
 
 

An Inconvenient Weddingé 
 
 Finally it was time to give her the ring, and Sue didnõt hide 
her disappointment when she saw it. 
 òTold you,ó Justin whispered. 
 Jake simply smiled and slipped it on her finger. 
 òI now pronounce you man and wife,ó the preacher said.  
òYou may kiss the bride.ó 
 He lifted the veil and was struck that she would wear so 
little make up and still look stunning.  She really does have simple but 
elegant taste.  Sheõs going to throw a fit when she sees her new wardrobe.  He 
already knew he would be assigning Mrs. Parker and her team of 
seamstresses with a new wardrobe.  This time he would have to let 
Sue talk to her about what she wanted.  He didnõt know whether 
to be relieved or annoyed.  He was glad she wasnõt into all the 
flashy and flowery material women seemed to crave but all his 
efforts to please her were in vain. 
 As he bent to kiss her on the lips, she gave a slight turn of 
her head so he kissed the side of her mouth instead.  òWell honey, 
arenõt you full of surprises today,ó he teased.  Having managed to 
catch her off guard, he wrapped her in his arms and gave her a 
long kiss on the mouth. 
 She was too stunned to react in time to stop him.  Several 
men chuckled and the single women sighed as if imagining he was 
kissing them.  When Jake let go of her, he shot her a triumphant 
look.  She looked flustered and then furious. 
 They turned to the people as the preacher announced, òI 
present to you Mr. and Mrs. Jake Mitchell.ó 
 She was reluctant to walk down the aisle with him so he 
gently led her by the arm.  òWe donõt want to disappoint the 
people.  Remember, itõs only for six months.ó 
 She sighed and started walking with him. 
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For my dad and Karen who have the most beautiful love story I 
ever heard. 
 
 
 
Scripture taken from the New Kings James version of the Bible. 
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December 1899 
 

ake Mitchell was good at two things: making money and 

managing people.  What he wasnõt good at was getting Sue Lewis 
to stop coming by the bank where he worked every day.  It wasnõt 
that Sue was outwardly rude, but she was persistent and vocal.  
This particular day was no exception.  He was sitting in his office 
when he heard her enter the bank. 
 òI want to speak to someone in charge here,ó she told one 
of the tellers. 
 Jake closed his light blue eyes and ran his hand through his 
short dark brown straight hair.  He rubbed his neatly trimmed 
beard and sighed.  He was only thirty-five but when he heard her 
nagging voice, he felt like he was sixty.  She could wear any man 
out. 
 òMr. Mitchell, that woman is back,ó George Leroy said. 
 òSo?  Take care of it,ó he replied. 
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 òIõve done everything I can but she wonõt go away.ó 
 Jake shook his head.  How did George ever expect to take 
over as president when his father retired if he couldnõt handle one 
woman?  òIõm the vice president, George.  Iõll be working under 
you soon enough.  You need to learn to handle these kinds of 
customers.ó 
 òThatõs easy for you to say.  You handle people better than 
I do.ó 
 òNow is the perfect opportunity for you to work on that.ó 
 He heard her constant demands for a resolution to her 
familyõs debt every day for the past two weeks.  She came in 
around noon every single day and said the same thing.  He had 
unsuccessfully tried to resolve her dispute, but she wouldnõt listen 
to any of the logic he presented to her. 
 òI donõt want to talk to her,ó George whined. 
 òI talked to her on Monday,ó Jake said.  òNow itõs your 
turn.ó 
 òI talked to her yesterday.  And Mr. Edwards talked to her 
last Friday.ó 
 òSo weõre all taking turns?ó He sighed.  òThen itõs 
Edwardsõ turn again.  Weõll just go in circles because thereõs 
nothing else to do.  We canõt solve her problem.ó 
 Noah Edwards was in charge of the mortgages.  He really 
was the ideal person for her to talk to, though it wouldnõt do her 
any good. 
 òMiss, you canõt just walk back there,ó the teller exclaimed. 
 òI will not be treated so rudely,ó she snapped.  òI know 
my rights as a customer.ó 
 Jake cringed as she walked past the teller and into his 
office.  He made a mental note to buy a lock for his door. 
 Sue was actually easy on the eyes, despite the fact that she 
wore her blond curly hair in a bun.  Her face was nice to look at.  
Her hourglass figure and ample bosom were even better.  Her 
green eyes and fair complexion would grab the attention of any 
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man, but her aggressive behavior turned men off, which was why 
she was still single at thirty-three.  No man wanted a nag for a 
wife.  They also didnõt want the debt she came with.  Every man 
knew that her parents were in desperate financial straits and if they 
married her, they would have to take that debt on themselves.  
Considering the size of the debt, Jake understood why men 
shuddered to even consider a courtship with her.  Had she been 
blessed to remove either her debt or nagging, she might have 
succeeded in marrying someone.  However, she had two strikes 
against her, and those were two strikes too many. 
 òI demand to have a conversation with you since youõre 
the vice president,ó she ordered. 
 Jake sighed.  The teller had no experience to withstand her 
stormy emotions. 
 George and the teller quickly left the office. 
 Great.  Now Iõm stuck with her.  òI have nothing new to say 
to you,ó Jake finally told her.  òYou donõt have a case.ó 
 She sat in the chair in front of his desk and folded her 
arms.  òI wonõt go away until the issue is resolved.ó 
 òIt is resolved.ó Why am I wasting my time?  The woman 
simply refused to listen to reason. 
 òNot to my satisfaction.ó 
 Suddenly, an idea came to him.  òIõll be right back.ó 
 òIõll stay here all day if I have to.  I wonõt leave just 
because you run and hide,ó she warned as he stood up. 
 He stopped himself from rolling his eyes.  òI said I would 
be right back.ó He made sure to emphasize the words òright 
back.ó  He grumbled as he left the office and went to the 
backroom where he could grab her familyõs folder.  He shut the 
file cabinet in irritation and stomped back to his office. 
 Her eyes grew wide. 
 She didnõt expect me to actually return.  He placed the folder on 
his desk and opened it.  òHave you seen these contracts?ó 
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 She shifted uncomfortably in the chair.  Her hard 
expression disappeared.  òYes,ó she softly replied. 
 He looked at her in disbelief.  How could a woman change 
her mood so quickly?  Her gentle expression drained him of his 
anger.  He sighed.  He didnõt like what he would have to say next 
but knew there was no alternative. 
 òYour father signed the contracts, and he is legally bound 
to uphold them.  If he fails to pay his debts, then he will lose the 
house and the farm.  He is already five months late in his 
payments.  We sent a letter notifying him that foreclosure is 
imminent.  Iõm sorry but there is nothing we can do unless he gets 
current on his back payments.ó 
 òBut the late fees associated with those back payments will 
make it impossible to get current.ó 
 òWe can waive those late fees if we receive an additional 
monthõs payment in advance.ó 
 òMr. Mitchell, there are circumstances that have greatly 
affected my family.  We lost most of our crops in the fields last 
summer during the hail storm, and the tornado killed a great 
number of the cattle in the fields.ó 
 òI sympathize with you.  There are two other farmers who 
are facing the same situation you are.  If we made provisions for 
you, weõd have to do it for everyone who suffered hardships, and 
then weõd lose so much money, weõd have to go out of business.  I 
know banking can be a cold business but we do need to make a 
profit in order to stay open.ó 
 Her mouth tightened.  òSurely, three farms arenõt going to 
hurt your business so badly.  We can work out a deal.  Perhaps, we 
could offer our crops or cattle.ó 
 òI already arranged that with the other two farmers.  Their 
debts are considerably smaller than your fatherõs debt.  Even if 
you were to offer food and cattle for ten years, it wouldnõt be 
enough to pay what you owe.ó 
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 òThere should be something you can do,ó she protested, 
quickly getting upset again. 
 He frowned.  What right did she have to be upset with 
him?  òI wasnõt the one who made the poor financial decisions 
your father did.  He borrowed so much against his house and land 
that he buried himself in a hole he canõt get out of.ó 
 òThat was to cover the expenses for my youngest 
brotherõs heart surgery.  He would have died if we didnõt do it.  
Really, you are heartless.  I would think that even if you had an 
ounce of humanity in you, you would forgive part of the debt.ó 
 òThe surgery wasnõt the only thing that got your family in 
trouble.  Your grandfather had a substantial gambling problem.ó 
 òSo my father is to pay for his fatherõs sins?ó 
 òYes, since he insists on living on the property your 
grandfather borrowed against.ó 
 She banged her fists on the sides of the chair and glared at 
him. 
 He wasnõt going to be intimidated by her.  òLike I said, I 
am sorry but if we bailed your father out, we would lose too much 
money.  This isnõt personal.ó  He struggled to remain calm but her 
continual insistence to bother him was getting on his nerves. 
 òI will come by every day until we can work something 
out.ó 
 òThen I will put your own chair in the lobby so you can be 
comfortable out there.  But I will not be talking to you again.  As 
far as Iõm concerned, the matter is closed.  The best thing for your 
family to do is to move off the farm and purchase a reasonable 
residence in town.  At least then, their debts will be eliminated and 
they can go about their lives.ó 
 She gasped.  òThat farm has been in our family for three 
generations.  It is to go to my brother and his wife.ó 
 òHeõll have to do something else.  Itõs not that big of a 
deal.  What use is it to hold onto something that isnõt working?ó 
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 òYou donõt understand sentimental value.  You have a 
cold heart.ó 
 òMaybe so but I do understand common sense.  You canõt 
pay your debts if you donõt have money.  The best thing your 
father can do for you is to wipe the slate clean.  Perhaps with your 
familyõs debt out of the way, youõll find a man whoõs willing to 
overlook your constant nagging.ó 
 She stood up, her nostrils flaring in anger.  òI have tried to 
be decent with you.  If it werenõt for your money, you would have 
absolutely nothing to offer a woman.ó 
 His face grew red.  òI have been as nice as to you as I can 
possibly be, but you are impossible to deal with.  Itõs not my fault 
that you refuse to listen to reason.  You know what the contracts 
say.  Your father signed them with his eyes wide open.  If thereõs 
anyone you should be mad at, itõs him.  I didnõt condemn your 
brothers and sisters to a lifetime of poverty.ó 
 òMy father is an honorable man who would give his life 
for his family.ó 
 òReally?  Then why canõt he give up the farm so his family 
can have a better life?ó 
 òThis bank does not care for its customers.  The bottom 
line is the dollar.  The only reason people come here is because 
there is no alternative.ó 
 òYou are dismissed.ó 
 òNot until this matter is resolved.ó 
 òIt is resolved.ó 
 òNot to my satisfaction!ó she yelled. 
 He noted the looks from the customers as they turned to 
his office.  òThatõs it.  Iõm calling security.ó He had enough.  He 
angrily walked out of the room and called the guard to take her 
away. 
 As the guard dragged her out of his office, kicking and 
screaming, she vowed, òI will come back every day until you 
resolve this matter.ó 
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 He groaned.  She meant it too.  He used to enjoy working 
here, but with her constant irrational demands, it wasnõt easy to 
come to work.  He glanced at George.  òYouõre handling her 
tomorrow!ó he barked before he slammed his office door. 
 

*** 
 
 After work, Jake took the horse-drawn buggy to his house.  
It wasnõt a mansion, but it was elegant in appearance.  He prided 
himself on the way he kept the white two story home with blue 
trim.  The gardener did an excellent job trimming the shrubbery 
and trees.  The grass was cut short.  The inside of the house was 
spotless and cared for by his maid and butler.  Though he had six 
bedrooms, four bathrooms, two parlors, a large dining room, a 
kitchen, and a den, he rarely had visitors.  He was content to stay 
by himself, but he enjoyed owning fine things and spared no 
expense for his furnishings. 
 Mr. Reynolds stopped the buggy so he could get out. 
 òHenry,ó he told the taxi driver, òIõm going to need to go 
to the board meeting tonight at seven.  Can you have the buggy 
ready at 6:30?ó 
 òYes, sir,ó Henry replied. 
 òThank you.ó 
 He walked to his house which was similar to other houses 
in the area.  He enjoyed the Virginia city life for things rarely got 
boring.  There were plenty of things a single man could do 
without the headache of dragging a woman along with him.  He 
wasnõt opposed to women such as they were, but he had seen 
enough men lose their freedom to a wife.  He was determined that 
such a fate would never happen to him.  He had no intention of 
giving up his life of adventure. 
 òGood day, sir,ó his butler greeted as he opened the door. 
 òGood day, Ralph.  How is the misses doing?ó Jake asked 
as he entered the house and took off his coat. 
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 òVery well, sir.  She is expecting any day now.  The doctor 
says she is doing well.ó 
 Ralph Border was married to Lydia, who was also the 
maid.  When Jake hired them, they had just gotten married but 
had no means to support themselves, so Jake decided that he 
could use some help keeping up his house and gave them a job.  
They resided in one of the two bedrooms on the lower level of the 
house, and their soon-to-be-born baby would be in the next 
bedroom.  Jake didnõt mind the company they provided, though 
he kept his distance.  He didnõt believe in getting too close to 
anyone. 
 Jake went to his den that was decorated with a bearõs head 
and two deer heads, which he had mounted after hunting them.  
He had various collectible items, such as cigar boxes he never 
opened and paintings that he had collected from Europe on his 
travels.  His den was his safe haven from the world.  In it, he 
could relax and enjoy doing extra work he didnõt have time to 
accomplish during business hours.  The large fireplace and the 
two plush blue chairs that sat in front of it was his secret reading 
place.  The large oak desk contained his business documents 
which he kept in the top drawer on the right side.  Other items in 
the room included a globe of the world, a bookcase full of his 
books, and antiques from his travels.  It was a manõs room, with 
walls that resembled a log cabin and oak flooring to give it a rustic 
atmosphere.  No other room in his house was like it. 
 He sat at the desk and pulled out a piece of paper and a 
pencil.  He would be leading the meeting that night since the 
president, Conrad Leroy, decided he was too old to be attending 
the board meetings anymore.  He wondered why George wasnõt 
already in the presidentõs position.  He considered that his father 
wasnõt too sure of Georgeõs competency.  He realized George 
knew the job well enough, but did he have the leadership ability to 
run a bank? 
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 Jake sighed.  Such matters did not concern him.  He had 
decided long ago that he would not work at that bank forever.  He 
had his sights set on opening his own bank as soon as Conrad 
officially retired.  Something about George bothered him, though 
he could never put his finger on it.  He knew it was in his best 
interest to offer the people an alternative to the only bank that 
was currently in town.  Competition was a good thing when it 
improved peopleõs lives.  He hated to agree with Sue Lewis, but he 
did often wonder how much George cared for the customer.  
Conrad was an honorable man, but would George follow in his 
fatherõs footsteps?  Deep down, Jake seriously questioned 
Georgeõs professional ethics when his personal ethics were 
shoddy. 
 A light knocking on the door interrupted his thoughts. 
 òEnter,ó he called out. 
 Lydia opened the door.  òDinner is ready, sir,ó she softly 
said. 
 He smiled.  Her face glowed with the impending arrival of 
her child.  òAre you sure you feel up to cooking these days?  I can 
always hire a temporary cook while you rest.ó He folded the piece 
of paper and put it in the breast pocket of his dark blue suit. 
 òOh, I am feeling fine.ó He could tell that she appreciated 
his concern by the way she smiled.  òI need something to do or 
else Iõll go crazy waiting for the little one to be born.  It looks like 
he or she will be a Christmas baby.ó 
 òJust donõt push yourself too hard.  Ralph worries about 
you.ó 
 òI know.  Heõs a wonderful husband.ó 
 òAnd heõll make a good father.ó 
 Jake wasnõt opposed to marriage or children for others.  
He just didnõt wish those things for himself. 
 òTonightõs menu is rib eye steak, baked potato, and green 
beans,ó she informed him. 
 òNo one makes steak like you do.  Ralph is a lucky man.ó 
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 She blushed at his compliment. 
 òWe both think the world of you, sir,ó she said. 
 òWell, I think of you two as the brother and sister I never 
had.  But enough emotional talk.  Iõm hungry.ó 
 After he ate dinner, he insisted that Ralph and Lydia take 
the rest of the night off so they could enjoy their remaining 
moments alone before the little one arrived.  He took Henryõs taxi 
to the bank and paid him the usual fare plus tip.  A long time ago, 
Henry offered to taxi him anywhere he wanted to go.  òItõs hard 
to find a man who tips as well you do, sir,ó he admitted.  Since 
Henry was punctual and maintained a clean buggy and horse and 
dressed nicely, Jake was glad to have his services every time he 
needed to go somewhere. 
 As soon as the five board members of the bank assembled 
into the backroom at the maple table, Jake began the meeting.  He 
knew he had to mention Sue Lewis at the end of it. 
 òWe need to figure out what we can do about her,ó he 
began.  òSheõs not going to leave us alone until we foreclose or 
prevent a foreclosure.  Are there any ideas?ó 
 òJust foreclose,ó George replied.  òIn three weeks, the 
Lewis farm and house will be ours.  Then she wonõt be a problem 
anymore.ó 
 Justin Monroe spoke up.  òMaybe we could work out an 
agreement where they could take another loan to get current on 
their payments.ó 
 òBut that will only delay foreclosure,ó George argued.  òIf 
they keep getting deeper into debt, how will they ever get out of 
the mess theyõre in?ó 
 òActually, Justin makes a good point,ó Jake intervened.  
òThe problems they are having are due to extraordinary 
circumstances.  The boyõs surgery and the hail and tornado are not 
likely to happen again.  It might even help if we could talk the 
hospital into settling for half the debt they owe.ó 
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 òPerhaps we can settle on some of their debts with us,ó 
Justin added.  òWe wonõt be too bad off if we forgive some of the 
debt.  At least it would keep them from sinking into the quicksand 
theyõre in.ó 
 òAre you crazy?ó George shook his head.  òWe wonõt 
make any profit if we do that.ó 
 òNot with the Lewis family,ó Jake began, òbut there are 
other customers who make us a suitable profit from their 
investments.ó 
 òThen weõll have to do this for everyone else who comes 
to us with a sob story.ó 
 òI think people will understand that given the 
circumstances the Lewises find themselves in that we wouldnõt 
offer everyone a break.  We might even attract more loyal 
customers since people seem to like mercy.ó 
 òI disagree.  People need to know that they will be treated 
fairly.  If other customers have to pay their full amount on a debt 
while someone else gets off with less, then there will be 
unfairness.ó 
 òPeople can see that the Lewises are hurting,ó Justin 
protested.  òThey will understand.ó 
 òLetõs take a vote,ó Jake said.  òAll in favor of Justinõs 
proposal, say aye.ó 
 To his dismay, he and Justin were the only ones in favor 
of it. 
 òAll opposed, say nay,ó he continued, already knowing 
that the other two members would agree with George.  Had 
Conrad been there, Justinõs idea would have succeeded since he 
would have voted to help Sueõs family, and being the president, he 
would be the tie breaker. 
 He sighed and stood up.  òThat is all.  This meeting is 
adjourned until next month.ó  When he left the bank that night, 
he was in a sour mood.  He thought Justin had a good idea.  When 
I open my own bank, Justin will be the vice president. 
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ue Lewis was distressed that night as she paced back and forth 

in her one room apartment in town.  She could barely afford the 
place and was forced to eat bean soup again.  She was at her witsõ 
end.  She hated to tell her parents that her efforts had been in 
vain.  Nothing she told the bank employees made any difference.  
They were all a cold hearted lot.  Her father wasnõt able to come 
in to make his case because he threw out his back and couldnõt 
afford the wagon ride into town.  Her mother was an emotional 
wreck over the stress of losing her home.  Her twenty-seven year 
old brother and his wife were busy trying to maintain the farm so 
they could put food on the table.  Her sister Emma would have 
been twenty-four that year but had died three years ago due to 
pneumonia.  Trevor was seventeen, so he couldnõt do anything 
until he was an adult.  The ten year old twins, Luke and Patty, 
were still children.  The burden rested on her shoulders. 
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 She tried not to cry, but her situation seemed unbearably 
hopeless.  òLord, what am I going to do?  Is there no one who will 
show mercy upon my family?ó 
 She spent the past two weeks praying and reading her 
Bible every night, but the Lord didnõt appear to hear her.  Perhaps 
He is saying no to my request.  She knew that God didnõt always say 
yes. 
 She sat on her small cot that served as a bed and stared at 
the wobbly kitchen table a foot away from her.  Her job at the 
library barely paid the bills.  She couldnõt afford to help pay her 
fatherõs debts.  She was thirty-three.  She was hardly of marrying 
age anymore.  Most women by her age had already settled down 
and had families of their own.  Who would want to marry her?  
Jakeõs words penetrated her thoughts.  òPerhaps with your familyõs 
debt out of the way, youõll find a man whoõs willing to overlook 
your constant nagging.ó 
 She had been accused of coming off as too harsh to 
members of the opposite sex from other people.  It seemed that 
no man wanted a woman who was strong-willed and outspoken.  
She hadnõt intended to be so abrasive at the bank, and originally, 
she wasnõt.  But the more her request for mercy was denied, the 
angrier she got, and when she got angry enough, she said whatever 
was on her mind, whether or not it was appropriate. 
 Oh Lord, I know I need You to tame my wild tongue.  Itõs so hard. 
 Who would want to marry an old maid anyway?  She was 
well past her prime.  A man could be Mr. Mitchellõs age and still 
be an attractive catch, but a woman wasnõt worth much once she 
reached thirty.  She sighed.  Her sister-in-law was twenty when she 
married her brother.  Gloria was sweet, quiet and soft.  She was 
fragile.  Her brothers often joked that Sue was too hardheaded for 
a man. 
 But didnõt You make me this way?  You donõt expect me to be what 
Iõm not, do You? 
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 She knew what she wanted out of life and pursued it.  She 
didnõt back out of a challenge.  She even rode horses bareback and 
sought adventure when she could find it.  She wasnõt content to 
stay in one place for long.  She desired to see the world but 
couldnõt due to her financial situation, so she spent a great portion 
of her days in a good book where she could transport herself to 
places that she longed to see but never would.  A man wanted a 
woman who was content to stay home all day and take care of the 
children.  And she did want children.  She just envisioned taking 
the children with her on her travels.  The thought of being 
confined to a home just didnõt sit well with her. 
 She picked up the birth announcement that rested on the 
table next to her.  It was from her childhood friend Belinda.  
Belinda married at eighteen to Jim Hawke, a man twice her age.  
Because of Sueõs single status, she was not allowed to see Belinda 
much.  They would talk if they happened to run into each other, 
but there was an unwritten rule that women who were married 
needed to stick with other married women.  And a single woman 
was to never be alone with a married man since they tended to 
find the unmarried women a temptation.  Sue made it a point to 
avoid private encounters with any male since her virtue was 
important to her.  It was all she had that was worth of value.  But 
even her virginity didnõt attract respectable single men. 
 òMaybe Jeremiah is right,ó she muttered.  òMaybe I need 
to find anyone who is willing to marry me.ó But it wouldnõt be just 
anyone.  If she was going to commit her life to a loveless 
marriage, she would make it worth her while.  She would marry a 
rich man who could bail her family out of debt.  Then at least, her 
sacrifice wouldnõt be in vain.  She took a deep breath. 
 Alright, Lord.  I donõt see what other choice I have but to be a gentle 
and quiet woman who will sit at home and take care of the children while my 
husband has all the adventures.  Since I canõt talk anyone at the bank into 
showing me mercy, this is the only option I can see that will save my family. 
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 She did have one small consolation.  Eventually, she 
would die so her time on Earth in misery would be limited.  
Besides, what were a few decades compared to eternity in 
Heaven?  She felt much better now that her decision was made.  
She would set her sight on every available and wealthy bachelor.  
Perhaps someone would notice her and marry her.  What other 
choice did she have? 
 

*** 
 
 That Friday evening, she took all of her savings and 
bought an elegant light blue dress which accentuated her curves 
while leaving her modesty intact.  She even went to the hairstylist 
who trimmed her long blond curly hair and set her curls in gentle 
waves against her face.  She put on make up too.  She couldnõt 
afford any jewelry so she borrowed Belindaõs diamond necklace.  
She hadnõt realized her hair reached slightly past her shoulders 
since she wore it in a bun so much.  She stared at her reflection in 
the mirror.  She didnõt recognize herself.  She almost felt like a 
different woman.  Deciding to use that thought, she went to the 
upscale dance, determined that she would find her future husband 
that very night. 
 Her heart raced with nervous dread.  She wasnõt looking 
forward to this.  She loved to dance but since this wasnõt a social 
function on her part, she had a tough time enjoying herself.  She 
entered the grand ballroom and sighed as she studied the available 
men in the room.  Most of them were around her age or older, but 
they seemed to have set their eyes on the eighteen to twenty-five 
year old women.  She sighed again.  Who would want to marry a 
thirty-three year old?  A seventy year old man from the corner of 
the room winked at her. 
 She involuntarily shuddered.  Of course, only an old man 
would be interested in her.  But perhaps that was a good thing.  
He didnõt have many years left to live. 
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 òSue?ó Mrs. Walker called out as she walked to her. 
 Sue relaxed.  She liked her employer and was glad to see 
her there.  It helped ease her anxiety.  òGood evening, Mrs. 
Walker.ó 
 òI hardly recognized you.ó The older woman took her to 
the side of the large room.  òYou look so different.ó 
 òI hope thatõs a good thing.ó 
 òOh, youõre a nice looking woman no matter what you 
wear.ó 
 Sue grinned.  òOnly you would be so kind as to say that.ó 
 òYou sell yourself short, Sue.  You have a lot to offer.ó 
 She shrugged. 
 Mrs. Walker softly patted her shoulder.  òWhat brings you 
here?  Youõve never made an appearance before.ó 
 òIõve given up on the bank.ó 
 òDid you speak to Mr. Mitchell like I suggested?ó 
 She shuddered at the mention of his name.  òYes, I 
specifically went to his office.  I have talked to him a couple of 
times and nothing ever gets resolved.ó  She shook her head in 
aggravation.  òI donõt know why you speak so well of him.  Heõs 
just like George Leroy.ó 
 òThatõs not true.  Mr. Mitchell is a competent 
businessman.  He knows his job and does it well.  He has helped 
out a lot of people in this town.  If there is anyone who would 
show mercy, it is him.ó 
 She didnõt feel like hearing a list of his qualifications.  
òThat may be true of everyone else, but he refuses to help me.ó 
 òSpeaking of him...ó 
 Sue turned in the direction she indicated.  She noted that 
several prominent, younger women turned their attention to him 
as he entered the room.  He was irritatingly attractive in his black 
suit and light gray tie.  He seemed to be oblivious to the fact that 
so many women were staring wistfully at him.  Instead, he walked 
over to a couple men and began talking to them. 
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 òI donõt see whatõs so great about him,ó she finally 
commented.  She looked at Mrs. Walker.  òItõs disgusting that a 
thirty-five year old man can have his pick of any available woman 
in the room but a thirty-three year old woman has to settle for 
someone whoõs desperate enough to marry her.ó 
 The older womanõs eyes widened.  òIs that why youõre 
here?ó 
 She nodded.  òI donõt have a choice.ó 
 òIõm sorry, Sue.  I tried to raise enough money to help 
your family.ó 
 òI know, Mrs. Walker.  The debt is overwhelming.  You 
have been most kind.  It is not your problem.  Itõs mine.  I do not 
wish to burden you anymore with my familyõs troubles.ó 
 The older woman looked at her sympathetically.  òIs 
marriage something you want, Sue?ó 
 òI donõt know.  I have learned to be content without a 
man.  It would be nice to marry for love but Iõm not the kind of 
woman who attracts attention.ó 
 òThere are several men looking your way.ó 
 òThe old and creepy ones.ó 
 Mrs. Walker grinned.  òIt appears that Mr. Mitchell just 
noticed you.ó 
 òHow flattering,ó she sarcastically stated. 
 òYou should be flattered.  He hasnõt given any of the 
other women a second glance.  I do believe you caught his 
attention.ó 
 òThat is ridiculous.  He can obviously have any woman he 
wants.ó 
 òWhich is why you should be flattered.  Heõs coming over 
here.ó 
 òI have nothing to say to him.ó He was the last person she 
felt like talking to. 
 òHe has something to say to you.ó 
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 Before Sue could protest, the woman walked away.  Maybe 
heõll just walk by me. 
 òMiss Lewis, we missed you at the bank,ó he said once he 
was right behind her. 
 She spun around.  òItõs obvious you have no intention of 
helping me, so Iõm taking your advice.ó 
 òYour fatherõs going to turn over his property?ó 
 Did he actually sound sad by that possibility?  She pushed 
the thought aside.  òNo.  Iõm going to marry a wealthy man and 
pay off my familyõs debt.ó 
 òSo youõre here for business.ó 
 She nodded and examined the men in the room.  Some of 
them were with their wives but there were some who were 
available. 
 òI come here for business as well,ó he continued.  òIõm 
not interested in the women here.  Iõm interested in the menõs 
pocketbooks.  I come here to establish rapport with existing 
customers and potential customers.ó 
 òIs everything about money for you?ó 
 He shrugged.  òI suppose it is.  Iõm in the business of 
making money and I do it well.ó 
 òYou disgust me.ó 
 òExcuse me?ó He sounded offended. 
 òThink about it, Mr. Mitchell.  You arenõt interested in 
people.  Youõre interested in things.ó 
 òThatõs not entirely true.  I do care about people.  
Sometimes the best way to show care for others is to help them 
financially.ó 
 She rolled her eyes.  òYouõre one to talk.ó 
 òIf you had been at the board meeting Wednesday 
evening, you would understand.ó 
 She put her hands on her hips and glared at him.  òFine.  
Then explain what happened.ó 
 He shook his head.  òIõd only be wasting my time.ó 
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 òI thought as much.ó 
 òSo youõre here to snag some poor rich bachelor into a life 
filled with misery?  That doesnõt sound very warm-hearted to me.ó 
 Just as she was about to make a clever retort, a twenty year 
old beautiful redhead walked up to him. 
 òGood evening, Mr. Mitchell,ó she softly spoke.  Her eyes 
met his and she offered him a gentle smile.  òIt is nice to see you 
here.ó 
 He warmly smiled back.  òMiss Gordon, the pleasure is all 
mine.ó 
 Even though Sue didnõt know either of them well, she 
could tell they were lying to one another.  Neither one really 
found the other one interesting. 
 òI do hope youõll come to my dinner party this Sunday,ó 
she invited.  òI saved a seat especially for you.ó 
 òI will try to make it,ó he replied. 
 Sue could tell he was lying. 
 Jennifer Gordon continued to stand by him. 
 òI would ask you to dance, but I already promised this one 
to Miss Lewis,ó he politely said.  Turning to Sue, he asked, òAre 
you ready?ó 
 She almost said no but there was an anxious look in his 
eyes that stopped her.  She silently nodded and took his hand to 
the dance floor.  She tried to ignore the way his strong arm felt 
around her waist and how his firm hand felt on hers. He was six 
inches taller than her. 
 òI owe you one,ó he whispered.  His breath caressed her 
ear in a way she didnõt anticipate. 
 òDo you find her so repulsive that you would dance with 
me?ó she finally asked. 
 òYes,ó he simply said. 
 She rolled her eyes. 
 He continued, òSheõs only after my money.  I can smell a 
vulture from a mile away.ó 
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 òYou must have smelled me as soon as you entered the 
room then.ó 
 He shrugged.  òNot really.  Youõre looking for someone to 
fix your familyõs problems.  Thatõs different from what sheõs 
doing.ó 
 òItõs not something I want to do.  I just donõt know what 
else to do.  I know I canõt change what the contracts say, and I 
donõt have the ability to make a lot of money in a short amount of 
time.  So my only hope is to find a husband.ó 
 òAnd spend the rest of your life miserable.ó 
 She nodded. 
 He sighed.  òIõm sorry I couldnõt do anything for you.  I 
donõt own the bank, so I canõt make any changes that arenõt 
approved by the board members.ó 
 òI know.  I donõt like it, but I understand.ó She took a 
deep breath.  òSometimes you just do what you have to do.ó 
 He seemed like he wanted to say something but decided 
against it. 
 òYou dance fairly well,ó she said, changing the subject. 
 òAs do you,ó he replied.  òI havenõt had a dance partner 
worthwhile up to this point.  I am impressed.ó 
 òOh, I donõt know.  Mr. Wilkins taught me and my 
siblings to dance in exchange for some steak.ó 
 He frowned.  òThatõs an odd exchange.  Why didnõt your 
father just take the money?ó 
 She blinked.  òMr. Wilkins didnõt have any money and his 
family needed the food.ó 
 He stopped dancing and pulled her aside.  òMr. Wilkins 
just bought a new horse and buggy.  Heõs been showing it off all 
over town.  Werenõt you aware of this?ó 
 Her cheeks grew hot.  òNo.ó 
 òYour family really needs to be careful when making 
business decisions.  Mr. Wilkins isnõt exactly noted for his honesty, 
but he does have a large sum of money at the bank.  What your 
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father needs to do is start drawing up his own contracts 
demanding money.  The last thing your family needs right now is 
dancing lessons.  I could offer those for free.ó 
 òWe only accepted it because we thought he had no 
money.ó 
 He closed his eyes for a moment.  òI can understand why 
your father did what he did, but heõs making poor financial 
decisions.  Itõs no wonder that he canõt make his payments to the 
bank.  Iõm not even sure heõll be better off if you do marry 
someone who pays off his debts for him.  Heõll probably just end 
up back in the same hole heõs in now.ó 
 òSurely that doesnõt have to be the case.ó 
 òNot if someone talks some sense into him.  Iõm guessing 
he wonõt listen to his daughter either.  It has to be someone who 
carries some financial weight, someone he can respect.ó 
 òThen what I am supposed to do?  Let my brothers and 
sisters get kicked out of the house and go hungry?ó 
 òDonõt you get it?  Youõre not the one doing it.  He is.ó 
 òI canõt listen to you talk about my father this way.  He is 
an honorable and good man.ó 
 òYes but he is also naive and stupid.ó 
 She crossed her arms, suddenly feeling vulnerable. 
 òI wouldnõt do that if I were you,ó he gently warned. 
 òWhat?  Cross my arms?  Why not?ó 
 òBecause women arenõt the only vultures in this room.  
There are some men who would like nothing more than to take 
advantage of you, and your dress isnõt high enough in the neckline 
to conceal all of you.ó 
 She blushed and quickly put her arms back at her sides.  
She didnõt intend to show any cleavage.  òThey donõt make dresses 
like this for women of my...ó She couldnõt bring herself to say 
bosom. 
 òI understand.  I wanted to make sure you didnõt attract 
the wrong kind of attention.  You see that man over there?ó 
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 She glanced over her shoulder at a scrawny middle aged 
man who was grinning at her.  She cringed. 
 òHeõs Tom Smith.  Heõs as smart as they come in investing 
money, but he gets his way with available and gullible women.  
Heõs not much to look at but heõs convinced a couple of gullible, 
young women he wants to marry them and they think theyõre 
going to be rich but they end up being duped because they donõt 
make it to the preacher before he has his way with them.  They 
think since theyõre about to get married, itõs alright to engage in 
sexual activity, but as soon as he gets what he wants, he changes 
his mind.  Hereõs the trouble with the games some of the men and 
women choose to play here.  Women think theyõre being smart by 
marrying into money, but they have to be careful which man they 
pick.  A couple of men in this room can outwit them.ó 
 òWhat a horrible place this is then.ó 
 òI guess it depends on your company and your reason for 
coming.  If you stay true to God and obey His Word, you can pick 
out which people to accept and which ones to avoid.  Most of the 
people here are respectable.ó 
 òI didnõt realize you were a Christian.ó 
 òItõs not something I advertise.ó 
 òI donõt advertise it either.ó 
 òLook, Sue,ó he began, òyou need to be careful.  I know 
youõre trying to do the right thing, but have you considered that 
God has other options available for you?ó 
 òThatõs easy for you to say.  You can buy your way out of 
trouble.ó 
 òNot always.  Sometimes money creates more problems 
than it solves.ó 
 She hadnõt considered that angle before.  òI suppose it is 
difficult to tell your friends from your enemies.ó 
 òExactly.ó 
 òDo you have any friends then?ó 
 òI have people I donõt mind being around, if that counts.ó 
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 òNot really.  It sounds lonely.ó She suddenly felt sorry for 
him.  He had money but he had no one to share it with. 
 òI have an idea,ó he interrupted her thoughts.  òConrad 
Leroy is the president of the bank.  Why donõt you come by at 
nine on Monday and Iõll arrange a meeting for you.  At the board 
meeting, some members did come up with a possible plan for 
your situation, but it was vetoed because we didnõt have enough 
votes in your direction.  Conrad has the final say.  Heõs a fair man 
and I think if another board member and I sit with you at the 
meeting, he will agree with the terms.ó 
 She didnõt hide her surprise at his invitation.  òWhy would 
you do that for me?ó 
 He shrugged.  òI see the men here who are checking you 
out and they are either old enough to be your grandfather or out 
for one thing.  If you were ten years younger, you would have a 
chance at a decent man in this room, but thatõs not the case 
anymore.ó 
 òI feel so pretty,ó she sarcastically commented.  Though 
she knew he spoke the truth, it still stung. 
 òYou are pretty.  Youõre just not at the ideal age.ó 
 That made her feel better. 
 òWhat do you say?  Would you like to stop by the bank on 
Monday?ó 
 What did she have to lose?  òAlright.  Iõll come by at 
nine.ó  It beat the alternative.  She didnõt really want to marry 
someone she was forced to be with. 
 Jennifer walked back to them.  òI see that your dance is 
over, Mr. Mitchell,ó she gently remarked. 
 Sue couldnõt believe the young woman had the nerve to 
act as if she wasnõt even there. 
 Jake politely smiled at Jennifer.  òActually, we were taking 
a break.  I am sure you understand that with this being Miss 
Lewisõ first social gathering that it wouldnõt be fair to leave my 
friend alone.ó 
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 òPerhaps I can introduce her to a few gentlemen,ó she 
offered.  òIt wouldnõt be right to keep her all to yourself.ó 
 òMaybe next time.ó 
 She gave a slight pout before she nodded and left. 
 He sighed with relief.  òSheõs unbearable at times.  Care to 
dance?ó 
 Sue shrugged.  òWhy not?  I did spent a lot of money on 
the dress.  I suppose it would be wasteful not to use it.ó 
 He led her to the dance floor and took her in his arms. 
 òWeõre not friends,ó she quietly admonished him.  òDo 
you really think itõs appropriate to lie to someone like that?ó 
 òI donõt know.  Who says we canõt be friends?  I thought 
we were having a good conversation.  Didnõt you?ó 
 She considered their discussion.  òI would hardly call it 
friendship but I suppose youõre not so bad after all.ó 
 He grinned.  òAt the very least, we do work well together 
on the dance floor.ó 
 òTrue.  You havenõt stepped on my feet yet.ó 
 òAnd thereõs something I do know about you.  You 
wouldnõt pretend to like me to get something from me.  Youõre 
too honest for that.ó 
 òThank you.  I appreciate the comment.ó She smiled and 
enjoyed the rest of the night. 
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ake spent four hours preparing the contract that he and Justin 

planned out in hopes of helping Sueõs family.  He hoped that they 
could go over the board membersõ vote by discussing the situation 
rationally with Conrad who would be in his office on Monday.  
He and Justin waited in the lobby of the bank a little before nine 
for Sueõs arrival. 
 Justin chuckled next to him. 
 òWhatõs so funny?ó he asked.  He didnõt see what was so 
comical about a business meeting. 
 òDid you hear what Miss Lewis did to Mr. Wilkins?ó 
 He shook his head. 
 òOn Saturday, she went over to Mr. Wilkinsõ house and 
threatened to lasso his buggy and hang it by the barn rafters unless 
he paid her father the money he rightfully owed him.  When he 
refused to listen to her, she lassoed the front wheel and used a 
horse she borrowed to pull it to his barn.  He realized she was 
serious, so he made the proper restitution.  Then she thanked him 
as if nothing was wrong and went her way.ó 
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 Jake stared at him.  òDid she really do that?ó 
 He nodded.  òNow whenever Mr. Wilkins sees her, he 
makes the sign of the cross and runs the other way.  His wife 
apologized to her and gave her a little more money for the 
injustice her husband did to her father.  Whatõs even funnier is 
that his wife now adores her because he doesnõt get away with 
lying to anyone anymore.ó 
 He laughed and shook his head.  Good for her.  òApparently, 
sheõs a force to be reckoned with.ó 
 òMy wife and kids adore her.  They attend the library 
childrenõs story hour that sheõs in charge of.  Personally, Iõd hate 
to get on her bad side.  Thereõs no telling what sheõd do.ó 
 òWell, George is anxious about today.  I just hope Conrad 
will veto the board vote.ó 
 Sue walked into the bank.  He hid his disappointment at 
the sight of her.  She had her hair pulled back into that obnoxious 
bun again.  After seeing her with her hair down, he wanted to pull 
those pins out so her hair would fall softly over her shoulders 
again.  She was beautiful but seemed determined not to show it.  
He forced his observation aside and followed Justin and her into 
Conradõs office.  He couldnõt help but note the gentle sway of her 
hips.  The green dress was old and faded with time, but it didnõt 
hide her figure. 
 She sat in the chair across from Conrad and properly 
greeted him.  George stood to the side of the room so he could 
hear the presentation.  Her posture remained rigid.  He didnõt 
realize she was so tense.  Sheõs scared. 
 Justin sat in the chair next to her while Jake stood and 
presented the contract to Conrad, outlining the plan for getting 
her fatherõs debt reduced to an amount that could get his finances 
back on track. 
 òWe can teach him what we know about handling finances 
so he wonõt fall into more debt, and once he is out of debt, he 
wonõt go back into it,ó Jake concluded. 
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 He waited for Conrad to speak.  Surely, his boss would 
show her the compassion she needed.  To his horror, Conrad 
turned to his son. 
 òWhat do you think, George?ó his father asked. 
 òI oppose it.  Itõs too risky,ó George argued.  òThereõs no 
guarantee her father will follow the contract to the letter.  Heõs 
already breaking the ones he signed.  Weõll make more money if 
we foreclose and sell his property to someone else.ó 
 Jake cringed at Sueõs gasp.  òSir,ó he told his boss, òletõs 
think this through.  Money is important, I grant you that, but it 
isnõt the only thing to consider here.  We are talking about people 
who live in this house and farm this land.  There are children still 
living there.ó 
 Conrad took a deep breath.  òI canõt run this bank forever.  
It is time I hand over the hard decisions to my son.  We will go 
with Georgeõs plan.ó 
 òI would advise against that.  People in the community 
will see how you treat the Lewis family, and I guarantee you that 
they will not like it.  Sometimes it is best to do what will bring in 
more clients.ó 
 òWe are the only bank in this city,ó George protested. 
 òPerhaps, but people can go to the next city if they want.  
This is the perfect opportunity to keep them here.ó 
 òThis is just one family.  It wonõt make a difference with 
our wealthy customers.ó 
 òBut it will make a difference to our consciences.  We 
canõt afford to throw people out of their homes.ó 
 òThatõs enough, Jake,ó Conrad barked.  òI already made 
my decision.  George is old enough to take over the bank.  As of 
next month, I will be retiring.ó 
 òI will say one thing, Mr. Leroy,ó Sue spoke up. 
 Jake recognized the anger bubbling beneath the surface of 
her cool exterior. 
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 òPeople will find out about this,ó she continued.  òI work 
at the library, and I have access to many of the citizens of the city.  
They will know what you decided today.ó She stood up and stiffly 
walked out of the office. 
 Jake ran after her.  òSue, we might be able to figure out 
something else.ó 
 She stopped and looked at him.  òI appreciate what you 
and Mr. Monroe did today.  You are not cold hearted, but I do see 
how your hands are tied.  I will make it clear that you and Mr. 
Monroe did your best to help.  I know what my option is at this 
point, and I will accept it.ó 
 He knew she meant that she would marry someone old 
enough to be her grandfather in order to save her familyõs 
property.  òThere has to be another way.ó 
 She shook her head.  òThanks anyway.ó 
 He watched her as she left. 
 Justin walked over to him.  òI hope you do open your own 
bank.  I donõt care to work here anymore either.ó 
 

*** 
 
 Jake packed his suitcase as he scrambled to get his things 
ready for the three day trip to Michigan.  There was no love lost 
between him and his father ever since his father walked out on 
him and his mother.  Though he was ten at the time, the memory 
still stung.  During the divorce, his mother managed to obtain half 
of his fatherõs wealth which she left to him when she died when 
he turned twenty-three.  He vowed that he would not let her 
heartache go in vain, so he carefully invested the money until it 
quadrupled.  Now he could live the rest of his life in comfort, but 
since he had no wife or children, he focused all of his energy into 
his work.  Upon his fatherõs death, a lawyer notified him of his 
fatherõs will, which mentioned him as the sole beneficiary.  He 
almost refused to attend the reading of the will but decided it was 
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his due after growing up without a father.  How a man could leave 
his wife and child, he would never understand. 
 He took the first train he could out of town and went to 
Michigan.  The ride wasnõt so bad since he brought a couple of 
books he had been meaning to read.  He particularly enjoyed 
Shakespeare and could read those over and over.  He considered 
going to New York City and checking out a Shakespearean play 
soon.  It had been a long time since he went to the theater.  It 
would be a much needed break after the stress at the bank. 
 He shook his head as he thought of Sue Lewisõ situation.  
For a beautiful woman to have to live a life confined to a grouchy 
old husband who would most likely only pay attention to her 
when he wanted her body made his stomach turn.  She wasnõt as 
bad as he originally thought.  After talking with her at the dance, 
he learned that there was more to her than her abrasive 
mannerisms.  He considered the possibility that she presented 
herself to the world as being a woman who was so strong she 
didnõt need a man so that people wouldnõt feel sorry for her since 
she was a spinster.  He knew he was lucky.  A man could remain 
unmarried his entire life and not suffer public disapproval because 
of it. 
 He forced aside his thoughts and picked up The Merchant of 
Venice.  He always enjoyed this comedy the most.  The women in 
Shakespeareõs plays were just as bold and endearing as Sue.  He 
shook his head again.  What was he doing?  He made it a point to 
help people as much as he could, but if there wasnõt anything else 
he could do, he let the matter go.  Why couldnõt he do that with 
her? 
 He put the book in his briefcase and took out the Bible 
instead.  He wasnõt sure what to do about George.  That young 
man didnõt have good business sense.  What am I to do about him?  
He turned to the book of Proverbs because it contained a great 
deal of wisdom.  He used it on a regular basis as a guide for his 
life.  Not that he didnõt read other books of the Bible, but this 
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particular book had the most influence in his business dealings.  
He credited it with his success.  He read the entire book during 
the next half hour.  It wasnõt a long book and it was easy to read.  
He also stumbled upon the answer to his question.  It came from 
Proverbs 23:9. 
 
 Do not speak in the hearing of a fool, 
 For he will despise the wisdom of your words. 
 
 Jake set the Bible down and realized it was pointless to 
argue with any other stupid ideas George came up with.  If 
Conrad was determined to run his business into the ground by 
handing over crucial business decisions to someone who put 
money before people, then he was going to reap the results of that 
foolish choice.  Talking to Conrad or George would only be a 
waste of his time. 
 Lord, there must be something I can do for Sue Lewis.  What can it 
possibly be? 
 

*** 
 
 The next day, Jake sat in the lawyerõs office.  He 
deliberately skipped the funeral to show how little he thought of 
his father.  To his surprise, no one else attended the funeral either.  
It was hard to feel sorry for his father, though it did make him 
wonder who would bother to come to his funeral.  He pushed 
aside the funny sensation in the back of his mind as the lawyer 
entered the office. 
 òJake Mitchell, itõs a pleasure to meet you,ó Mr. Barnett 
said as he shook his hand. 
 òI wish I could say the same but I would rather be doing 
something else.ó 
 òYour father wasnõt an easy man to deal with.ó 
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 òIõm sorry, Mr. Barnett.  Itõs hard to think of him without 
getting upset.  Iõm sure you are a decent man.ó 
 òI try to be.ó He smiled to show that he took no offense 
to Jakeõs earlier bland greeting. 
 They sat across from each other. 
 òYour father had no other children besides you.  At least, 
there were no children that we are aware of, and he didnõt marry 
any women after the divorce so thereõs no heir but you.  I think 
once you see the amount of money he was worth, youõll be glad 
you made the trip.ó 
 He handed Jake a piece of paper that revealed his fatherõs 
total assets.  Jakeõs eyes widened in surprise.  He could easily triple 
his net worth with his fatherõs money. 
 òThere is one stipulation before you can receive this 
money,ó Mr. Barnett slowly stated. 
 Jakeõs eyes narrowed.  Leave it to that man to make me 
miserable from the grave.  òAlright,ó Jake said.  òIõm a businessman.  
What are his terms?ó 
 òYou must marry a woman and stay married for six 
months.  He always regretted leaving your mother and didnõt want 
his example to turn you off from marriage.  He used to say that 
leaving her was when his life went downhill.  It wasnõt until two 
weeks ago that he came to Christ and got saved.  I guess it gave 
him lots to consider as he laid in the hospital bed waiting to die.ó 
 òWhy six months?  Why not one year?  Or two?ó 
 òHe fell in love with your mother in six months.ó 
 He rolled his eyes.  òAnd left her eleven years later.ó 
 òHe thought the grass was greener on the other side.  But 
after having a heart attack, he quickly learned it wasnõt.  So this 
brings me to the qualifications that this woman you are to marry 
must possess.  She must be a virgin, for sexual purity became a big 
thing for him.  She must be a Christian who pursues honorable 
work, if she is out of her parentsõ home.  Also, she has to be close 
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with her family so she knows the importance of being with loved 
ones.ó 
 òThis woman is the total opposite of who he was,ó he 
noted. 
 òYes.  I notice that too.ó 
 òTell me, did he give me her name?  It seems that he has 
everything else planned out for me.ó 
 òI know his method for giving you this money is 
unorthodox, but it is legally binding.  He heard you were still 
single and didnõt want you to miss out on the joy of marriage to a 
wonderful woman.ó 
 òWho can control me and make my life incredibly dull.  I 
know what women are like.  I have married friends who are stuck 
at home, helping with the kids and unable to do anything fun 
because if they were able to have fun, it would mean they would 
get their manhood back which is what every woman hopes to 
eliminate.ó 
 òYou have an unexpectedly morbid view of marriage.ó 
 òWell, isnõt that why he left my mother?ó 
 òIt wasnõt her fault.  She did everything she could to keep 
him happy.  He just refused to see her value until he was ready to 
die.ó 
 My mother was an honorable woman.  She didnõt deserve what he 
did to her. 
 òAnyway, this is the will, so you can read everything for 
yourself,ó Mr. Barnett said as he handed Jake the document.  òIf 
you decide to follow through with your fatherõs wishes, I will need 
to be at the wedding to verify your marriage and I must stay with 
you for one week, unannounced, to make sure you two are living 
in the same house.  Then at the six month mark, I will stop by to 
give you the money.  Actually, I can give you half of it at the 
wedding.  The other half will be due at six months.  What do you 
say?ó 
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 Jake carefully read every word of the will, his jaw 
clenching more and more as he read each paragraph.  Only his 
father could control his life after death.  He almost rejected the 
money when a thought occurred to him.  Half of this money will not 
only pay off the Lewis debt, but it will be enough to cover their farming 
expenses for the next year and it will provide Sue with a comfortable living for 
the rest of her life.  Then after six months, she can go her way and I can go 
mine and I will live very well off the remaining half of the money.  What if 
God was answering his prayer this way?  Sure, it wasnõt the way he 
expected his prayer to be answered, but sometimes God used 
unconventional means to solve a problem.  After all, Jonah lived 
to tell of his experience after he was swallowed by a whale. 
 Jake looked at Mr. Barnett.  òIõll do it.ó 
 

*** 
 
 Jake wasnõt able to return home until Friday afternoon, 
which made him rush through a quick dinner before he bathed 
and dressed.  He would be going to the dance but the business he 
usually tended to at these dances would focus on one person.  Sue 
would most likely be there, ready to say yes to a marriage with any 
available bachelor who offered it.  As much as he hated the idea of 
being married, he knew any woman who settled for an old man 
just to bail her father out of debt would be more miserable than 
he would be for the next six months.  It would be better for her 
too, if she only had to confine herself to marriage for six months 
to him instead of a lifetime to an old man who only valued her for 
her body. 
 Iõll give Miss Lewis credit for being selfless.  Had it been him, he 
would let his father go bankrupt. 
 He arrived at the dance at his usual time and tipped Henry. 
 òIõll be waiting for you when you come out,ó Henry 
promised. 
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 òThank you,ó he said.  He liked the fact that Henry always 
waited for him whenever he went anywhere.  He didnõt have to 
worry about finding another driver.  òI appreciate you taking me 
on such short notice.  I wasnõt originally planning to come tonight, 
but I discovered a business opportunity too good to pass up and if 
I donõt act on it tonight, Iõll probably lose the account.ó 
 òMy wife and children are so grateful to you that they said 
to take you anywhere you want to go whenever you want to go,ó 
he confided.  òYouõre steady employment for me.ó 
 He smiled.  òIf things go well, then Iõll most likely bring a 
guest to take to her home.ó 
 òI thought you said you had a business venture here 
tonight.ó 
 òPart business, part pleasure.  Iõll explain later if she agrees 
to it.ó 
 He nodded. 
 Jake entered the building, adjusting his dark blue tie with 
thin white diagonal stripes on it.  It matched his dark blue suit.  
He wasnõt superstitious by nature but more often than not, when 
he wore this particular suit in the past, he succeeded in all of his 
business transactions. 
 òGood evening, Mr. Mitchell,ó Thomas Evans greeted.  
òMay I take your coat and hat, sir?ó 
 òYes, you may, Mr. Evans,ó he replied.  He slipped off his 
black coat and hat and handed it to the doorman.  òHave you seen 
Miss Lewis?ó 
 òThe new blond who is wearing the same blue dress she 
wore last week?ó 
 He grimaced.  He wondered why she would do something 
as tacky as wear the same dress to two dances in a row but 
reminded himself that she probably used all the money she had to 
buy that dress and didnõt have any others.  òThatõs the woman.ó 
He tried not to let his distaste show.  Thank goodness Mr. Evans 
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warned him before he saw her and reacted poorly at the sight of 
her.  It wouldnõt be a good way to start his proposal. 
 òShe is on the dance floor,ó he said. 
 òThank you.ó He slipped him a tip for hanging his coat 
and hat. 
 òAnytime.  Iõll keep a close eye on your things.ó 
 He nodded and walked further into the building.  He knew 
that Mr. Evans took better care of coats and hats than the other 
doorman did, so he made it a point to enter the building when Mr. 
Evans was at the door. 
 As he walked into the ballroom, he saw Jennifer Gordon 
laughing and whispering to one her friends who was just as 
gossipy and giggly as she was.  He sighed when he realized the two 
girls were making fun of Sue who was dancing with the seventy 
year old man who had his eyes glued to her last time.  He didnõt 
know what was worse.  Watching old man York staring at her 
bosom or the fact that Jennifer and a few others in the room 
believed Sue was making a public spectacle of herself. 
 Two things are for sure: one, Iõm not going to let York ogle her for 
the rest of the night and two, Iõm buying her a new wardrobe as soon as she 
agrees to my plan. 
 Just as he was about to walk onto the dance floor, Chad 
Walker stopped him.  Chad Walker was one of the wealthiest 
clients at the bank, so he had to talk to him.  At least York 
wouldnõt grope her in public. 
 òMr. Walker, how are you this fine December evening?  
Are you looking forward to Christmas?ó he warmly greeted. 
 òWith Christmas being two weeks away, my wife is out 
doing her usual yuletide shopping.  Iõm almost scared to see the 
bill every time she comes home.ó He grinned.  òBut she is a 
sensible woman and only purchases things we need so I donõt 
complain too much.ó 
 òWill you be going to Richmond this year?ó 
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 òI had thought about it.  Her relatives live there.  We 
spent Thanksgiving with my side of the family, so itõll be their 
turn.  What will you be doing for Christmas?ó 
 òWith any luck, Iõll be welcoming my bride home.ó 
 He raised his eyebrows in interest.  òA confirmed bachelor 
like you has decided to settle down?ó 
 òItõs a long story but yes.ó 
 òYouõre not going to ask Jennifer Gordon, are you?  I 
know sheõs pretty but sheõs shallow.  She wonõt amuse you beyond 
the honeymoon.ó 
 òNo.  Miss Gordon is definitely not on the list.  Iõm 
considering Miss Sue Lewis.ó 
 He looked impressed.  òSheõs rough on the outside but 
sheõs got a heart of gold.  My wife owns the library and thinks well 
of her.  Actually, she is part of the reason I wished to speak with 
you tonight while things are friendly.ó 
 Jake stood at attention, aware that the conversation was 
going to be serious.  òWhat is it?ó 
 òMiss Lewis has been telling everyone at the library about 
George Leroyõs decision to veto your and Mr. Monroeõs plan to 
help her family.  Now, under ordinary circumstances, I would not 
allow such a thing to influence my business dealings.  However, 
my wife is very fond of Miss Lewis and has insisted that I 
withdraw my accounts from the bank on Monday.  I will be 
transferring all of my accounts to the bank in the next town.ó 
 He sighed.  òI canõt say Iõm surprised.  I warned George 
and his father that this would happen.ó 
 òWhen are you going to open your own bank?  You have 
often discussed the possibility with me.ó 
 òI have to wait for one of my investments to mature 
before I have enough funds to buy the building across the street 
from the dress shop.  I should have it open shortly after New 
Yearõs Day.ó 
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 òHmm...In that case, I can probably keep my accounts 
there until then.  I will want to transfer my funds to your bank.  
My wife will be relieved.  We really didnõt want to go to the next 
town but saw little choice.ó 
 òMr. Walker, if you donõt mind, would you not tell anyone 
my plan?  I donõt wish for George or Conrad to learn of this.  
With Georgeõs ethics, itõs hard to tell what he will do.ó 
 He nodded.  òI understand.ó 
 He was relieved. 
 òIõll let you rescue Miss Lewis.ó 
 Jake was surprised by the protective urge that came over 
him when he saw the old man òaccidentlyó touch her bottom.  
This is going to stop and itõs going to stop now.  òIt was good talking with 
you,ó he politely told Mr. Walker. 
 Chad walked back to his wife who was talking with her 
good friends. 
 Jake tried his best to not scowl at Mr. York who was 
bragging to Sue about his coin collection.  òGood evening, Mr. 
York, Miss Lewis,ó he interrupted. 
 They stopped dancing. 
 She looked relieved when Mr. York released his hold on 
her. 
 òMr. Mitchell, just the man I wanted to see.ó Mr. York 
smiled and shook his hand. 
 Jake returned his smile though it wasnõt easy considering 
how greasy his palms were.  òMr. York, it is always a pleasure to 
see you.ó 
 òYes.  Well, I heard what you did for Miss Lewis and her 
family.  I hadnõt realized that Mr. Leroyõs son was at the age where 
heõs ready to take over the bank.  I must admit that Iõm 
disappointed in the decision he made.ó 
 òYes, it is quite distressing.ó Just how many people know?  He 
didnõt know one woman could have such a profound impact on 
people.  He didnõt know whether to be alarmed or impressed.  
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òActually, I had a question for Miss Lewis and wondered if she 
would be willing to dance with me so I could ask it?ó 
 òOh, I donõt know.  Weõre having a great time together,ó 
he argued.  He winked at her. 
 She smiled but it seemed forced.  òOf course, we are.ó 
 òAnd I am very grateful she has been able to be in your 
company since you kept her away from men who would take 
advantage of her while I was away,ó Jake pleasantly stated.  òI had 
asked her if she would marry me last week, but she said I had to 
wait until tonight for her answer.  So after I returned from 
Michigan today, I came right by here to see what her answer is.  I 
hope you donõt mind that I got her first.ó 
 òYou didnõt tell me about this.ó He frowned at her. 
 She looked flustered as she tried to think of something to 
say. 
 òI asked her to keep it a secret,ó Jake quickly inserted.  òI 
know she thinks youõre a very attractive man.  Did you know she 
thought you were fifty?ó 
 òDid she now?ó He smiled, obviously pleased. 
 òShe did.  She wanted to dance with you last week, but I 
got jealous and insisted she spend her affections on me.  I am sure 
you can understand my reason.  I hope you didnõt steal her from 
me.ó 
 òOh, well now, Mr. Mitchell.  You are a fine man.  I 
couldnõt take something that belongs to you.ó He turned to her.  
òSue, you are very precious and Iõm flattered you would consider 
leaving Mr. Mitchell for me, but he is a good friend of my sonõs, 
and I must keep my loyalties to my boy.  I donõt wish to upset 
him, and if you break Mr. Mitchellõs heart, my son would be sore 
with me.  I hope you can move on and not dwell on what might 
have been with me.ó 
 òI...I donõt know what to say,ó she stammered. 
 òI fear I did some damage, Mr. Mitchell,ó he said.  òMr. 
Mitchell may not be as charming or attractive as I am, but heõs a 
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good man and heõll treat you well.  You go on with him.ó He 
softly pushed her to Jake and quietly walked away. 
 Jake expected her to express her relief over being saved 
from a marriage with an old man, but instead of gratitude, she was 
upset. 
 òYou have a lot of nerve,ó she quietly hissed. 
 òExcuse me?ó he asked. 
 òI had him exactly where I wanted him and you ruined it 
for me.  He was just offering to pay off my familyõs debt.ó 
 òSo am I.ó Now he was getting upset.  òI just asked you to 
marry me.  Werenõt you listening?ó 
 She rolled her eyes.  òThe only reason you did that was to 
ôsave meõ from him.ó 
 òNo.  Though it was a nice benefit.  Heõs like a dog in 
heat.  You can do better than that.ó 
 òI figure he doesnõt have much longer to live and he will 
pay my fatherõs debts off.ó 
 òI can pay that off just as easily as he can.  And you only 
have to spend six months married to me instead of years married 
to him.  I offer the better deal.ó 
 She gasped.  òIs that the way you see marriage?  As a 
business deal?ó 
 òThis one is.  I will explain everything if youõll dance with 
me.ó 
 She crossed her arms and remained still. 
 òI warned you not to do that.ó 
 She quickly put her arms back down.  òI know.  I forgot, 
alright?ó 
 òI donõt understand you.  Iõm a much better choice than 
York is any day of the week.ó 
 òIf you were desperate to save your family, you would go 
to great lengths too.ó 
 òI wouldnõt know that kind of loyalty seeing that I have no 
family.  And quite frankly, if thatõs what family loyalty will get me, 
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then count me out.ó He took a deep breath to calm down.  If 
anyone could get him riled up, it was Sue Lewis.  òMay I have this 
dance so I can talk to you?  We can even pretend to be friends 
while we do it.ó 
 òYouõre ruining all my chances for me.ó 
 òIõm giving you the best chance of all.ó 
 òAlright.  But Iõm not going to enjoy myself.ó 
 òFair enough.ó This is why I hate marriage for myself.  Women 
are difficult to manage when it comes to romance.  He ignored the way his 
body responded with pleasure as he took her in his arms.  òBefore 
I go into detail, I need to ask you a question.  The answer is 
probably yes but I need to cover all my bases.  Are you a virgin?ó 
 Her jaw dropped and she stopped dancing.  òI beg your 
pardon?ó 
 òIõll take your horrified look as a yes.  Only a virgin would 
respond like that.ó He led her in a common dance step so that she 
would move again. 
 òSince weõre discussing personal matters, are you one?ó 
 He grinned at her sarcasm.  òYes.  And our marriage wonõt 
change that.ó 
 òYou are speaking in riddles.ó 
 òNot really.  Hereõs the situation.  My father died recently 
and left a will.  I am his sole heir and am entitled to everything he 
owned on one condition.  I have to get married to a woman who 
is a Christian who does honorable work, provided she doesnõt live 
with her parents, and is a virgin.  She must also be close to her 
family.  I only have to be married for six months.  Then I can get 
an annulment.  Hereõs the good part.  My father was rich.ó He 
told her how much money he would receive on the wedding day. 
 Her eyes grew wide.  òHe had that much?ó 
 òThatõs only half.  I will give you that amount as a 
wedding gift to you.  I will receive my part of the money after six 
months is up.ó 
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 òI can see why youõre tempted to do this,ó she admitted.  
òThatõs a lot of money.ó 
 òSo, you can see that this isnõt really a marriage.  Itõs a 
business transaction.ó 
 She frowned.  òI donõt know.  Isnõt it sacrilegious to make 
a marriage into a business deal?ó 
 òI think itõs better than what you were trying to do with 
Mr. York, donõt you?  If you help me get money, then I can help 
you get money so you can save your familyõs property.  What 
better cause can a person have than to help others?ó 
 òYou would really give me all of the money you will get on 
the wedding day?ó 
 òYes.  Iõll even draw up a contract which you can read 
over to make sure itõs all legitimate.ó 
 òAnd I wonõt have to have sex with you?ó 
 òCorrect.  You will be as pure as you are today.ó 
 òThen weõll get an annulment and go our separate ways?ó 
 òYes.  No one gets hurt.  Itõs a win-win situation.ó 
 òI want to take the contract to a lawyer and have him look 
at it.ó 
 òOf course,ó he agreed.  òI wouldnõt expect you to do 
anything less.ó 
 òShould I stop by the bank on Monday to pick up the 
contract?ó 
 òAs long as you come before noon.  I have to attend 
meetings for the rest of the day.ó 
 òIf this is legitimate, you have yourself a deal.ó 
 He smiled.  òAnd who knows?  Maybe weõll even become 
friends instead of pretending to get along at these dances.ó 
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ueõs head was spinning by the time she got home that evening.  

She didnõt know whether to trust Jake Mitchell or not.  He asked 
for her coat and slipped it over her shoulders by the end of the 
dance and escorted her to his personal taxi driver, Henry 
Reynolds, who congratulated them on their engagement and took 
her home.  Jake walked with her to the front door of the 
apartment and wished her a good night and said he would see her 
at the bank on Monday. 
 It almost seemed too good to be true, except she wasnõt 
marrying for love.  She had always hoped to marry for love, but a 
spinster whose father was up to his eyeballs in debt could hardly 
expect her prince to waltz through the door and take her off to his 
enchanted castle where they would live happily ever after.  She 
read enough books to understand the difference between fairytales 
and reality.  She could be content with marrying Jake to fulfill a 
business agreement. 
 The next day, Belinda sent her a telegram asking her to 
come by for a snack in the afternoon.  Sue walked to Belindaõs 
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house since it wasnõt too far from where she lived.  When she 
arrived at the two story, three bedroom home, Belindaõs five year 
old daughter came running out to hug her. 
 òGood day, Miss Sue,ó the girl greeted. 
 òGood day, Tracy.  How are you?ó 
 òIõm doing good.  My mama said that we can see you 
more now that youõre getting married.ó 
 Sue sighed.  She couldnõt believe word had spread so 
quickly.  She didnõt tell anyone.  Did Jake do this? 
 òMr. York said that you were getting sweet on him but he 
had to put a stop to your advances before you broke Mr. 
Mitchellõs heart.ó 
 She rolled her eyes.  Mr. York would be eager to tell 
everyone how she adored him.  She forced her stomach ache 
aside.  The very memory of feeling his arms around her and his 
òaccidentaló slip on her bottom made her shiver in disgust.  At 
least with Jake, she felt comfortable. 
 Belinda showed up at the front door, holding her newborn 
son in her arms.  òSue, how wonderful it is to see you!  I was 
hoping youõd come by.ó 
 òHow are you today, Belinda?ó 
 Tracy followed Sue into the house and followed her and 
Belinda to the parlor. 
 òWill you please sit?ó Belinda offered. 
 Sue nodded and sat on the pink couch.  Tracy sat next to 
her.  Belinda loved pink and frilly things.  Sue always felt more like 
a tomboy next to her childhood friend.  She preferred blues and 
greens and solid colored furnishings.  Her tastes were simpler as 
well.  Belinda loved to fill each room of her house with countless 
figurines and knickknacks.  Sue would rather fill her place with 
books and travel brochures. 
 òWould you mind holding little Bartholomew while I get 
some coffee and cookies?ó she asked. 
 Sue nodded.  òIõd love to hold him.ó 



44 
 

 òWho knows?  Maybe you can use him for practice for 
when you hold your own little one.  Wouldnõt it be fun if we could 
take our children to the park together?ó 
 Before Sue could answer, Belinda handed her the baby and 
left the room.  She sighed as she held the baby in her arms.  He 
was sleeping.  She hadnõt expected news to travel so fast, but it 
made her feel overwhelmed.  She wasnõt happy with the fact that 
she fit in with Belindaõs world because she was going to be 
married.  She hated the unwritten rule that said she couldnõt spend 
much time with her childhood friend as long as she was a spinster.  
If she wanted to be around Belindaõs husband, she could 
understand the need for such a rule, but she merely wanted to see 
Belinda and talk to her. 
 Suddenly she felt sad.  She was only worth something 
because she was going to marry someone.  Otherwise, very few 
people cared she existed.  Belinda cares.  She always cared.  It was just 
her husband that forbade her to socialize with me unless I was married.  Did 
a woman have to blindly follow her husbandõs rules?  Couldnõt she 
maintain her own personality and interests even if she was 
married?  Did Jake think that he could control her once they 
married?  Thereõs no way Iõll let him control me!  Iõll still be my own person.  
Just because I change my last name, it doesnõt mean I give up who I am. 
 Belinda returned with the coffee and cookies.  She set the 
tray on a white table decorated with pink roses.  òTracy, put your 
napkin in your lap if you wish to eat.ó 
 òYes, Mama,ó she obeyed as she spread the pink napkin 
out. 
 òI will take him so you can eat and drink,ó Belinda 
offered. 
 Sue handed him back to her.  She knew she wouldnõt ever 
have a child of her own.  Pushing aside the depressing thought, 
she turned her attention to Belinda who sat in the chair across 
from her. 
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 òSo, how did you get engaged to Jake Mitchell?ó Belinda 
wondered, her eyes wide in interest.  òI heard that he was ardently 
opposed to marriage.  What is your secret?ó 
 òThere is no secret.  Heõs marrying me so he can receive 
his fatherõs inheritance.  Really, itõs not a big deal.ó She took a sip 
of the coffee and added some sugar. 
 òI heard that he couldnõt stand his father.  His father 
abandoned him and his mother when he was ten.ó 
 She glanced at her friend.  òHow do you know so much 
about him?ó 
 òMy husband does business with him on occasion when 
he needs financial assistance with his investments.ó 
 Jim Hawke was well-known for his store, Hawkeõs Buggies 
and Horse Supplies.  He made a decent living but he didnõt handle 
his money very well so he consulted Jake for investing advice.  Sue 
considered that Jakeõs advice was working because Belinda 
recently got the diamond necklace. 
 òOh, I just remembered your necklace.ó She pulled it out 
of her coat pocket and handed it to her.  òThank you for letting 
me borrow it two Fridays in a row.ó 
 òYouõre welcome,ó Belinda replied.  òIõm just happy it 
worked.  You snagged the most sought after bachelor in Virginia.  
I hear about him from the luncheons at the Ladiesõ Hall.  Heõs the 
man women want to marry and men want to be.  Youõre very 
lucky.  Anyway, youõll get to join us now that youõre marrying Jake.  
In fact, youõll be one of the wealthiest women there.  Everyone 
will love you.ó 
 òBecause Iõll be rich?ó She set the cup down.  She lost her 
appetite.  Was her life really going to revolve around luncheons 
and other pointless social endeavors? 
 òRich women are treated like royalty.  Youõre making a 
tremendous jump.ó 
 òIõm only marrying Jake because of an arrangement.  He 
can only receive his fatherõs money if he marries someone for six 
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months.  I agreed to it because I will get half the money which will 
cover my fatherõs debts.ó 
 òSo this is a business arrangement?ó 
 She nodded.  òAnd it will only be for six months.ó 
 She frowned.  òI didnõt know that.  Then you wonõt be 
having children?ó 
 òNo.  We agreed to keep it platonic.ó 
 òThen we canõt go to the childrenõs events together.  And 
once six months is up, I wonõt be able to see you as often 
anymore.  Itõll be even worse though since youõll be a divorced 
woman.ó 
 òIt will be an annulment.ó 
 òStill, I had hoped this would be the start of our being 
best friends again.ó 
 òI donõt think Iõll be going to all those social functions 
either.  I like my life, Belinda.  I enjoy my quiet time in my 
apartment where I can be alone and read.  I like sitting in the 
library surrounded by books.  I like visiting my family on the farm 
and helping with the cattle and fixing things around the place.  I 
like racing my siblings on the horses and lassoing cattle.  What do 
you spend your day doing?ó 
 òEntertaining guests and joining other married women to 
luncheons and playgroups for our children.ó 
 òDo you ever get to travel with Jim?ó 
 òJim doesnõt like to travel.  I donõt either though, so it 
works out.  Once you get married, you learn to enjoy entertaining 
at home and doing social activities in town.ó 
 òMarriage sounds boring if thatõs what Iõm expected to 
do.ó 
 òOh, youõll learn to like it.  Once you start doing these 
things, youõll even think itõs fun.ó Belinda handed her a cookie.  
òTry this.  Itõs my new recipe.ó 
 She reluctantly took the cookie and bit into it.  òItõs good.ó 
 òDo you know much about Jake?ó 
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 òNot really.  I met him because I kept pestering everyone 
at the bank.ó 
 òI heard about that.  Why did you keep going there and 
causing such a fuss?ó 
 òDo you remember the parable Jesus told about the old 
widow and the judge?  She kept going to his office to take care of 
a wrong that was done to her and the only reason he took care of 
the problem was because she wouldnõt give up.  I thought if I did 
the same thing, my father would be able to keep his land and 
house.ó 
 òIt worked.  Jake is marrying you so you can get money to 
bail your father out of debt.  I guess itõs a good thing you donõt 
quit.ó 
 She sighed.  òHe called me a nag.  Do you think Iõm a 
nag?ó 
 òYouõre very...persistent.  When something is important to 
you, you donõt give up until you obtain your goal.ó 
 òJust the kind of attribute that makes for a poor wife, 
donõt you think?ó 
 òSince youõre not staying married to him, it doesnõt matter 
what kind of personality you have.ó 
 òIn other words, I will make a poor wife.ó 
 òI didnõt say that.  Youõre putting words in my mouth, Sue.  
You have a lot of great things going for you.  Youõre passionate, 
strong-willed, persistent, and bold.ó 
 òAnd what is it that men want?ó 
 òWell, Jim tells me that men like women who are 
submissive to their husbands.  You know, women should be soft 
spoken, delicate, sweet, and obedient.ó 
 òHow cute.  Are you allowed to do anything you want or 
is it all about what he wants?ó 
 òSue, donõt be so negative.  It is Godõs way.ó 
 òI donõt think I care much for this.ó 
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 òYour attitude is exactly why you were a spinster for so 
long.  Men donõt want women who oppose what they say or 
want.ó 
 òTell me, do you agree with everything Jim does or do you 
just go along with it to please him?ó 
 òI find the easiest way to get what I want is to make him 
happy.  Marriage is hard work and the woman does a lot of 
sacrificing, but if she does what he wants, he is happy.  And when 
heõs happy, things are better for everyone.  How do you think I 
got the necklace?  He gives me nice things when I do what he 
wants.ó 
 To Sue, this sounded like a dog being rewarded for 
performing a trick.  òIõm not going to follow your path.  Iõm sorry, 
Belinda.  I donõt agree with you.  Iõm going to make sure Jake 
understands that Iõm not going to just lie down and let him walk 
all over me.ó 
 òJim doesnõt walk all over me.  I enjoy being married to 
him.ó 
 òHe does dictate who you can see and how often.  I donõt 
know why Iõm such a threat to him.ó 
 òHeõs afraid youõll put ideas in my head.ó 
 Sue set the cookie down and crossed her arms.  òReally?  
What kind of ideas would I put in your head?ó 
 She looked embarrassed.  òNothing.  Letõs just forget I 
said anything.ó 
 òI donõt want to forget this, Belinda.  Why do I threaten 
him?ó 
 She sighed.  òBecause you have such strong opinions.  He 
figures when you marry, Jake will tame you.ó 
 òIs that what Jake said?ó 
 òNo.  Itõs just the way things are in marriage.  Men lead 
and the women follow.ó 
 òI donõt agree with that.  The Bible makes it clear that men 
and women are equal before God.  The husband is the head of the 
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family, but since he loves his wife, he will certainly value her 
opinion and want to do things that are pleasing for her.  It is a 
love relationship where both sides serve each other.ó 
 òJim says the Bible says the wife is to submit to her 
husband.ó 
 òDid he also mention how the husband and wife are to 
submit to each other?  Or how the husband is to love his wife as 
Christ loved the church and gave Himself up for it?  Would Jim 
put your interests ahead of his own?ó 
 òI can see why Jim feels the way he does.  Sue, you are a 
dear friend, but your words are upsetting to me.  Jim sets the tone 
for this house and I follow along.ó 
 òHe bosses you around.ó 
 òI take it that is how you see it.ó 
 òYouõre right, Belinda.  This conversation is upsetting.  
Jim may get away with this but Jake wonõt.  I refuse to let him run 
my life.  I will maintain my identity.  I wonõt give up who I am.  
God made me the way He did for a reason.ó 
 òIf youõre not careful, he wonõt want to keep you after the 
six months are up.ó 
 She cringed.  òIõm not a pet.  Iõm a person.ó 
 òIõm just saying that if you want to keep your husband 
happy, you have to bend to what he wants.ó 
 òEven if it displeases me?ó 
 òThatõs what submission is all about.ó 
 òSo my opinions donõt matter.ó 
 òWhat could be more important than bringing a smile to 
his face?ó 
 òBeing who I really am.  I would rather be single and be 
who I am than live such a miserable existence.ó 
 Belinda sighed sympathetically.  òMy poor, sweet Sue.  
You are going to be alone once June arrives.  Six months isnõt a 
long time.ó 
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 òI hope you donõt mind if I go back home.  I find this 
conversation very distressing.ó She stood up and buttoned her 
coat. 
 òI am sorry.  Please, donõt take offense to what I said.  I 
wonõt mention it again.ó 
 She suddenly realized she was doing the same thing that 
Jim probably did to her.  òNo, Belinda.  You were just voicing 
your opinion.  I should allow you that right.  Iõm the one whoõs 
sorry.  Can we agree to disagree?ó 
 She smiled.  òI would like that very much.ó 
 òThank you.ó She sat back on the couch so they could 
continue their conversation. 
 

*** 
 
 On Monday, Sue arrived at the bank around ten.  As soon 
as George saw her, he stomped up to her and ordered her to 
leave. 
 òI donõt appreciate you coming by here after all those 
vicious rumors you spread about me,ó he hissed at her. 
 She placed her hands on her hips and smiled in 
satisfaction.  òYou mean people actually care about what I think?  
How flattering.ó 
 He scowled at her.  òYouõre a thorn in my side and Iõll do 
everything I can to bring you down.ó 
 She laughed.  òIõm just a simple librarian.  Good luck on 
finding a deep dark secret looming in my closet.ó 
 òGet out of my bank.ó 
 òWhat are you doing with my fianc®?ó Jake barked at him 
as he walked up to her.  He put his arm around her shoulders.  òIs 
he being mean to you?ó 
 She found Jakeõs protective stance unexpectedly pleasing. 
 òYou canõt be serious.ó George rolled his eyes.  òSince 
when did you want to be with her?ó 
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 òEver since she showed up at the dance on Friday night.  
You would be surprised with how good her dancing is,ó he 
answered.  òNow, if youõll excuse us, we have some things to 
discuss in my office.  Come along, honey, and donõt let George 
disturb you.  His bark is worse than his bite.ó 
 She mutely allowed him to gently lead her into his office.  
He shut the door so that George couldnõt overhear what they 
would discuss. 
 òWill you have a seat?ó he offered. 
 She struggled to overcome her shock as she sat in the 
chair. 
 He sat in his chair and pulled out the document from his 
desk drawer.  He glanced at her when she didnõt say anything.  
òAre you feeling alright?ó 
 She nodded. 
 òWhen have you ever been at a loss for words?ó He 
grinned.  òDonõt mind George.  You shouldnõt let him get your 
feathers all ruffled.ó 
 òHeõs not what he appears.  You think heõs harmless but 
heõs not.  Thereõs venom in his bite.ó 
 He waved his hand as if to dismiss the observation.  òI can 
handle him.  Besides, once I finalize my purchase on the empty 
building across from the dress shop, I will own my own bank and 
he wonõt be my problem anymore.ó 
 Her ears perked up at this announcement.  òYouõre 
opening another bank?  Thatõs wonderful!  Itõll give people an 
option.ó 
 òI didnõt expect you to be so pleased.ó He smiled, 
obviously enjoying her enthusiasm. 
 òOf course I am.  Most of the people in this city will be.  
Very few people like George Leroy.  They are fond of his father 
but they worry about what will happen when George takes over.ó 
 òConrad will retire after New Yearõs.  Then George will 
take over.  With any luck, Iõll have opened the bank by then.  I 
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have to hand it to you.  Youõve already attracted Mr. Walker to my 
bank, and heõs one the most prestigious clients at this bank.ó 
 òMrs. Walker and I talk about twice a month about the 
books we should order and maintain at the library.  She loves 
literature as much as I do.ó 
 òMr. Tobias and Mr. Elan also approached me this 
morning about their desire to stop business at this bank.  Their 
wives are good friends with Mrs. Walker and are just as upset 
about what George and Conrad did to your family as she is.  You 
may not realize it but your opinion pulls a lot of weight in this 
town.  I never considered the power of women interacting 
together and influencing their husbandsõ decisions.  Iõll have to 
take you dancing with me as long as weõre married.  Youõre good 
for business.ó 
 She frowned.  Was he going to make her attend luncheons 
and dinner parties too?  She had to put a stop to this as soon as 
possible.  òI have no intention of quitting my job at the library.  I 
work daytime hours and do not wish to leave home after a long 
day at work.ó 
 He shrugged.  òThat is fine, as long as you go dancing with 
me on Fridays.ó 
 òYou do understand what I am saying, right?ó 
 òIõm not a moron.  I get it.  Youõll keep your job and 
confine yourself to our house in the evenings, except for Fridays.ó 
 She slowly nodded.  òJust as long as you understand.  Iõm 
not going to do things just because you tell me to.ó 
 His face turned red with irritation.  òDid I give you the 
impression that I was going to boss you around?ó 
 òWell, no.  Not yet.ó 
 òLook, itõs not women who get bossed around in a 
marriage.  Women are the ones who boss their husbands around.  
Before men get married, they can enjoy their hobbies, but a 
woman comes along and decides what he can and cannot do.  I 
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donõt want you dictating my life for me.  I have my own interests 
and you wonõt stand in the way of them.ó 
 Now she was offended.  Did he think so little of her?  òI 
donõt care what you do as long as you honor your word and pay 
off my fatherõs debts.ó 
 òGood.  Then itõs settled.  You will live your life as you 
please and Iõll live my life as I please.  I just need your company 
on Friday nights so I can network with potential customers.  If I 
donõt show up with you, the wives will most likely take offense 
and insist their husbands do business somewhere else.  Do you 
have a problem with that?ó 
 òNo, I donõt!ó 
 òThen letõs get down to business,ó he snapped.  He 
shoved the contract at her.  òThis states everything in clear 
terms.ó 
 òIõll take it to my lawyer before I sign it,ó she shot back. 
 òI know.  Just bring it back before Wednesday.  I have to 
let my fatherõs lawyer know Iõm getting married this Saturday.  
The sooner I can get the money, the sooner your fatherõs debts 
can be cleared and the sooner your family wonõt have to worry 
about George foreclosing on you.  Then on May 20, I can annul 
this marriage and receive my money.  Letõs just get this over with 
so we can go back to our lives.ó 
 òFine.  I will be back later today.  I want to finish this as 
much as you do.ó 
 òAt least we can agree on something,ó he grumbled. 
 She stiffly nodded and left the bank.  He made her so mad 
she wanted to scream.  What right did he have to accuse her of 
trying to control him?  She had no such desire.  It was men who 
controlled women with their misuse of the òwomen submit to 
your husbandsó verse in the Bible from the book of Ephesians. 
 She went directly to the lawyerõs office and sat in the 
waiting room until he could squeeze her into his schedule.  She 
liked Mr. Gregory.  He was an honest and fair man who helped 
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her family out in the past.  After he read the contract, he gave her 
his approval. 
 òItõs all very clear and precise,ó he said.  òI see nothing 
wrong with it.ó 
 òSo I wonõt lose anything?ó 
 òThe only thing youõre in danger of losing is your heart.ó 
 She snorted her opinion. 
 He shrugged as he handed it to her.  òMr. Mitchell is a fair 
and generous man.  Not only will your familyõs debts be absolved, 
but heõll make provisions to teach them the basics of money 
management so they wonõt fall into debt ever again.  Then you will 
receive the remaining money into your personal account to do 
whatever you see fit to do with it.  You will be financially well off 
for the rest of your life.  This is an excellent deal for you.ó 
 That made her feel better.  Her anger over her argument 
with Jake earlier that day began to die down.  She returned to the 
bank, ignoring an irate George who glared at her, and entered 
Jakeõs office unannounced.  He seemed to be surprised to see her. 
 òIõm ready to sign it,ó she said.  òMr. Gregory said it had 
to be notarized to be official and you can do that at this bank.ó 
 òGood.  Follow me.ó 
 She noted that he still sounded sour but was trying to be 
polite.  This only served to irritate her again. 
 òGood morning, Justin.ó He smiled as they walked to Mr. 
Monroeõs office.  òDo you have a moment?ó 
 She shook her head at how he could be so pleasant to 
someone who wasnõt her or George. 
 òAs a matter of fact, I do.ó Justin waved them inside.  òI 
just finished some paperwork and my next appointment wonõt be 
for another ten minutes.  What can I do for you?ó 
 òI need you to notarize this contract between myself and 
Miss Lewis.ó 
 òAlright,ó he slowly replied as he got the necessary 
supplies out.  He called in two witnesses. 
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 She signed her part of the document and he signed his 
part.  After the two witnesses signed their names, Justin finished 
the process. 
 òThis is an odd way to propose, Jake,ó he softly said as the 
witnesses left his office. 
 òAs long as it gets the job done,ó Jake blandly replied. 
 òHere you go.ó He handed Jake and Sue a copy of the 
contract.  òWhat lengths you wonõt go to in order to help out a 
customer.ó 
 òI would have offered you to her but youõre already 
married.ó 
 òI am standing here,ó she reminded him. 
 òMarriage isnõt all bad, Jake,ó Justin assured him.  òIf you 
allow it, you can actually have fun.ó 
 òIõm not interested in having fun with her, nor is she 
interested in having fun with me.  We will have fun while we are 
married but we wonõt have fun together.ó 
 òI know when Iõm not wanted,ó she snapped.  òIõll see you 
at the church on Saturday at noon.ó 
 òIõll be sending a seamstress by your place later this week 
to take your measurements for your wedding gown,ó Jake notified 
her. 
 òYouõre already trying to dictate my life,ó she angrily 
replied. 
 òGive me a break.  You canõt show up in the same blue 
dress you wore to the dance two Fridays in a row, nor can you 
show up in one of your peasant clothes.  I do have an image to 
maintain in this town, and I refuse to let you tarnish that image.ó 
 òPeasant clothes?ó 
 òYes.  You may be pretty but your clothes leave a lot to be 
desired.  I am going to have a beautiful wedding which will 
impress important people.  You have to do your part.ó 
 òYou just wait, Mr. Mitchell.  Iõll wear the dress but you 
wonõt dictate anything else I do.ó 
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 òAs long as you go dancing on Fridays, I donõt care what 
you do.  You can roll in the mud on your other days or go around 
nagging the rest of the town.ó 
 She was ready to throw something at him so she quickly 
turned to leave. 
 òI think youõve met your match,ó she heard Justin chuckle 
before she left the bank. 
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ake spent the rest of the week fuming despite his best efforts to 

put Sue Lewis far from his mind.  He wasnõt married to her yet, 
and he was already dreading having her around his house.  He 
hadnõt even been aware of her a month ago, and suddenly, she was 
a big part of his world.  Six months.  All I have to do is survive the next 
six months and Iõll be free again. 
 Justin did his best to console him.  òI donõt think sheõs 
that bad of a woman.  My wife speaks highly of her.  She may not 
be rich but she has found a way into the hearts of many 
prominent women in town.  They canõt wait to invite her to their 
luncheons.ó 
 He grimaced.  òBefore I know it, sheõll insist on dinner 
parties at my house.  The next six months of my life are going to 
be a living nightmare.ó 
 òI donõt know.  Sheõs got a lot of passion.  It could help 
warm up those cold winter nights.  You might enjoy yourself so 
much you wonõt want to end the marriage.ó 
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 òNo way, Justin.  Iõm not going to lay a hand on her 
except to kiss her at the wedding and hold her hand or arm in 
public.  This is a business arrangement.ó 
 òArenõt you the least bit attracted to women?ó 
 òOf course, I am.  But I donõt lose my head over any 
woman.  They use their beauty to trap men into marriage and the 
next thing the men know, they are helping to host a variety of 
dinner parties.  I hope she remembers what I told her.  I have 
absolutely no intention of stopping my trips to the theater or 
traveling abroad just because she wants to be strapped down to 
the house.ó 
 òNot every woman is like that, Jake.  Jennifer would have 
had you tied to the home but I donõt think Sue will.  My wife says 
that Sue likes to read because she can live the adventures in those 
books.  Maybe you should ask her to join you to the theater or on 
one of your European excursions.ó 
 òLike I would ask any woman into my world.ó 
 He shrugged.  òYou might have more fun if you did.  A 
wife can be a good companion.  If nothing else, be her friend.ó 
 He grunted his reply and left Justinõs office to go back to 
work.  He didnõt care to hear about the virtues of women from 
Justin who claimed to be happily married with two little kids that 
clung to his pants whenever she stopped by with them.  How 
embarrassing it would be to have that happen to him if he was 
trying to do business.  He didnõt know why the other men seemed 
to think it was cute.  Justin took it all in stride.  Heõs a braver man 
than I am. 
 He talked to the seamstress, Mrs. Parker, who was 
working on Sueõs wedding dress and ordered a new wardrobe for 
Sue to be made.  He had seen her other skirts, shirts and dresses, 
and there was no way those clothes had any place in his nice 
house.  òJust have your team of seamstresses make dresses that 
are befitting my social status.ó He didnõt wish to have Sue 
humiliate him when she walked out of the house.  People would 
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be basing their opinion of him based on how she presented 
herself to the world, and though she had a great reputation, 
people would expect her to dress better now that she was moving 
up the social ladder. 
 Then he sat down and wrote a letter to her family 
explaining the situation, inviting them to the wedding and asking if 
they could use new clothes and furniture.  He had Henry hand 
deliver the letter and requested a response before the end of the 
next day so that he could make the appropriate arrangements.  To 
his surprise, her entire family wrote a couple of sentences 
expressing their enthusiasm over the marriage.  They said they 
didnõt have proper wedding clothes, so Jake immediately ordered 
that to be done.  He couldnõt have her family showing up 
underdressed to the biggest event of his life.  They confessed that 
they did need some new furnishings, so Jake asked the furniture 
makers in town to confer with them on what they would like to 
see in their home. 
 He had a wedding planner do all the arrangements at the 
church for the ceremony and reception.  He wanted to have a 
wedding that people would talk about for years to come, so he 
spent as much as he dared.  He had clients to impress and possible 
clients to win over.  He decided to invite George Leroy, in case 
people thought ill of him for not including everyone.  He secretly 
hoped George would stay home but comforted himself with the 
knowledge that so many people would be there that he could 
easily ignore the irritating man. 
 As a last minute thought, he purchased a diamond 
necklace and earrings and sent a telegram to Sue telling her that 
these were for the wedding and that he wouldnõt be taking her to 
the dance that Friday since he would be getting his tuxedo made 
for Saturday. 
 

*** 
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 It was a busy week, so he was relieved when Saturday 
morning came.  Despite Sueõs telegrams telling him that he was 
being too controlling, he was actually looking forward to the 
wedding.  He was eager to see how the church was decorated and 
how good the fish and steak tasted.  He knew Mrs. Wilcox did an 
excellent job at her catering business.  On Saturday morning, he 
arrived at the church early so Henry could escort Sue and her 
family to the church.  It was bad luck for him to see her before 
the wedding, so he stayed well out of sight in the groomõs room. 
 However, an hour before the wedding, a loud knocking on 
his door interrupted his meeting with his fatherõs lawyer.  He was 
already dressed and ready for the ceremony so he was ready to 
open the door when someone from the other side yelled that it 
was the bride who was knocking.  He immediately locked the 
door. 
 òI must speak with you,ó Sue demanded from the other 
side of the door. 
 òYou can talk to me after the wedding,ó he replied. 
 òI will talk to you now.  Let me in.ó She tried to open the 
door. 
 òNo way.  You know what tradition says.ó 
 òI also know that tradition says I am to marry for love, but 
thatõs not the case either.ó She tried to open the door again.  òYou 
are an obstinate man!ó 
 òThen we are a good match because you are an obstinate 
woman.ó He grinned at his clever retort. 
 òWhy did you buy my family new furniture?ó 
 òBecause they needed it.ó Was this really worth discussing 
before a big ceremony? 
 òYou didnõt even ask me if I was alright with it.ó 
 òI asked them and they said yes.  It had nothing to do with 
you.ó 
 òThey are my family.ó 
 òAnd in about an hour, theyõll be mine too.ó 
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 òSue, we told you to go back to your room,ó another 
woman kindly told her. 
 òNo, Mother,ó Sue argued.  òHe canõt just come into my 
life and take over everything and everyone in it.ó 
 òBut we needed those things.  Most son-in-laws wouldnõt 
care about his wifeõs family.ó 
 He grinned.  He was pleased that her family was enjoying 
their new furniture and clothes.  When he saw the condition of 
their old things, he was relieved that they agreed to it since he 
couldnõt imagine people living in such horrible conditions. 
 òWhat is he going to make me do next?ó Sue asked her 
mother.  òIs he going to start teaching me how to act like a lady?  
Really, Jake.  Where does all this manipulation end?ó 
 òSue Mary Lewis, you get to your room right this minute,ó 
came a male voice. 
 òJeremiah, this is none of your business!ó 
 òSure it is when youõre making a public spectacle of 
yourself.  You are downright impossible to deal with.  Pardon my 
sister, Mr. Mitchell.  She was raised better than this.ó 
 òI donõt need any of you to apologize for me.  I am not 
sorry!  I am your daughter and your sister.  Some family loyalty 
would be nice.ó 
 òWe are being loyal, sweetheart,ó her mother said.  òDonõt 
you see that this is the best thing you can do for yourself?  Do you 
want to be a spinster for the rest of your life?ó 
 òYep,ó Jeremiah added.  òWith the way you act, no other 
decent man would have you.  You better count your blessings and 
hold onto that one.ó 
 òI am not that horrible of a person.  Why does everyone 
insist that I am impossible to deal with?ó 
 òBecause you are,ó a group of people replied. 
 òSome family you are,ó she grumbled. 
 Jake chuckled at the family drama ensuing on the other 
side of the door. 
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 òMr. Mitchell, we could get her drunk if youõd like,ó 
Jeremiah offered.  òIt might be the only way to subdue her 
enough so that she wonõt disturb anymore guests.  She nearly ran 
through the church like a cat with its tail on fire as soon as she 
saw her dress.ó 
 òThatõs because I hate lace, but what would you know 
what I like or dislike.  You didnõt even bother to ask,ó Sue bitterly 
told Jake. 
 òItõs just for your wedding,ó her mother consoled her. 
 òNo.  Itõs for the next six months of my life.ó 
 òYou should act better than that,ó her brother inserted.  
òYou donõt want to be so miserable heõs going to drop you.  
Youõre always wanting to hold babies.  If you play your cards 
right, you can hold one of your own someday.ó 
 Jake cringed.  That was not going to happen. 
 òThat will never happen,ó she hissed. 
 At least we can agree on that.  Jake was comforted by knowing 
he had no desire to be intimate with her.  Her continual nagging 
made that easy for him. 
 òLet me talk to her,ó Mr. Barnett softly said as he eased 
himself through the door without Sue seeing Jake. 
 Jake immediately locked the door. 
 òGood morning, Miss Lewis,ó his fatherõs lawyer said.  òI 
am sure you are aware of this arrangement.  You did sign the 
contract.ó 
 She calmed down.  òYes, sir.  I did.ó 
 òAnd in that contract, was there anything specifying 
clothing or your family aside from the monetary counseling?ó 
 òNo.ó 
 òThen isnõt Mr. Mitchell technically within his rights to do 
what he has done?ó 
 Her silence was enough of an answer. 
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 òWe only have forty-five minutes left before the wedding 
and we havenõt decorated your hair yet,ó her mother said.  òCome 
along.ó 
 òVery well,ó Sue resigned herself.  òBut this isnõt over, 
Jake Mitchell.ó 
 Jake rolled his eyes. 
 Mr. Barnett knocked on the door.  òThe coast is clear.ó 
 Jake opened the door and let him in.  
 To his surprise, the lawyer was laughing.  òSheõs a 
wonderful woman.ó 
 òHow can you say that?ó 
 òBecause she is sincere and honest.  You can be sure of 
one thing, sheõs not marrying you to impress people and she will 
also let you know exactly whatõs on her mind.  You wonõt have to 
guess with her.  And if she does fall in love with you, sheõll be 
faithful for life.ó 
 òFalling in love is the last thing on my mind,ó he softly 
growled. 
 

*** 
 
 The moment of the wedding finally arrived and Jake stood 
by the preacher in front of the altar.  He knew that this day was 
the brideõs day and everyone would be interested in her which was 
why he spent so much time preparing Sue for this day.  The 
wedding colors were light blue and white.  He picked light blue 
since it went with his tie.  He had ordered blue ribbons and bows 
throughout the church, and the bridal bouquet featured white 
roses with a blue ribbon tying the flowers together.  He supposed 
that women would prefer pink but he couldnõt stomach that color 
at his wedding, so he didnõt bother to ask her opinion.  He didnõt 
want her opinion on any of the wedding plans for that specific 
reason.  He was associated with this wedding, even though he 
wasnõt the main attraction.  People would want to remember this 
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day and he didnõt want pink to be associated with that memory.  
He considered the irony that she didnõt complain about the colors.  
She was bothered by the lace on her dress.  The lace wasnõt his 
idea but the seamstress liked it so he allowed it.  He thought it was 
odd that Sue would be offended by something so uniquely 
feminine. 
 He glanced at Justin who was chuckling beside him. 
 òI canõt believe youõre actually getting married,ó Justin 
whispered.  òI never thought Iõd see the day.ó 
 òTry not to act so obvious about it,ó he grumbled. 
 òSorry.  I got the ring in my pocket.  Something tells me 
Sue wonõt want a ring this big.ó 
 òA big diamond is a status symbol.  Itõll impress people.ó 
 òPerhaps but sheõs the one who has to wear it.ó 
 òMaybe youõd like to trade places with me since you seem 
to know her so well.ó 
 òI love my wife, thank you very much.  I wouldnõt leave 
her for anyone.ó 
 He sighed and glanced around the room.  On Sueõs side 
sat a great company of people.  Her family sat in proper attire up 
front and looked relieved that she was finally getting married.  He 
liked her family.  She had her mother and three brothers sitting up 
front.  But her friends were a mixture of people from the low to 
the high end of the economic ladder.  Mr. Walker hesitated on 
knowing where to sit but he finally followed his wife to her side of 
the aisle.  He was surprised and delighted that so many wealthy 
women had indeed led their husbands to her side.  He never 
imagined a woman could be so resourceful, even if she was hard 
to get along with.  Apparently, she was a good friend to someone 
out there.  On his side of the aisle were all wealthy members of 
the city.  He tried to ignore Jennifer who insisted on sobbing 
loudly into her handkerchief.  She was upset that she didnõt get the 
chance to snag his money.  At least he had the consolation that 
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Sue wasnõt in this for her benefit.  In fact, she made it clear that 
this was a great sacrifice on her part. 
 òThe bride is in love with me, but I told her to stay true to 
Mr. Mitchell,ó he overheard old man York tell the person next to 
him.  òShe better not try to run off with me today.ó 
 He closed his eyes and counted to ten so he wouldnõt 
burst out laughing.  As if York ever had a chance compared to 
him. 
 òStraighten up.  Sueõs ready,ó Justin whispered. 
 He cleared his throat and stood at attention as the music 
began to play.  He tried to hide his pleasure at the sight of her.  
Her hair fell in soft curls around her shoulders.  The sides of her 
hair were neatly pulled back by two light blue ribbons to match 
the ribbon on her bouquet.  Her veil did little to hide her natural 
beauty.  He noted that she managed to get rid of the lace on the 
dress.  The upset seamstress standing to the side of the room 
made him realize how she accomplished that feat.  He couldnõt 
help but grin.  He liked the dress better without the lace anyway.  
The dress was simple yet elegant in appearance.  It had long 
sleeves and a square neckline.  The diamond necklace accentuated 
her slender neck and her dangling diamond earrings enhanced her 
fine cheekbones.  The dress was modestly cut but with her 
amazing figure, it couldnõt hide her curves.  The dress reached 
down to her ankles and her white shoes with blue flowers etched 
on them completed the look.  She is breathtaking. 
 Justin let out a low whistle.  òMaybe I should trade places 
with you.ó 
 Jake wanted to respond but couldnõt find his voice. 
 Everyone stood in honor of the bride.  As she walked 
down the aisle with her proud father who favored his left leg, Jake 
was aware that people were commenting on how beautiful she 
looked.  He was too busy staring at her to enjoy the fact that he 
had succeeded in impressing them.  He was aware that he was 
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slightly shaking like a nervous schoolboy ready to ask his favorite 
girl if he could court her. 
 òClose your mouth.  Youõre starting to drool,ó Justin 
quietly said. 
 He immediately straightened up and closed his mouth.  He 
tried to take his eyes off of her but he couldnõt.  Even Jennifer 
didnõt come close to matching her beauty. 
 As soon as she stood in front of him, the spell was broken 
for she was glaring at him.  He sighed.  So much for a romantic 
wedding. 
 òWho gives this woman to be married?ó Preacher Davis 
asked. 
 òI do,ó her father proudly replied. 
 Though she was supposed to hold Jakeõs hand, she 
intentionally ignored it when he extended his hand to her.  Not to 
be dissuaded in front of an audience, he held her by the elbow 
instead and smiled as if nothing was bothering him.  Did it really 
pain her to marry him?  Wasnõt it better than being with Mr. 
York? 
 He turned to the Preacher as the group of people sat back 
down.  She refused to look at him.  Instead, she stared straight at 
the preacher as he proceeded with the ceremony.  Jake was ready 
to pull away from her in response but decided it would be more 
fun to mess with her a bit, so he took a step closer to her.  Since 
her sister-in-law and sister stood to the other side of her, she 
couldnõt get away from him. 
 He progressed smoothly through his vows but when it was 
her turn, she hesitated. 
 òUh...ó she stammered. 
 òOh go ahead and marry him, sweetie pie,ó Mr. York 
yelled out.  òDonõt go holding a flame for me.  Move on with your 
life.ó 
 Several people chuckled. 
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 òEwe,ó she muttered under her breath.  òI do,ó she told 
the preacher. 
 Finally it was time to give her the ring, and she didnõt hide 
her disappointment when she saw it. 
 òTold you,ó Justin whispered. 
 Jake simply smiled and slipped it on her finger. 
 òI now pronounce you man and wife,ó the preacher said.  
òYou may kiss the bride.ó 
 He lifted the veil and was struck that she would wear so 
little make-up and still look stunning.  She really does have simple but 
excellent taste.  Sheõs going to throw a fit when she sees her new wardrobe.  
He already knew he would be assigning Mrs. Parker and her team 
of seamstresses with a new wardrobe.  This time he would have to 
let Sue talk to her about what she wanted.  He didnõt know 
whether to be relieved or annoyed.  He was glad she wasnõt into 
all the flashy and flowery material women seemed to crave but all 
his efforts to please her were in vain. 
 As he bent to kiss her on the lips, she gave a slight turn of 
her head so he kissed the side of her mouth instead.  òWell honey, 
arenõt you full of surprises today,ó he teased.  Having managed to 
catch her off guard, he wrapped her in his arms and gave her a 
long kiss on the mouth.  She was too stunned to react in time to 
stop him.  Several men chuckled and the single women sighed as if 
imagining he was kissing them.  When Jake let go of her, he shot 
her a triumphant look.  She looked flustered and then furious. 
 They turned to the people as the preacher announced, òI 
present to you Mr. and Mrs. Jake Mitchell.ó 
 She was reluctant to walk down the aisle with him so he 
gently led her by the arm.  òWe donõt want to disappoint the 
people.  Remember, itõs only for six months.ó 
 She sighed and started walking with him. 
 After they were finished, the rest of the people followed 
them to the reception where a live orchestra played while the 
guests either danced or ate their lunches.  They stood to the side 
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of the room and shook hands with people who wished to talk 
with them. 
 òI hope your heart isnõt hurting too bad, darling,ó Mr. 
York told her as he held onto her hand. 
 òIõll survive,ó she politely said.  She tried to pull her hand 
away but he wouldnõt let go. 
 òYou must go on with your life.  I know you thought I 
was a young buck but the truth is Iõm seventy and probably old 
enough to be your grandfather.  Take comfort in Jakeõs arms.  
Heõs a good boy.ó 
 òI will try.ó 
 òYou must, sweetie pie.ó 
 Jake hid his annoyance.  He didnõt care for the way old 
man York kept slobbering over her.  The man is a pervert.  As he 
was about to politely interrupt York, Jennifer came up to him and 
put her hand on his arm. 
 òI am sorry that I didnõt make my interest known to you 
sooner,ó she cooed.  òI never realized you would settle for any old 
thing.ó 
 He tensed.  Her father is wealthy.  Donõt blow it.  òNow we 
both know youõre much too pretty to settle down just yet.  You 
need to let many men enjoy your dancing.ó 
 Mr. York finally left and Sue breathed a sigh of relief. 
 òWere you actually in love with Mr. York?ó Jennifer 
giggled, turning to Sue. 
 òWhat do you think?ó Sue blandly asked. 
 òI think you did.  You have such bad taste.ó 
 òHow fitting that such an observation would come from 
someone who thought Nathaniel Hawthorneõs The Scarlet Letter 
was a printing shop.ó 
 Jake coughed to cover his laughter.  He didnõt realize Sue 
had such wit but it pleased him that she did. 
 òI think Iõve just been insulted,ó Jennifer pouted, looking 
at Jake.  òAre you going to let her talk to me like that?ó 



69 
 

 òYes, dear husband.  Are you going to dictate how I talk 
to other people?ó Sue pointedly wondered, staring at him in 
interest. 
 òI agree with my wife.  You were way out of line,ó Jake 
quickly responded. 
 Jennifer gasped.  òI canõt believe you said that.  I will tell 
Mr. Leroy that he has a rude employee.ó 
 He shrugged.  òI donõt care what you do as long as you 
apologize to my wife.ó 
 òIõd rather eat snake.ó 
 òWouldnõt that be cannibalism?ó Sue reflected. 
 She ran off, ready to cry on her fatherõs shoulder. 
 Sue sighed.  òI probably just lost you a customer.ó 
 He chuckled.  òAre you kidding?  That was worth it.  
Jenniferõs father isnõt that prominent in this society, and even if he 
was, I wouldnõt let his daughter get away with her comments.ó 
 òReally?ó 
 He noted that she seemed touched by his confession.  He 
grinned at her.  òReally.  When people insult you, they insult me.  I 
take it personally.ó 
 òAs rude as she is, she is harmless.  I donõt believe she will 
complain to her father.  Sheõs all talk.ó 
 òBut you insist that George Leroy isnõt so docile?ó 
 òNo.  Heõs up to something.ó 
 He followed her gaze and saw George talking with a few 
of the guests.  From where he stood, George seemed to be 
engaged in innocent conversation.  He wondered what it was that 
Sue saw but he didnõt. 
 òCongratulations, sis,ó Trevor said. 
 òHave you actually met my family?ó she asked. 
 Jake shook his head.  òNot in person.  Which brother is 
this?ó 
 òIõm Trevor.  Iõll be eighteen in March.  Iõm almost a 
man.ó 




