brought an umbrella.  
Apparently, she wasnõt thinking straight if she neglected to note 
the threatening storm. 
 Her mother had offered to go with her, but she wanted to 
do this by herself in case she chickened out at the last minute.  She 
could easily tell her parents she sent the letter and never got a 
response.  No one would be the wiser and she could continue to 
live her life as she had up to that point.  Wouldnõt it be better to 
dream that he said yes if she sent it rather than find a letter telling 
her not to come? 
 Behind her, a child called out to her mother.  She 
recognized Bertha Lindsey with her two-year-old daughter.  
Bertha stopped in front of the bakery a couple of buildings down 
from the post office.  Looking up and seeing Mary, she waved.  
The daughter waved as well. 
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 Mary smiled, nodded and watched them as they entered 
the store.  Taking a deep breath, she turned her attention back to 
the letter.  If I donõt send this, I may never be like Bertha.  She has a 
husband, a child and another child on the way.  Mary knew she didnõt 
need to fool herself into thinking Neil Craftsman would take one 
look at her and fall in love with her the way the men had fallen in 
love with her sisters and Bertha.  But he might be happy to have 
her assistance on the farm, and perhaps, given time, he might be 
content with her. 
 I wonõt know unless I try. 
 The decision made, she went inside the post office to send 
her letter. 
 

***  
 
 A month passed and Mary fluctuated between running to 
the post office and dragging her feet.  What if he accepted?  What 
if he declined?  Her stomach was a tangled mess, though she 
managed to hide this fact from her family and friends.  Then, on a 
Tuesday, his response came. 
 She didnõt dare open the letter in public.  Instead, she 
hurried home, raced up the stairs and shut her bedroom door 
behind her so she could have some privacy.  Standing in the 
middle of the room, she took a deep breath to settle her nerves.  
This was it.  Her future hinged on the contents in a single 
envelope.  No, thatõs not true.  If he says no, I can answer another ad.  If 
only other men werenõt so concerned with a womanõs looks. 
 She carefully opened the envelope and unfolded the paper.  
Some money and a train ticket fell to the floor.  Startled, she bent 
to pick the items up.  As she did so, it occurred to her that his 
answer was yes.  Her heart thumped loudly in her ears while she 
eagerly read the letterõs contents. 
 
 



Ruth Ann Nordin 

10 

 

Mary, 
 I am thirty and grow wheat.  I also manage a sizeable number of 
cattle.  You sound like a woman who will suit me.  Enclosed are the ticket for 
your trip to Nebraska and some money for anything you may need to buy for 
living here. 
 
Neil Craftsman 
 
 Thrilled, she turned toward her bedroom door.  The dollar 
bill stuck to her shoe reminded her that she needed to put the 
ticket and money in a safe place.  She shoved them under her 
mattress before she flew down the steps. 
 òMary, whatõs gotten into you?ó her mother called from 
the kitchen.  The woman looked startled as Mary entered the 
room, her face flushed.  òWhy, Iõve never seen you so worked up 
over anything before.  From the way youõre smiling, I take that itõs 
good news?ó 
 òIt is!ó Mary thrust the letter in her direction.  òHe said 
yes.  Iõll be leaving in a week.ó 
 Her mother accepted the piece of paper and read it. 
 Mary gathered the ingredients to help her mother with the 
pot roast she planned to make for dinner.  òHe even sent me a 
train ticket and some money for anything I may need to buy 
before I leave.ó She set the armful of potatoes, celery and carrots 
on the counter before she reached for the seasonings.  òI canõt 
think of anything to buy.  I already have everything I need.  Iõm 
not even sure what farm wives need.ó She washed the vegetables.  
òI wonder what life will be like out there.  Iõll have to do some 
research so I know what to expect.ó 
 Realizing that she was rambling, which she rarely did, she 
stopped so her mother could speak if she wished.  Her smile 
faltered when she saw that her mother kept her eyes on the letter, 
her mouth in a firm line. 



Eye of the Beholder 

11 

 

 Feeling awkward, she put on her apron.  She adjusted her 
bun and wiped her hands on the apron when she noticed they 
were clammy.  Afraid to speak, for she suddenly realized that she 
didnõt want to know what her mother thought, she began cutting 
the vegetables. 
 The early afternoon sunlight poured through the window, 
giving her adequate lighting for her task, but the heat coming from 
the oven caused sweat to cover her brow.  The lack of a breeze 
blowing into the kitchen didnõt help matters nor did the heat rising 
in her face from the knowledge that her mother wasnõt pleased. 
 òSo, you will leave next Thursday.ó Her motherõs words 
sounded distant. 
 Unsure of what to say, Mary spent the next five minutes 
adding slices of vegetables to the roast her mother settled into the 
deep baking dish. 
 Mary licked her lips before asking, òIs there anything you 
wish to advise me on?  I do wish to be a good wife for him.ó 
 The older woman sighed as she seasoned the meat.  
òMary, are you sure you want to do this?ó 
 òYes.  Fatherõs right.  I do want to get married and have 
children.ó 
 After what seemed like an eternity, she said, òItõs natural 
that you should feel that way.  Nevertheless, since this 
arrangement is done without you having met him first, we should 
buy you a return ticket.ó She covered the pot roast and vegetables 
with a lid and placed the dish into the oven.  Taking a deep breath, 
she asked, òMay I see the ticket?  I will buy a return ticket for you 
on the day you will arrive in Omaha.  Then you wonõt have to 
spend the night there.ó 
 Timidly fingering the string on her apron, she forced her 
eyes on the woman staring expectantly at her.  òYou donõt think 
this will work?ó The question barely came out as a whisper. 
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 òWe must be practical about this, Mary.ó The womanõs 
words were firm, her posture resolute and imposing in the small 
room. 
 Her joy deflated, she stiffly nodded and went to get the 
ticket. 
 

*** 
 
 On the day she left, her family gathered to see her off.  
She hesitated in knowing how to say good-bye.  Shifting from one 
foot to the other, she waited for the conductor to call for 
passengers to board the train. 
 òWell, this is it,ó her father said in a solemn tone.  òBe 
careful when youõre on the train.  Donõt talk to men you donõt 
know unless itõs the conductor.  As for Mr. Craftsman, trust your 
instinct.ó 
 òYour father is right,ó her mother quickly inserted.  òIf he 
seems like a bad man, you come right back.ó 
 Not wishing to argue, she nodded her agreement.  
However, she made up her mind, and she decided that should 
Neil look at her and find her unsuitable for him, she would remain 
in Omaha and find employment.  Women could work as teachers 
or governesses, and she did have experience cooking in a 
restaurant.  Options were available should marriage fail to be in 
her future. 
 òAll aboard!ó The conductorõs voice boomed through the 
small one room station. 
 òItõs time for me to go.ó She forced a smile, quickly 
blinking back her tears.  Her family didnõt like it when she cried. 
 òYou will write, wonõt you?ó her mother asked. 
 òYes.  I promise.ó She clenched her hands together, 
suddenly aware that she was nervous. 
 Clearing his throat, her father held out his hand to her. 
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 Surprised, since he didnõt make it a habit of touching her, 
she shook it. 
 Her mother also shook her hand.  òTake care of yourself.ó 
 òI will.  And thank you both, for everything.ó Her voice 
shook so she refrained from saying anything else. 
 òAll aboard!  We depart in two minutes,ó the conductor 
called. 
 òHave a good trip,ó her brother said. 
 The others voiced their well wishes before she got on the 
train. 
 Showing the conductor her ticket, she wiped her tears on 
her crisp handkerchief.  She found her seat, noting the one next to 
hers was empty.  A new life.  I can do this.  Looking out the window, 
she gave one last smile to her parents who had followed her to the 
platform.  The train pulled out of the station, and despite the 
sorrow of leaving her family, her heart leapt with a sense of 
adventure. 
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Chapter Two  

 

 
 

Omaha, Nebraska 
June 1874 
 
 

Dave Larson pulled the brake on his wagon and tied the two 

geldingsõ reins to his seat.  He hopped down to the ground, his 
brown boots hitting the dirt road that served as one of the main 
streets in Omaha.  Taking off his brown hat, he used his sleeve to 
wipe the sweat from his forehead.  He ruffled his dark blond hair 
and set the hat back on his head.  The sun beat down on him, 
causing his gray eyes to squint.  His light blue shirt and brown 
pants felt sticky as sweat clung to his body. 
 He debated entering the mercantile but decided to check 
the post office first.  After verifying nothing important came, he 
made his way past several people, exchanging the usual 
pleasantries on the way to the mercantile.  He didnõt care to waste 
time dealing with anything but purchasing the food that would 
give him something doable to eat for the next month.  Though he 
didnõt live far from town, he preferred to keep his visits to at least 



Eye of the Beholder 

15 

 

once a month.  He had a farm to manage and didnõt like missing 
his work. 
 He stepped into the mercantile and nodded at Ralph 
Lindon who owned the place. 
 òGood to see you, Larson.ó The fifty-year-old thin man 
with a head full of shaggy white hair and glasses smiled.  òWhat 
brings you into town today?ó 
 òI have a minor emergency.  I ran out of food.ó 
 òAgain?ó 
 He grinned ruefully.  òI know.  When will I ever get 
organized?ó 
 òShould I gather your usual items for you?ó 
 òNo.  Iõll just run through the store and throw whatever I 
see into the basket.ó 
 He chuckled.  òYouõre a hopeless cause, Larson.ó 
 Dave shrugged and began his haphazard quest for food. 
 Neil Craftsman entered the store.  òI have to buy a ring 
for my bride!ó 
 Dave dumbly stared at his neighbor who nodded a quick 
greeting in his direction as he strode over to the counter next to 
the cash register where Ralph stood. 
 òIs she the woman who answered your ad?ó Ralph asked. 
 òYes.  She comes from Maine,ó Neil replied. 
 Dave still couldnõt believe it.  Neil posted an ad for a wife?  
Dave didnõt realize he wanted to settle down since most of the 
town knew he was busy trying to sow his wild oats.  Dave shook 
his head.  Perhaps the man realized that running around a whore 
house wasnõt the most productive use of his time.  It made sense 
that he had to send away for a wife since no self-respecting 
woman would marry him if she knew his past. 
 òSo, youõre going to settle down and be a family man?ó 
Ralph inquired as he accepted the money for the ring, looking as 
shocked as Dave felt. 
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 òThere comes a time in a manõs life when he has to take 
responsibility for his future,ó Neil replied.  òIõm already thirty.ó 
 òI hope you plan to honor those wedding vows when you 
make them.ó He handed Neil the change. 
 òOh, I intend to.  After my father died, I realized it was 
time to get serious about having kids.  Someone has to take over 
my farm when I die.ó 
 Dave watched as the grinning groom exited the store.  
Glancing at Ralph, he raised an eyebrow.  òDo we trust him?ó 
 òStranger things have happened.  Iõll know soon enough 
when people bring in their news.  Being a store owner, I canõt help 
but hear what goes on in town.ó 
 òOf course, you donõt add to the gossip,ó he teased. 
 Ralphõs eyes widened.  òI might straighten out some 
wrong thinking.  If itõs true, then itõs news.  If itõs false, then itõs 
gossip.ó 
 òSure.ó He didnõt hide his sarcasm.  òI donõt think Iõm any 
more of a loss cause than you are.ó Chuckling under his breath, he 
turned back to the items on the shelves.  To his dismay, he 
realized that he had selected the same items he usually bought.  
He wasnõt the only one who noticed it. 
 òIt looks like you got the usual,ó Ralph stated when Dave 
brought the basket to the counter. 
 Two other customers entered the store, preventing Dave 
from defending himself.  After all, a single man could only manage 
so many recipes.  Since Ralph quickly rung up his order so he 
could assist the old women with the sewing supplies, Dave was 
spared the older manõs ribbing. 
 Exiting the place, he carried the two boxes full of food 
and settled them into the back of his wagon.  With any luck, it 
would get him through a month, though it was due to be bland.  A 
wife who knew how to cook would be a blessing, he thought as he 
recalled his motherõs tasty pot roasts with fresh vegetables and 
fruit salad. 
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 His stomach growled at the memory.  He lost ten pounds 
in the seven months he spent by himself on the farm.  He 
occasionally made it out to his parentsõ place to eat a good meal 
but not as often as he wished. 
 Though Neil was the last person Dave looked to for 
advice on anything to do to improve his life, he had to admit that 
a wife was probably the smartest thing a man could do for 
himself.  He did need another set of hands at the farm so 
someone could share the burden with him.  Not that he 
considered farming to be a burden, but it would be easier to get 
the chores done if he had a wife.  He knew his next trip to Omaha 
would involve posting an ad in the papers back east asking for a 
wife.  Plenty of men did it.  He supposed he should too, especially 
since he didnõt know any available women who were old enough 
to get married. 
 As he got ready to jump onto his wagon, he looked toward 
the station of the Union Pacific Railroad.  The train was sitting on 
the tracks, waiting for people to either hop off or get on.  He 
wondered briefly which of the few women disembarking could be 
Neilõs intended from Maine. 
 He hesitated, his body turned to the wagon, wondering if 
he should satisfy his curiosity and see what type of woman 
answered an ad in a newspaper.  Would it give him an idea of 
what to expect when one responded to his ad?  Drumming his 
fingers on the side of the wagon, he happened to spot Neil who 
left the saloon, quickly tucking in his shirt. 
 He felt a rush of sorrow for the person Neil went to meet.  
For all his talk about a wife and settling down, Neil didnõt seem 
willing to give up the pleasures of the flesh.  Disgusted, Dave 
decided that she needed to be warned about who she would be 
marrying.  He couldnõt stand idly by and watch another man 
mistreat a woman the way Clyde had mistreated his sister. 
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 Dave crossed the boardwalk and entered the airy room of 
the train station.  People milled about, stretching their legs and 
asking directions to the nearest restaurant. 
 He bypassed the old women and a plump brunette with 
child in tow as well as a pretty woman in the striking yellow dress.  
None were Neilõs type.  For a moment, he thought the pretty 
blond searching the crowd would be Neilõs woman, but an elderly 
gentleman snatched her away. 
 He inched his way through the crowd.  He was tall enough 
to look over the heads of most of the men and women, but still 
short enough not to call too much attention to himself. 
 He searched the crowd, finally spotting Neil and a woman 
in a hunter green dress over by the newspaper stand in the corner 
of the room.  Daveõs eyes rested upon her plain appearance.  He 
knew she didnõt match up to Neilõs standards, though she did have 
an ample bosom and nice hips. 
 The man running the newspaper stand looked 
uncomfortable, standing as far away from the couple as the stand 
would allow him.  Trying to be as unobtrusive as possible, Dave 
wove through the crowd, determined to rescue her. 
 When he realized that Neil was unhappy, he halted by the 
stack of newspapers to his right.  The man at the stand seemed 
relieved to have someone nearby.  Glancing at the man, he saw 
the man shake his head. 
 òThereõs a fight brewing,ó he whispered to Dave.  òIõd stay 
out of it if I were you.ó 
 Interested, Dave turned his attention back to the unlikely 
couple. 
 òMiss Peters,ó Neil began, a smile plastered on his face, 
òyou are not what I expected.ó 
 The woman paused for a moment as if considering her 
words with great care.  òYour ad asked for a hardworking and 
dependable woman who can provide you with children.  I assure 
you that Iõm not afraid of work, and I will prove myself loyal.  As 
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for children, my mother has borne my father twelve of them, 
myself included.  I am able to do what you ask.  I have in no way 
misled you.ó 
 òWhen I wrote that ad, I did not expectéI wantedéI 
donõt doubt that you can work hard and provide me with many 
children.  Butéó 
 Dave knew Neil well enough to realized the man was 
flabbergasted.  His hands waved about him and his mouth moved 
but no sound came out.  The woman looked no more pleased 
than Neil, although she remained composed.  There was a certain 
dignity in the straightness of her back and the tilt of her head.  She 
has inner strength that sees her through the toughest of circumstances.  The 
thought impressed Dave. 
 òBut?ó She waited for Neil to finish his sentence.  When 
he didnõt speak, she said, òBut you had a different kind of woman 
in mind?ó 
 Neil blinked and shook his head.  òI couldnõt get drunk 
enough to get you with child!ó 
 Dave winced at the cruelty of the remark.  Even if Miss 
Peters was the ugliest woman alive, no one deserved that.  He 
expected the woman to burst into tears, but she did not. 
 She stood before Neil and in a very calm voice said, òThen 
I surmise that this arrangement wonõt work.ó 
 òYouõre right it wonõt,ó Neil snapped. 
 Dave knew it irked the man to no end that she declared it 
before he did. 
 òVery well.  I wonõt trouble you any further, and you may 
have your money back.ó She handed him the bills that had been 
neatly folded in her purse.  òI donõt wish to have anything from 
you.  The trip here is enough.  Thank you, Mr. Craftsman.ó 
 Neil grabbed the money with a huff and stomped away, 
cussing under his breath about women.  òNext time Iõll request a 
pretty wife,ó he grumbled as he passed Dave, not seeming to 
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notice him.  He plopped his hat onto his head and stormed out of 
the building. 
 Dave found this particular woman to be intriguing.  She 
maintained a quiet dignity in the midst of adversity.  Such a woman 
should not be overlooked.  He stepped around the stand and got his 
first good look at her.  She didnõt possess the classic beauty most 
men sought, but she wasnõt ugly like Neil claimed. 
 She sat on the bench, hands folded in her lap, head slightly 
bowed.  She looked as if she waited for someone to pick her up, 
instead of enduring a torrid rejection.  The only indication that 
Neil had disturbed her was the fingernails digging into the palms 
of her hands.  He detected freckles on the bridge of her big nose 
and her rosy cheeks, which he found charming.  As he neared, she 
glanced up at him, her aqua colored eyes wet with unshed tears.  
She blinked a few times, clearing them. 
 He liked her eyes.  They were a lovely color. 
 Her fingers relaxed, her palms marked by tiny red 
crescents.  òAm I in your way?ó 
 He smiled and shook his head.  òNo, maõam.  Considering 
the fact that youõre sitting on a bench thatõs stuck in a corner, you 
arenõt in anyoneõs way.ó 
 She looked surprised and he wondered if she had ever 
received a kind word from the world of men.  He suspected she 
was eighteen or maybe a little older, and upon further inspection, 
he noted a sweet look about her. 
 òOh.  Then you wish to sit?ó  She quickly stood and 
moved away from the bench.  òI can find somewhere else to go.  I 
should get a newspaper anyway.ó 
 òI can buy one for you and bring it here.ó 
 òWhy would you do that?ó 
 òWhy not?  Youõre a stranger in this community and it 
would only be fitting if someone welcomed you to town.  I notice 
that Neil Craftsman did a lousy job of it.ó 
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 She sighed and smoothed her hands on her dark green 
dress which matched her bonnet.  òOh.  You overheard?ó Her 
cheeks grew red as she stared at the beige travel bag by her feet. 
 òI overheard Neil giving up a decent woman.  You know, 
I couldnõt help but be impressed with how well you handled 
yourself.ó 
 She shrugged.  òI figured, in the long run, he did me a 
favor.ó 
 òHe did you a bigger favor than you realize.  I guarantee 
youõre much better off without him.ó Now that marrying the man 
wouldnõt happen, he no longer felt the need to warn her about his 
loose morals. 
 Shifting from one foot to the other, she returned his gaze 
and said, òI should get a paper.ó 
 òMay I buy it for you?ó he asked. 
 She hesitated for a moment before digging a coin out of 
her purse.  òThis should cover the cost.ó 
 Sheõs generous.  He held up his hand in protest.  òThatõs not 
necessary.  After what you went through, it would be my pleasure 
to show you that one person in Omaha knows how to welcome a 
lady.  Iõll be back faster than you can say Dave Larson.ó 
 Her eyebrows furrowed but he left before she could say 
anything.  He nodded a greeting to several people who strolled 
through the station until he reached the man selling papers at the 
stand. 
 òFelt sorry for her too?ó the man asked as he took the 
coin. 
 Dave raised an eyebrow.  òI was thinking more along the 
lines of respect and admiration.  Itõs not every woman who can 
hold her own against the likes of Neil Craftsman.ó 
 Once he purchased a copy, he returned to her and handed 
it to her, surprised that she was still standing. 
 òThank you, sir.ó She accepted the paper.  òI should allow 
you the space on the bench.ó 
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 òPlease stay.  I wish to speak to you and itõd be easier to 
do that if Iõm sitting next to you instead of yelling at you from 
across the room.ó 
 A small smile turned the corners of her lips up.  òI canõt 
argue with that logic.ó 
 So she has a sense of humor.  Thatõs nice to know.  She sat down 
and he sat beside her, careful to keep a respectful distance 
between them in case people talked. 
 òWhat is it you wish to discuss, Mr...?ó 
 òMy name is Dave Larson.ó 
 òOh.  Iõm afraid I missed that when you told me the first 
time.  I must be having one of those days.ó 
 In more ways than one, he reckoned as he recalled her 
conversation with Neil.  When he realized she was waiting for him 
to continue, he cleared his throat.  òIõm not graceful at this sort of 
thing, Miss...?ó 
 Her eyes grew wide.  òIõm sorry, Mr. Larson.  My name is 
Mary Peters.ó 
 òMiss Peters, the truth of the matter is that while I 
overheard you and Neil talking, it occurred to me that youõre the 
kind of woman who would make a man a good wife.  Now, I 
know itõs strange that we just met this way and youõre likely to 
think Iõm crazy, but youõre the kind of woman Iõve been looking 
for.  Youõre kind, strong, and generous.  You told Neil you were 
hardworking and dependable.  Iõm sure you have other admirable 
qualities as well.ó 
 She stared at him, as if not believing her ears.  Finally, she 
shook her head.  òSurely, there are other women in town that are 
more to your liking.ó 
 òYouõd be wrong to assume that.  The women I know 
who are of childbearing age are already taken, too young, or a 
relative.  I need a wife.  It can be tough to keep up a farm without 
help.  In fact, I was trying to come up with an ad asking for one.ó 
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 She glanced at the paper resting in her lap.  òI donõt know, 
Mr. Larson.  I really am not what you are looking for.ó 
 He realized he needed to find another way to convince her 
to marry him.  òIõm forced to write an ad since you said no.  
Would you help me figure out what to say?  I want to make sure I 
have the right woman.  Thereõs no sense in sending for her if she 
canõt handle what I need on the farm.ó 
 òAlright.  I can do that.ó 
 He searched his pockets.  His cheeks grew warm.  òI 
didnõt bring anything to write with or to write on.ó 
 She picked up the paper and sorted through it.  Finding a 
blank space on the paper, she tore it and handed it to him.  òI do 
have a pencil you can use.ó She opened her purse and took it out.  
Giving it to him, she waited for him to begin. 
 He grinned at her.  òYouõre the kind of person whoõd take 
the shirt off her back for a fellow in need.ó 
 She blushed. 
 òI beg your pardon, maõam.  I didnõt mean that the way it 
sounded.  I was quoting an expression my father uses.  It means 
that you help others out without a thought to yourself.ó Wishing 
to ease her embarrassment, he motioned to the paper in his hand.  
òWhat words do you figure will best attract a woman who wonõt 
shy away from life on a farm?ó 
 òIõve never lived on a farm.  What would she have to do?ó 
 òObviously, I need someone to keep up my house.  I 
donõt have much time to clean, do laundry or cook.  As it is, I 
donõt eat much besides jerky.ó 
 She frowned.  òA man needs a better diet than that.ó 
 òExactly.  I may be twenty-two but I burn everything I 
attempt to make.  Itõs rather sad.  Do I write that I want someone 
who can cook and clean?ó 
 She nodded.  òIf you work outside all day, youõll need your 
energy, and youõll need a variety of foods for that.ó 



Ruth Ann Nordin 

24 

 

 òI do need some help with the few animals I have.  
Sometimes, I donõt get around to milking my cow until mid-day 
and again past sundown.  Can you imagine how uncomfortable 
the poor animal is during the day?  It would be a big help if sheõd 
do it for me.  I donõt mind showing her how to do it.  I just hope 
sheõs willing to learn.ó 
 òWhat type of farm do you own?ó 
 òI grow corn and beans.  Besides a cow, I have a stallion, 
two geldings and a mare.  The mare is due to foal in a week or 
two.  I would like help in the delivery in case something goes 
wrong.  Most of the time, mares deliver without assistance but you 
never know until the birth is done.  Do you think a woman would 
be willing to do that?ó 
 She shrugged.  òI donõt see why not.  Women throughout 
history have helped deliver human babies into the world.  I donõt 
think an animal would be much different.ó 
 He appreciated her agreeability to learn new skills, even 
when it was clear that she had no farming experience.  òWhere did 
you come from?ó 
 òFrom a small town in Maine.  My father owned the 
grocery store, and my brothers helped him with it.  My sisters 
married as soon as they turned sixteen or seventeen.  I worked at a 
restaurant.ó 
 òHow old are you?ó 
 òNineteen.ó 
 As he took another moment to examine her, he noted that 
her eyes had the most amazing color.  At times they looked green 
but at the moment, he swore they were blue.  She certainly had a 
lovely smile and straight, white teeth.  Her hair was braided under 
her bonnet but several strands broke free, which he found 
charming.  Her frame was certainly pleasing to behold.  She had 
curves everywhere a woman ought to have them.  He couldnõt 
understand why someone else hadnõt married her yet, but their 
loss was his gain, if he could get her to go with him to the judge. 



Eye of the Beholder 

25 

 

 òYouõd really help me out if you save me the time in 
placing this ad and marry me.ó 
 òYou may want someone who is more acceptable to look 
at.ó 
 òThereõs nothing wrong with the way you look.ó 
 She seemed stunned by his announcement.  òWell, Iõm not 
thin.ó 
 òConsidering the intensity of the Nebraska winds on some 
days, a thin woman could easily get blown away.  At least I 
wouldnõt have to run after you to keep you safely on the 
property.ó 
 She laughed. 
 He chuckled.  She has a nice laugh.  òIõd like to get back to 
my farm and make sure everything is fine out there.  If youõre 
willing to be my wife, Iõd like to marry you right away.ó 
 òIs there no one to help you?ó 
 òNo.  Iõm all by myself.ó 
 She glanced at the travel bag sitting at her feet.  òYou are 
serious, arenõt you?ó 
 òOf course.  However, if youõd rather return to Maine, Iõll 
post the ad and hope youõll answer it.  Then you can come back 
out here.  Iõd prefer to skip that and just marry you now.ó 
 She nodded.  òAlright.  Iõll help you in any way I can on 
the farm.ó 
 She definitely impressed him.  He stood up and took her 
luggage.  òThe courthouse is on the way home.  I know Judge 
Johnson.  Heõs my brother-in-law, so heõll see us right away.ó 
 He led her to the wagon and placed her bag in it.  He 
looked over at her and found her missing.  A quick scan of the 
area notified him that she picked up a bonnet that had blown off a 
little girlõs head.  The mother thanked her and tied the bonnet 
back onto her daughterõs head.  He shook his head.  What was Neil 
thinking when he let her go? 
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 He stepped to the side of the wagon.  òIf youõre still 
willing to marry me, we can do it over there.ó He pointed to the 
courthouse down the street. 
 She looked startled by his words. 
 òIõll take the fact that you arenõt protesting as a yes.  May I 
walk you to the building?ó He held his arm out to her. 
 After a moment, she nodded and gave a slight grin.  òI 
canõt get married alone.ó 
 òNeither can I.  Itõs a good thing weõre together.ó His 
smile widened as she put her arm around his and walked with him 
on the boardwalk.  òHow long did it take for you to get here?ó 
 She moved aside to avoid running into a boy who fled 
from one of his friends.  òNearly a week.ó 
 òWhat do you think of Omaha so far?ó 
 òItõs big, and there are a lot of people.ó 
 òOverwhelming?ó 
 òA little.  The town I came from was smaller.ó 
 òWell, itõll be just us at the farm so you might miss the 
crowd.  Of course, I have a handful of relatives youõll get along 
great with, so you wonõt be confined to my presence all the time.ó 
 òIt hardly seems like being alone with you will be a bad 
thing.  You strike me as an honest and good man.ó She looked 
away from him as she said it. 
 òI reckon that weõll get along just fine.ó 
 They reached the front entrance to the courthouse so he 
opened the door for her.  She thanked him and went into the 
building.  The thought flashed through his mind that her hips 
would serve nicely to put his hands on during lovemaking.  He 
hadnõt considered that part of the equation until that moment, and 
he found that he couldnõt wait to enjoy this aspect of marriage. 
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Chapter Three  

 

 
 

Mary didnõt know what to think as she walked with this stranger.  

The old and faded blue shirt and brown pants didnõt detract from 
his strong masculine appeal.  His dark blond wavy hair reached 
down to his collar, evidence that he didnõt visit the barber often.  
His new beard was rough and short, so he apparently took time to 
shave at least once a week.  His easygoing and friendly demeanor 
drew her to him, so obviously, she wanted to marry him. 
 But why would he want to marry her?  Surely, the qualities 
he mentioned that he liked about her werenõt enough to grab his 
attention.  After all, didnõt most women, prettier ones, have the 
same characteristics?  We simply donõt belong together.  While I am plain, 
he is handsome.  Why hasnõt he found a wife yet? 
 The courthouse was filled with activity.  People scurried 
around, doing whatever it was they came there to do.  Some 
appeared happier than others, and a fat man who huffed by them 
looked annoyed.  Apparently, he wasnõt having a good day.  They 
passed a young couple, the tired woman holding a newborn.  The 
man said a polite greeting which they reciprocated.  Maryõs head 
spun as much as it had in the train station from all the unfamiliar 
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faces.  She knew more people lived in Omaha than in her small 
Maine town, but being swarmed by them unnerved her. 
 She sighed with relief when Dave held her arm to keep her 
safe by his side.  He led her to the front desk where a middle-aged 
skinny man with glasses read a book.  The name plate on the 
narrow wooden counter told her that his name was Harry Jones. 
 òGood afternoon, sir.  How may I help you?ó Harry 
folded the page in his book before closing it and looked 
expectantly at Dave. 
 òGood afternoon, Mr. Jones.  Miss Peters and I wish to be 
married,ó Dave replied.  òIs Judge Johnson available?  Heõs my 
brother-in-law.ó 
 The man grinned.  òIõm sure the judge has time for kin.ó 
He dug out several pieces of paper from a drawer under the 
counter and handed them to Dave.  òLet me check and see what 
heõs doing.  Go ahead and fill this out.ó 
 Dave turned to her and winked as the man left.  òWeõll be 
hitched soon enough.ó 
 She anxiously wet her lower lip with the tip of her tongue.  
òMr. Larson, are you hiding a deep, dark secret I should know 
about?  Did you kill someone?ó 
 He stopped writing on the paper in front of him and 
looked at her.  òDid you just ask me if I committed murder?ó 
 òPerhaps that didnõt come out quite right.  Itõs just that 
you are an eligible bachelor.  You could easily find a woman.ó 
 òI did.  Youõre standing in front of me.  I think it took all 
of ten minutes.  Of course, if I had gotten you to agree to my 
proposal the first time I asked, then it would have been done in 
two.ó 
 She softly laughed.  òYou do have a way with words.ó 
 òYou have a great laugh.  I think being married to you will 
be lots of fun.ó 
 He had a way of unnerving her.  No man had ever seemed 
sincere about even talking to her unless he wanted to find out 
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about other women.  She half-expected that he would tell her he 
was joking and leave but he returned his attention to the papers.  
She felt self-conscious, standing next to him and not knowing 
what to say. 
 She examined her surroundings with closer scrutiny than 
necessary.  She counted the stars on the American flag, studied the 
picture of the president, and counted the number of people 
passing by the front door until she got bored of that.  She turned 
her attention back to the counter, noting the title of the book 
Harry had been reading.  It seemed odd that such details should 
be of such interest to her when her entire life was about to 
change. 
 I came here for a change.  I expected to get married today.  I 
shouldnõt be surprised to be here.  But I thought Iõd be with Mr. Craftsman, 
not Mr. Larson. 
 Harry Jones returned with a smile on his face.  òThe judge 
said heõd be delighted to marry you, Mr. Larson.ó 
 Dave smiled.  òHe probably wants to get a look at who 
Iõm marrying.ó He handed her the paperwork and pencil. 
 She gingerly held them in her hands.  Glancing at him, she 
asked, òAre you saying that there arenõt any single women in 
town?ó 
 òNone that suit me.  Youõre doing me a tremendous favor.  
There are plenty of men who know a good thing when they see it.  
Iõm just glad I got you before someone else did.ó 
 He had no idea how wrong he was, but she realized, with 
surprise, he honestly believed it.  Neilõs blatant rejection had been 
soothed by Daveõs kindness.  She vowed that she would be the 
best wife she could possibly be for the wonderful man standing 
next to her.  She turned to the papers and filled them out. 
 Dave gently took her hand and led her to the judgeõs 
chamber where they would marry.  She tried to swallow the 
nervous lump in her throat, but her mouth was too dry to obey 
her command.  His hand felt warm and strong in her smaller, 
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shaking one.  When they were in the room, he turned to her and 
smiled. 
 òI hope this is as good as a church wedding,ó he told her. 
 She struggled to respond but a wave of dizziness came 
over her.  Giving up on a normal voice, she simple nodded, aware 
that he was still holding her hand.  Sheõd marry him anywhere.  
No man as kind and sincere as Dave Larson ever crossed her path 
before. 
 Judge Johnson, a tall, slender man with neatly trimmed 
brown hair and a mustache, brought in two witnesses.  òDave, you 
sly devil, you.ó He grinned as he reached to shake his brother-in-
lawõs hand. 
 Dave let go of her hand so he could oblige the older man.  
òHello, Rick.  This is Mary Peters.  Well, she wonõt be Peters for 
long.ó 
 She marveled that he could be so casual about getting 
married.  Her stomach flipped and flopped like crazy. 
 òGood afternoon, maõam,ó Rick warmly greeted.  òThese 
are Danny and Richard Smith.  Theyõll be here to witness the 
event in case you decide to run off and leave poor Dave high and 
dry out there on the farm.ó 
 She realized he was joking since the other men chuckled.  
She wondered if they laughed because they knew there was no 
way she would leave Dave, though he might leave her.  After all, 
he was too good looking for her. 
 òNow Rick,ó Dave began, òMary and I are going to spend 
the rest of our lives together.  Weõre going to be very happy.ó 
 How Dave could know that, she didnõt understand.  They 
barely knew each other. 
 òHow did you two meet?ó Danny asked him. 
 òI posted an ad for a bride and she was the best of the 
three replies I got,ó Dave responded. 
 Her jaw dropped at his lie. 
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 òWhy didnõt you tell us you posted an ad for a wife?ó Rick 
wondered. 
 He shrugged.  òIf she didnõt come, then it would be 
embarrassing.  This way, itõs a joyous event with good news all 
around.ó 
 His brother-in-law nodded and turned his attention to the 
vows. 
 She should thank Dave since he had just saved her from 
humiliation.  Though no one knew Neil had been the one who 
sent for her, she was fortunate Dave happened to pass by, needing 
a wife to help him at the farm.  She wouldnõt have been offered a 
marriage any other way, and she understood their marriage would 
be a partnership.  In exchange for his protection and home, she 
would keep the house clean, care for him, and give him children.  
Love, at least on his end, would not factor into the equation, and 
she was content with that. 
 The judgeõs words interrupted her thoughts.  òDo you, 
Dave Larson, take Mary Peters to be your lawfully wedded wife 
from this day forward, for richer or poorer, in sickness and in 
health, for better or worse, forsaking all others, as long as you 
both shall live?ó 
 Dave, who held her hand, widely grinned and said, òYou 
bet I do,ó which earned a couple of chuckles from their audience. 
 She realized that optimism and cheerfulness were his key 
personality strengths.  Whether or not he would enjoy her 
company, she didnõt know, but she already enjoyed his.  Being 
near him was akin to stepping out into the warm sun after a long, 
cold winterõs night. 
 Rick Johnson turned to her.  òAnd do you, Mary Peters, 
take Dave Larson to be your lawfully wedded husband from this 
day forward, for richer or poorer, in sickness and in health, for 
better or worse, forsaking all others, as long as you both shall 
live?ó 
 òI do,ó she said. 
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 The judge asked for the ring. 
 Dave glanced at her sheepishly.  òI knew I forgot to buy 
something.ó 
 Rick shook his head.  òYouõll have to forgive him,ó he told 
her.  òDave has a tendency to forget things.ó 
 òItõs true.  I forgot to mention that fact about myself.ó 
 She shyly smiled.  òItõs lucky for you that I have an 
excellent memory.ó 
 òThis is why I chose her,ó he told Rick.  òCan we still get 
married even though we donõt have a ring?ó 
 òHere, Dave.ó Danny handed him a piece of string that 
was tied in a circle large enough to slip on a finger.  òMy daughter 
handed me this today.  Itõs a ring she made for herself that she 
wanted to give me.  You can widen it so it can fit her finger.  Itõll 
do until you buy a real one.ó 
 òItõs perfect,ó she assured him, touched. 
 Dave slid the pink string on her finger and warmly pressed 
his lips to hers for a simple kiss.  No man kissed her before.  Her 
stomach fluttered and her lips tingled from the action.  She 
reminded herself that this was not a love relationship. 
 òYou are now man and wife,ó Judge Johnson concluded.  
òCongratulations!ó He patted Dave on the back.  òI have to admit 
that your family will be upset you didnõt wait until they were all 
gathered together so they could witness the wedding.ó 
 òNonsense.  Mary came in on the train today, and I wonõt 
take her out to the farm without being legally wedded to her.ó 
 òSally will insist on meeting your bride.ó 
 òSallyõs my big sister and his wife,ó Dave informed her.  
Looking back at Rick, he thanked him and took the marriage 
certificate.  òWeõll see you all another day.ó 
 òIt was nice meeting you, maõam,ó Rick smiled. 
 She returned his smile and accepted Daveõs arm so she 
could walk next to him on their way back to the wagon.  Once he 
helped her onto her seat, he untied the reins.  She clutched her 
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purse.  Suddenly, she didnõt know what she was going to say to 
him.  Deep in her heart, she knew she was safe with him, but he 
was still a stranger and she had never been good at making 
conversation with men. 
 òAre you ready to go home, Mrs. Larson?ó 
 The way he said her new name, as if he always called her 
that, shocked her.  She cleared her throat and shifted as he urged 
the horses forward.  She took a deep breath.  òMay I ask why you 
lied to the judge about how we met?ó 
 òI thought that version was more romantic.  Itõll make for 
better storytelling when the women in my family get together to 
talk.ó 
 òThank you for not telling them about Mr. Craftsman.  I 
promise that I will be a good wife for you.ó 
 òI have no doubt about that.  You impressed me back 
there.ó 
 She had no idea how she impressed him but she figured it 
didnõt matter.  She straightened her back.  òYou need help 
delivering a baby horse?ó 
 òWell, my mare is due to foal soon.  The mareõs name is 
Susannah.  I bought her at an auction a year ago.  She is three 
years old and already proving to be an excellent riding horse, 
though the original owner didnõt think sheõd amount to much 
when he sold her.  It was the best deal I ever made.  Sheõs worth 
triple the price I paid for her.  It just goes to show you that you 
canõt judge a book by its cover.  Fortunately, my stallion took a 
liking to her right off the back, and now sheõs ready to give me 
another horse.ó By the gleam in his eye, she knew he was proud of 
Susannah. 
 òHave you delivered a foal before?ó 
 òA couple but none of my own.ó 
 She nodded and, unable to think of anything else to say 
for the moment, she turned her attention to the remaining 
buildings as they left town.  She noted that several people stopped 
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to watch her and Dave as they passed by.  Most likely, they are 
wondering what he is doing with me.  She pushed the thought aside.  
Whatever his reason, he married her knowing full well what she 
looked like, so he already knew what he was getting himself into. 
 As the last house out of town slipped from view, she 
noted her surroundings.  The afternoon would soon give way to 
evening, but the sun was brilliant in the sky, casting a warm yellow 
glow over the gentle rolling hills that splashed an assortment of 
greens that intrigued her.  A peace settled in her heart as she 
contemplated her future, and that peace was all she needed to 
know that coming here was the best thing she ever did for herself. 
 Daveõs words interrupted her thoughts.  òI came out here 
with my family on a wagon train when I was twelve.  My father 
received 160 acres free and clear for establishing a home and 
working the land.  It was ten years ago when I left New York, but 
I do recall that life was easier back east.  Itõs not always easy out 
here.ó 
 òAre you trying to scare me?ó She offered him a slight 
smile. 
 òNo.  I meant what I said back there.  Youõre doing me a 
favor by coming with me.  I donõt want to disappoint you.  I have 
very little money to my name and a humble home.  I reckon itõs 
not what youõre used to, and itõs not like the ones you saw in 
town.  Mine is made of sod.ó 
 òIõll be frank with you, Mr. Larson.  Iõm a simple woman, 
and I donõt frighten or dissuade easily.  If you hope Iõll take to 
running for the next train ride out of here, youõve got another 
thing coming.ó Desire to be with Dave had already lodged itself in 
her heart, so if sleeping in a dirt house for the rest of her life 
meant she could stay with him, then sheõd readily pick that option. 
 When they arrived on his property, she discovered that his 
house wasnõt the only building made of sod. 
 òBefore I came here, I read about these types of buildings, 
but Iõve never seen one,ó she commented as he pulled his horses 
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to a stop in front of the rectangular barn that was larger than the 
house. 
 He hopped down from the wagon, went to her side and 
helped her down. 
 She approached the barn and touched it.  She recalled 
what she learned about sod buildings.  The prairie grass and dirt 
had been mixed together to form neatly stacked bricks that were 
two feet high, one foot wide and six inches high.  A fine plaster 
made of lime, sand and water covered the outer walls. 
 òItõs sturdy,ó she commented. 
 òThe plaster is called stucco and it protects the sod from 
the rain and snow.  Otherwise, it would turn into one muddy 
mess.  I do have to deal with a leaking roof if it rains enough, but 
I try to keep the roof in good shape so that doesnõt happen too 
much.  Some farmers carve out dwellings in the sides of the hill, 
but the section of land I bought is flat.ó He stood next to her, 
watching her. 
 òI suspect that this building is practical out here on the 
prairie.  Itõs not like you have a lot of trees or clay bricks to build 
houses with.ó 
 She turned to examine her surroundings.  To the north 
and east stood tall grass though several trees dotted the landscape. 
 He followed her gaze.  òThe river cuts through the land in 
that direction.  I made a pathway to it so itõs easy to get back and 
forth.  The river is about a mile away and thereõs a slope that dips 
down so you canõt see it from here.  I get drinking water and bathe 
there.ó As an afterthought, he slowly added, òCow chips provide 
fuel for the fire when I cook.ó He waited for her reaction. 
 She nodded.  She expected life out here to be drastically 
different from Maine, so this news didnõt startle her.  òDo you 
have a place where you store the cow chips?ó 
 òIn the bucket in the corner of the barn.  I just take what I 
need, but I donõt cook often.  Most of the time I eat raw food or 
jerky.  I collect drinking water and put a barrel of it in here for the 
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animals and one next to the house.  Iõll bring a fresh supply of 
water to the house every day for you to use, and if you need more, 
say the word and Iõll bring it to you.ó 
 òIõll do what I can to help you.ó She turned her attention 
to the corn that grew to the south and west.  òYour crop seems to 
be flourishing.  You manage this all by yourself?ó 
 òI do the best I can.  My family helped me build the house 
and barn.ó 
 She smiled.  òItõs amazing that you manage so well.  You 
take good care of your things.ó 
 He seemed pleased by her analysis.  òItõs all in a dayõs 
work.ó 
 òThis is a great place you have.  Are you hungry?  I could 
fix something for you to eat if you want to check on the mare.ó 
 His eyes grew wide.  òSusannah!  I forgot all about her.  I 
have some food in the wagon.  Iõll take it into the house after I 
check on her.ó 
 òCan I come along?ó 
 òOf course.ó He grinned and nodded to the entrance of 
the barn. 
 She returned his smile.  òBack in Maine, I helped the 
midwife deliver a couple of babies, but Iõve never watched a horse 
give birth.ó Mary felt a mixture of apprehension and excitement 
by the prospect of witnessing a new life entering the world in the 
next two weeks. 
 The first thing she noticed when she entered the barn was 
the potent smell of manure.  She subconsciously held her breath, 
so she wouldnõt cringe.  Realizing that Dave didnõt seem to notice 
the stench, she hoped that she would get used to it. 
 He opened the stall door and entered so he could check 
the horse.  òHi there, Susannah.ó He patted the horse on the back. 
 Susannah neighed a greeting but kept her eyes trained on 
Mary. 
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 òIt seems that sheõs aware of me,ó Mary commented, her 
mind shifting from the stink to the pregnant mare. 
 òAnimals are pretty smart.  They pick up on things real 
quick.  Donõt worry though.  In a matter of days, theyõll know you 
well enough.ó 
 òHow many animals do you have?ó she asked. 
 He led Susannah out of the stall.  òI have two geldings, 
one cow, a stallion and a mare.ó 
 She subconsciously backed up as Susannah approached 
her.  She detected a hint of amusement in his eyes from her timid 
reaction to the large beast.  òI didnõt grow up around animals.  Itõll 
probably take me longer to adjust to them than it will for them to 
adjust to me.ó 
 òSusannahõs a gentle mare.  She wouldnõt harm anyone.  
Do you want to touch her?ó 
 No, she didnõt, but she knew that the sooner she got used 
to the animals, the easier the transition from city to farm living 
would be, so she took a deep breath and braced herself for 
anything the horse with the bulging belly might do.  She reached 
out and tapped the mareõs neck. 
 Susannah snorted, as if humored by her shaky fingers. 
 òWeõll get you more comfortable as time passes,ó Dave 
assured her.  òWe should get your things into the house.  Iõm 
going to take Susannah to the field so she can walk around.ó 
 She followed him to the field and watched as he opened 
the fence.  Susannah, apparently used to the process, obediently 
went in and didnõt look back as he closed it.  Mary saw the stallion 
glance in her direction, and despite the fact that this was an animal 
instead of a person, she turned away, feeling self-conscious.  Her 
eyes drifted along the open field and she caught sight of a cow 
chewing the grass in another gated area. 
 Dave returned to her.  òIõll get the geldings in the fields 
after I show you the house.  Itõs not much but when it rains, it 
keeps dry.  My parents warned me that plaster would keep the 
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place from getting dirty, but I thought I knew better and didnõt 
worry about it until the dirt started turning into mud.  Plasterõs on 
the walls now.ó He chuckled.  òSome lessons have to be learned 
the hard way, I suppose.ó 
 She followed him to the wagon and reached for her travel 
bag. 
 òI can get that for you,ó he offered. 
 òItõs not heavy.  I can manage.ó 
 òI know but Iõd like to do it.  It makes me feel useful.ó 
 Startled because no man, besides her father, had ever 
carried anything for her, she didnõt know what to say. 
 He took the travel bag and said, òIõll get the boxes next.  
Are you ready to see your new home?ó 
 òYes.ó 
 As he walked beside her, he asked, òWhy didnõt you bring 
a trunk?  This bag doesnõt seem large enough to carry many 
clothes.ó 
 òOh, I wasnõt sure what to expect so I only packed the 
necessities and a dress.  I figured that I should wait and see what it 
was like on a farm so I would know what type of dresses I need 
out here.ó She shrugged.  òI like to sew anyway, so it gives me a 
good excuse to do that.ó 
 òThen Iõll take you back to the mercantile tomorrow so 
you can get supplies for that.  If I had thought about it, I would 
have taken you there after we left the courthouse.ó 
 She paused, her feet three steps from the front wooden 
door of the sod house.  òHave I inconvenienced you?ó 
 He stopped and shook his head.  òNo.  Iõm the one who 
didnõt think to ask if you needed anything before we left town.  If 
anything, Iõm the one whoõs inconvenienced you.ó He smiled and 
opened the door.  òWell, this is it.ó 
 How did I luck out in marrying him?  Heõs the most caring man 
Iõve ever met.  Realizing that he waited for her to enter, she quickly 
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went over the threshold, aware that he followed her into the 
dwelling. 
 She wasnõt sure what to expect from the house.  The first 
thing she noticed was the smell of dry earth.  Sunlight poured 
through two small windows, lighting the interior of the structure.  
One window faced the barn and the other faced the grassy fields 
that led to the river.  The home consisted of a large room and a 
small room.  The large room served as a kitchen and a bedroom.  
The small room, to the side of the bedroom, seemed to be a 
storage room.  The complete structure could fit in her parentsõ 
dining room and parlor, but the lack of space didnõt bother her. 
 He set her bag on the bed. 
 òThe mattress is made of straw,ó he explained.  òMy 
brother made the wardrobe.  I donõt have a lot of clothes, so you 
have plenty of room on this side.ó He took a good look at the 
bed.  òI donõt have an extra pillow yet.  For the time being, you 
can have mine.ó 
 òIf you have some old clothes or towels, I can probably 
sew a pillow for you.ó 
 òActually, I do have a couple of old shirts that Iõve been 
meaning to use as rags or burn.ó He looked at her.  òI burn my 
trash.ó 
 She began to nod but stilled the motion to give him a 
good look.  òAre you trying to scare me again?ó 
 Perhaps he changed his mind about being married to her 
since he got a chance to look at her inside his home and near the 
marital bed.  Neilõs words returned to her consciousness as if heõd 
slapped her in the face. 
 òNo,ó he softly replied.  òThe truth is that I keep 
expecting you to say youõll have no part of this because itõs not 
exactly a setup for a woman.  I do want you to stay.ó 
 Relief flooded through her.  òIõm happy with the place.ó 
Just hearing him say that he wanted her to stay brought a 
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newfound sense of devotion to the wonderful man who stood 
next to her. 
 òMy old shirts are over in this pile.ó He pointed to the 
bottom of the wardrobe.  òI havenõt gotten a chance to deal with 
them yet.ó 
 She knelt down and examined the soft cotton material.  
Two of the three shirts needed to be mended and could easily be 
worn again.  The one that was beyond repair would do well for 
the beginning of a pillow.  The flour sack she spied next to the 
shirts would help complete the task.  òI can take care of these.ó 
 òIõll bring the boxes in while you put your things away.ó 
 She went to perform the task, glad that he wouldnõt see 
her undergarments.  It was silly to want to hide such things from 
him since they were married, but she had just met him.  He 
returned as soon as she placed her bag in the bottom of the 
wardrobe. 
 òI have to warn you that these boxes donõt contain much 
for two people.ó He set them on the table in the kitchen. 
 She strolled to the kitchen and looked out the window that 
gave her a view of the barn and cornfield.  òIt is a lovely view,ó 
she noted. 
 òIõm glad you think so.  My mother told me to put a 
window in the kitchen so my future wife could look outside while 
she cooked.  Iõm glad I followed her advice.ó 
 She turned to the boxes and opened them up so she could 
examine the contents.  It seemed to contain little else but jerky, 
though she noted a couple other items.  At least she spied a bag of 
flour and baking soda on the kitchen shelf next to the window.  
Above it was another shelf which held two well-used pots, a pan, a 
coffee pot, dishes, and utensils. 
 òThe cookstove is over here.ó He motioned to it. 
 Next to it was another table to lay things on. 
 òI do have some hand towels for washing dishes.ó He 
picked up two flour sack towels.  òThe bar of soap and towels for 
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bathing are in the center of the wardrobe.  Also, a wash copper, 
washtub and mangle for laundry are in the storage room.  I donõt 
have much else in there.  I suspect that will be the babyõs room.ó 
 She didnõt know why talk of children should cause her to 
be nervous, but she couldnõt manage to look at him.  Of course, it 
was natural that they would have children.  There was more to 
being married than sharing in the tasks of maintaining the farm. 
 òDo you want to see the storage room?ó he asked. 
 òIõll check it out later.  I thought I would get supper 
started.ó 
 òI canõt wait to eat whatever you make.  Itõs bound to be 
better than what I usually put on my plate.ó 
 òIõll do my best.ó She started taking out the jerky, 
vegetables, and fruits from the box in front of her.  òDo you have 
a fruit and vegetable garden?ó 
 òNo.  I started one but didnõt want to mess with keeping it 
up.ó 
 òI used to have one back in Maine.  Iõd like to get one 
going here.ó 
 To her surprise, he rested his hand on the small of her 
back.  His touch was gentle but firm.  Warmth flooded through 
her. The gesture spoke of familiarity and intimacy that came 
naturally to a husband and wife.  She swallowed the nervous lump 
in her throat.  She couldnõt help but be keenly aware of his soft 
lips as he kissed her cheek.  His scent reminded her of the 
outdoors. 
 òIõm glad youõre here,ó he whispered.  Before she could 
respond, he said, òI should take care of a few chores.  Just yell for 
me when supper is ready.  Iõll be in the barn.ó 
 Struggling to clear her head, she watched as he ran out the 
door and to the barn.  Her trembling hands indicated her 
apprehension over losing her virginity.  She knew it was a 
threshold that married women crossed, but she didnõt know what 
to expect.  Part of her was curious while another part of her 
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wished to flee.  She took a deep breath and focused on making the 
meal. 
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Chapter Four  

 

 
 

After dinner, Dave showed Mary the weed infested garden next 

to the house.  òI know it needs a lot of work.  Are you sure you 
want to plant vegetables here?ó 
 òYes.  I enjoy gardening.ó She bent down to pull out a 
weed.  òIt wonõt take long before I have it ready to go.  I know 
how to can vegetables too so we can eat them in the winter.ó She 
examined the property with a close eye, noting the lack of trees in 
the immediate area surrounding the house.  òYou donõt have any 
fruit trees?ó 
 òI have an apple tree over in that direction.  I can collect 
some apples for you.ó 
 òNo.  I can do that when I need them.  I notice you 
bought some from the mercantile.ó 
 He raised an eyebrow in her direction and wryly grinned.  
òI bought them because they donõt require any cooking to 
prepare.  Iõm still amazed you can take the mediocre ingredients I 
had in the house and make a great tasting meal out of it.ó 
 Blushing at his compliment, she shrugged and focused on 
straightening her dress.  He had a way of unnerving her.  No man 


