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Susan cannot stand living with her eleven younger siblings for another minute, so she answers
an advertisement for a mail order bride, carefully choosing a man who has never married and
has no children so she won’t be plagued with other people’s ill-behaved offspring. When she
arrives in Fort Worth, she finds out her fiancé has been killed, and his older brother is offering to
take his place. The only problem is his brother is a widower with four young boys. Dare she do it?

From the Back CoverThe Institute of Superacion Ministerial asked brother Larry Pate to write a
book about mission work. It has become a source of great information for all those who want to
grow in their Christian life. The author is convinced that the only way to evangelize the world is
for leaders from all over to preach the gospel.About the AuthorEl Dr. Larry D. Pate es presidente
de Peoples Mission International, una agencia que asiste a las misiones de las Dos Terceras
partes del Mundo en el desarrollo de sus propias etnias no alcanzadas. Trabajó como misionero
en Bangladesh, y es consultor de la Comisión de Misiones de la WEF. El Dr. Pate es un
excelente investigador en el tema de las Misiones de las Dos Terceras partes del Mundo. Ha
escrito numerosos libros de texto sobre el tema de las misiones mundiales, que en la actualidad
se usan en los seminarios y los institutos bíblicos para preparar misioneros y pastores.
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quotations in a book review.Susan cannot stand living with her eleven younger siblings for
another minute, so she answers an advertisement for a mail order bride, carefully choosing a
man who has never married and has no children so she won’t be plagued with other people’s ill-
behaved offspring. When she arrives in Fort Worth, she finds out her fiancé has been killed, and
his older brother is offering to take his place. The only problem is his brother is a widower with
four young boys. Dare she do it?Chapter 1June 1884Outside of Beckham, MassachusettsSusan
breathed a sigh of relief as her day with the neighbor children was finally over. It wasn’t that the
Jacobs’ kids were bad, because her own siblings made them look like angels, but she was just
tired of being around children all the time. Everywhere she looked were kids getting into
everything. She thought, not for the first time, that she needed to get married and escape
everyone else’s children. She knew without a doubt, that she could make sure her own kids, if
God cursed her with them, behaved well.She wandered along the dirt road, breathing deeply of
the warm summer air. There were flowers in bloom all around her and the trees overhead made
a perfect covering protecting her from the hot sun. Summer was her favorite season of the year.
She wondered if she’d have time to go for a quick dip in the family’s pond after dinner.She
walked the quarter of a mile to her family’s farm and went inside, knowing it was time for her to
help with dinner. Her sister who was two years younger than her at sixteen had been home with
their younger siblings all day, and since there were ten younger siblings, she knew the job would
be overwhelming for her sister.Their mother worked in town for one of the women there cleaning
and doing odd jobs around the house. Ever since her youngest brother had broken his arm the
previous month, her mother had needed to work to help make ends meet. Their small dairy farm
just wasn’t enough to support all fourteen of them and pay any doctor bills that came
along.Susan walked through the kitchen and noted the absence of anything cooking. There were
egg shells and smashed egg yolks all over the walls and floor. Where was Elizabeth?She found
her in the small parlor with her head in her hands crying. Sitting beside Elizabeth on the sofa,
Susan asked, “What’d they do now?”Elizabeth rubbed her eyes. She was small for her age, and
not much bigger than some of their younger brothers. She had the same blond hair and green
eyes Susan did, but at that moment, her eyes were red-rimmed and her hair was sticking up in
every direction. Susan thought she detected a piece of egg shell in her sister’s hair, but didn’t
say anything about it. “I cannot do this anymore! They’re hellions!” She threw her hands up in the
air in defeat.“Egg fight?” Susan knew there’d been a pretty major egg fight in the kitchen, but that



was nothing new in their house. Why would Elizabeth be so upset over something like that?
Elizabeth nodded. “To start with.” She took a deep breath. “Have you seen the outhouse? Or
been in the barn yet?”“No….” What had the monsters done this time?“Well, first they had the egg
fight in the kitchen. I walked in and yelled for them to stop before one of the twins beaned me in
the side of the head with an egg. I was about to clean it up, but I had to answer nature’s call first.”
Susan nodded, waiting for her sister to get to what the kids had done. “They tipped over the
outhouse…with me in it!”Susan pressed her hand to her mouth to hide the grin that wanted to
pop out. It wasn’t funny, and she’d be furious if it had been her, but she couldn’t help the laughter
that was trying to bubble up and out of her. In retrospect the things their siblings did were funny,
but it took a while to find enough distance to laugh when you’d been the victim of their
mischief.“Then, when I finally got out and was coming back in the house, I saw Mary’s hands
were covered with paint. Lavender paint. You know the paint Ma said we could use to paint our
room?” Mary was their ten year old sister. She was the next-oldest girl after Elizabeth and the
three of them shared a room.“Yes?”“Well, she didn’t want a purple room, so she used the paint
on Mabel.”“Mabel? She actually stood still for that?”“She wasn’t happy. I could hear her mooing
from across the yard. Apparently, Mary pulled her in from the field where she was grazing and
put her in her stall, before painting her lavender.” Elizabeth sighed. “So no pretty room for us. We
have to put up with the tic tac toe game on the walls forever.”Susan sighed heavily. “I’ve got to
get out of here. I’m eighteen. I should be married by now and I wouldn’t have to put up with this
nonsense anymore.” She stared off into space for a moment while she thought about it. “Or I
guess I could find a job where I could live in. But no kids!”Elizabeth shook her head. “Then I’d
have to deal with them all without you. Ma doesn’t much care what they do, and I can’t do it
alone.” Susan’s eyes looked fearful at the very idea of Susan leaving her there with the
monsters.“I hate to leave you in this situation by yourself, but honestly? I’m doing it the first
chance I get.” She looked around. “What happened to the newspaper Pa brought home
yesterday?”“Mary had Mabel stand on it so she wouldn’t get paint on the floor of the barn.”That
was finally too much for Susan and she felt the laugh rumble up from inside her. “So it’s okay to
paint the cow, but not to paint the barn floor? Did she get dropped on her head when she was a
baby?”“It’s not funny! You don’t have to stay here with them all day every day. At least you get to
go to the Jacobs’ farm three days a week. I want to go to the Jacob’s farm.” Elizabeth’s voice was
usually calm and serene, but it had deteriorated to a whine.“We should walk into town together
after supper and get a newspaper. Maybe we can find you a job, too.” Susan had made up her
mind during her conversation with her sister. She was going to get out no matter what she had to
do.“Okay. But what are we going to fix for supper? It’ll be time to eat in an hour.”Susan stood up
and held her hand out for her sister. “We’ll figure something out. And then we’ll figure out how to
get out of here!”As they walked into town two hours later, the two sisters talked about their
dreams for the future. “I want to be a teacher,” Elizabeth admitted. “I don’t think I ever want to get
married.”Susan grinned. “Just so you don’t have to teach our brothers and sisters!” Not getting
married was a good idea, in a way, because then she would never be saddled with children, but



Susan wanted to find a man to love her.Elizabeth finally saw the humor in her day and giggled a
little. “I want to be a teacher in Oregon. Or California. I hear California is beautiful this time of
year.” She stopped walking and looked at Susan with fear in her eyes. “You don’t think Ma and Pa
would ever move to California, do you?”Susan shook her head, pulling her sister along with her.
“That’s a better plan.” She kicked at a clump of dirt along her path as she walked. They were
almost to Beckham. “I really wish I could just get married, but where am I going to meet a man?
We go to the same country church we’ve gone to our whole lives, and the most eligible bachelor
is old James Duncan.”Elizabeth wrinkled her nose. “He does seem interested in you.” James
Duncan was seventy if he was a day, and he’d already buried four wives. He was on the prowl for
number five, and Susan seemed to be the object of his affections.Susan let out a shudder. “I
don’t think so.” They’d reached town and turned to the general store, which was closed, but
always set out the “old” newspapers at the end of the day.Each sister took one, and they settled
themselves onto the bench in front of the store to scan the job advertisements. Susan quickly
scanned through and stopped at an advertisement for mail order brides. “Mail Order Bride
agency needs women who are looking for the adventure of their lives. Men out West need
women to marry. Reply in person at 300 Rock Creek Road. See Mrs. Harriett Long.”Elizabeth
looked at Susan. “Nothing for me, but did you see the ad for a Mail Order Bride?”Susan nodded
slowly. “I just read it. Am I really desperate enough to get away to answer it, though?” She bit her
lip thinking hard about whether that was something she really wanted to do.“I am! If I wanted to
get married and get away from ‘the demon horde’ we call brothers and sisters I would do it in a
heartbeat.”Susan made up her mind to do it. What could it hurt to just talk to the woman? “Would
you go to see Mrs. Long with me?”Elizabeth looked back down at the paper. “Rock Creek Road.
Do you know where that is?”“I think it’s in the rich part of town.” Susan’s brows drew together.
“Why would a rich woman run a mail order bride business?”“I have no idea.” She stood and held
her hand out for her sister. “Let’s go see if we can find Rock Creek Road.”“You mean it?” Susan
had expected Elizabeth to try to talk her out of going, but instead she supported her. She was a
good sister.Elizabeth nodded. “One of us should be able to get out of there!”Susan took
Elizabeth’s hand and the two of them walked toward the rich side of town, stopping once to get
directions. Once they were in front of the house on Rock Creek Road, Susan’s eyes grew wide
and she looked at her sister. “This place is huge.”Elizabeth was obviously awestruck. “And
beautiful.” The two girls stared at the house in awe for a minute.“How’s my hair?” Susan
asked.Elizabeth sighed. “As good as it ever is.” They both knew Susan’s long blond hair hated to
be confined in a bun. There were always tendrils popping out of any hairdo she tried to put it in.
There was nothing to do about it now, though. “Let’s go up.”“Are you coming in with me?”“If you
want me to.”“Oh, I do! I don’t think I could knock on that door without you beside me.” Susan
wasn’t shy, but there was something about the mansion in front of them that intimidated her. She
didn’t really want to take her sister, but she didn’t feel like she could do it alone.“Let’s go
then.”The two sisters walked slowly up the sidewalk to the front door. Susan reached out and
knocked three times, holding her breath as she waited for someone to come to the door.It was



answered within moments by a tall thin man with dark hair and eyes. “May I help you?”Susan
stared at him for a moment. He seemed to fit in well with the home and she couldn’t help but
wonder if the owners had bought him as part of it. Elizabeth elbowed her in the side to get her to
talk. “I’m here to see Mrs. Long, please.”The man seemed to take them in all at once. His eyes
dropped to the newspapers in their hands and he gave a quick nod. “Of course. Mrs. Long is in
her office. If you’d come this way?” He led the way toward the back of a long elegant
hallway.Susan wanted to pop her head into every room and see what was behind the closed
doors. She’d seen houses like this before, but she’d never been inside one, and she found she
wanted to know everything about it.The man stopped at a door at the end of the hallway, and
knocked once, before opening the door. “There are two young ladies here to see you,
ma’am.”Susan couldn’t see inside the room, but a soft musical voice responded. “Thank you,
Higgins. Would you bring some refreshments for us please?”“Yes, of course.” He held the door
wide while the two girls found their way in and closed it softly behind them.Susan looked around
the small room they were in. There was a desk with an office chair and a sofa as well as an
overstuffed comfortable chair. She felt they were horribly underdressed and wished she had
thought to go home and change before they had gone there. She was still wearing the dirty dress
she’d watched the children in, and although she’d put her shoes and socks on before leaving the
house, she knew her feet were filthy from going barefoot all day even if the pretty lady before her
didn’t.Mrs. Long slowly got to her feet and limped the few steps toward the girls. “I’m Harriett
Long.” When Susan and Elizabeth just stared at her, she smiled and held her hand out. “And you
are?”Susan cleared her throat with embarrassment. “I’m Susan Miller, and this is my sister,
Elizabeth. We’ve come about your advertisement for mail order brides.”Harriett looked between
the two sisters. “Have a seat. Are both of you interested in becoming brides?”Susan shook her
head. “No, just me. Elizabeth is just here for moral support.” Susan squeezed her sister’s hand in
silent thanks for going with her.Harriett smiled as the girls finally sat down on the sofa and she
returned to her seat in front of the desk. “Why don’t you tell me a little about yourself then,
Susan? What makes you interested in becoming a mail order bride?”“Honestly, it’s our home
situation.”Harriett’s brows drew together quickly. “Are you mistreated by your parents?”Susan let
out a slight laugh. “Oh, no. It’s not that at all. In fact, our parents need to find a switch and start
using it. Often.” She paused for a moment looking at Elizabeth who was grinning at her. “I’m the
oldest of twelve children. The oldest four, Elizabeth and I and our two oldest brothers, Michael
and Henry, were all strongly disciplined from the beginning. We were raised to take responsibility
for our actions. After the four of us, mother just got tired, I think.”“How so?” Harriett’s eyes were
on Susan’s and she was taking in every word the younger woman said. It was as if Susan were
imparting important knowledge.“Well, our younger siblings are….” She didn’t want to use the
word hellions, but that and “demon horde” were the only words that came to mind. She bit her lip
for a moment.“Satan’s spawn.” The words, loud and clear and unashamed, came from
Elizabeth.Harriett choked back a laugh. “That bad?” She picked up the cup of tea Higgins had
brought to them and took a sip.Susan nodded emphatically. “Worse. Anyway, I’ve got to get out



of there. My one stipulation for a husband is he must not have any children. If God curses me
with children of my own, I’ll raise them with a strict hand and a long switch.” She needed to get
that out of the way to begin with. She was not going to raise some man’s problems.Harriett
smiled, obviously delighted by the honesty of the young women sitting in front of her. “How old
are you, Susan? I won’t send out a woman younger than eighteen.”“I was eighteen in
March.”“Well, let’s see then.” Harriett turned to her desk and flipped through the different letters
there. “No, he has children,” she mumbled. She finally found a letter halfway through her stack
and read through it quickly. “He’s the one I was looking for. I think Jesse Dailey is just the man
you’re looking for.” She handed the letter to Susan for her to read.Susan opened the letter and
held it to where Elizabeth could read it along with her. It struck her that as much as she wanted
to get away from ‘the demon horde’ she would miss Elizabeth just as much. Elizabeth had
always been more than a sister. She was her best friend. She made a silent vow to tell her so
before she left.“Dear potential bride, My name is Jesse Dailey and I’m a newspaperman in Fort
Worth, Texas. I hope to be able to buy a ranch in the area soon, so I’m looking for a bride who is
willing to save every penny to help me toward that goal. I’m not sure what to tell you about
myself, so I’m just going to ramble for a bit. I’m tall with dark hair and brown eyes. I’ve lived in
Texas my entire life, and grew up on a ranch here. I enjoy quiet walks in the country and reading.
I go to church every Sunday. I’m well-respected in town as a hard-hitting newspaperman who
makes sure he always tells the truth, even if it’s not what people want to hear. I’m twenty-three
years old and have never married. I enjoy a good home cooked meal, and would request my
bride be able to cook. I’d like someone between the ages of eighteen and twenty-two. I’m looking
forward to getting married and settling down. All the best, Jesse.”Susan smiled as she read he
wanted someone who could cook. She’d been cooking for years and knew there would be no
trouble there. She certainly matched his requests. She looked up at Harriett. “I’ll take
him.”Harriett laughed. “He’s not just a man on the shelf that you can choose. You need to write
him back and we’ll go from there.” She handed Susan a pen, ink and paper. “Go ahead and write
the letter now. All correspondence needs to go through me.”Susan took the pen and dipped it
into the ink well. What to write? After a moment of thinking, she put the pen to paper. “Dear
Jesse, My name is Susan Miller. I live on a small farm outside of Beckham, Massachusetts with
my parents and my eleven younger brothers and sisters. I’m eighteen years old and I’m a good
cook. I’d love to cook for just two people instead of fourteen. I also enjoy long walks through the
country and reading books, although I rarely have free time to do either one. I do not mind living
frugally, because it’s the only way I know. I am of medium height and have blond hair and green
eyes. I’ve never been to Texas, but I’ve read about it some, and find it fascinating. I’d love to
move there to be your bride.” Susan set the pen down and read the letter aloud, making sure
Mrs. Long approved of what she’d written.Harriett nodded. “That’s perfect. Sign it, and I’ll send it
off with the morning’s mail.”Susan quickly signed her name to the bottom and handed the
unfolded paper to the older woman. “Now what?”“Come see me in about a month to see what he
says. If he decides you’re the one he wants, he’ll send you some money for the trip to Texas, and



a train ticket.”“Sounds good.” Susan stood up, realizing she hadn’t touched the tea and cookies
Higgins had brought in while she was working on her letter. She grabbed a cookie from the plate.
“Thank you so much.” She held her hand out to Mrs. Long. “I’ll see you in about a month, I
guess.”Harriett got to her feet slowly. “I look forward to it.” She smiled at Elizabeth. “It was nice
meeting you, Elizabeth.” She walked the two sisters to the front door and watched them walk
away, smiling to herself.One month later, Susan knocked on Harriett’s door. She’d had to sneak
away from the farm to come into town, because her younger siblings would have begged to
come with her. She could just imagine the mischief they would get into in a house like Mrs.
Long’s. There would be nothing left but rubble, she thought.Higgins answered the door promptly.
“Come right in.” He opened the door wide and led her to the office again. He knocked once and
opened the office door. “Miss Miller is here to see you, Ma’am. I’ll get some refreshments.” He
closed the door softly behind him.Harriett got to her feet and smiled as Susan walked in. Susan
couldn’t help but wonder what had happened to the older woman to make her move so slowly.
She obviously had an injured leg, but how had it been injured? She’d been taught not to ask
such things, but she certainly wanted to.Harriett waved to the sofa. “Have a seat. Your letter
came just this morning, so this is good timing.” Once Susan was seated, Harriett handed her the
letter. “I didn’t open it, because it’s addressed to you.” She turned away to look through some
papers on her desk and to give Susan a bit of privacy with her letter.Susan took a deep breath
before opening the letter. She desperately wanted there to be a train ticket inside. As soon as
she opened it, a train ticket, a check and some cash fell out. She smiled, knowing he wanted her.
She picked up the check, which was made out to Mrs. Harriett Long, and handed it to her. She
picked up the cash and showed Harriett. “Is this for me to keep?”Harriett nodded. “It’s for any
expenses you may have. Your train ride will be a long one, so you’ll want to keep at least half of
that for food on the train. The rest you can use for clothes or anything else you may need.” She
paused for a moment. “What’s the date on the ticket?”Susan looked down to check. “I leave July
twenty eighth. That’s a Monday, right?”Harriett checked her calendar. “It is. That gives you ten
days. Do you think you can get clothes made in time?”Susan thought about it. “If Elizabeth and I
ignore all the kids, we can probably get a couple of dresses made. Do I need a formal wedding
dress?”“I usually say ‘yes’ to that. See if he mentioned the wedding in his letter.” Harriett
indicated the letter in the younger woman’s hand.Susan looked down and laughed at herself.
She’d been so excited about the train ticket she hadn’t bothered to read the letter. “I guess I
should read it, shouldn’t I?”Harriett grinned. “I know you’re excited to get away, so I won’t say
anything.”“Dear Susan, I’m so excited you answered my letter. You sound like you’re going to fill
the missing space in my life perfectly. I’ve enclosed a train ticket for Monday, July twenty eighth. I
will be waiting for you at the train station in Fort Worth on Wednesday, August sixth. I’ll carry a
sign with your name on it, so you’ll know immediately who I am. I’m not going to subject you to a
big wedding after your long trip, so I will arrange for us to marry at the courthouse with just my
brother and his children present. I hope that meets with your approval. If it’s a problem, you can
let me know when you get here, and we’ll make other arrangements. I can’t wait to meet you.



Yours, Jesse.”“He said we’d just marry at the courthouse. I think I’ll just make a new Sunday
dress. That’s better than spending a lot of money on a gown I’ll only wear one time.”Harriett
nodded. “May I read the letter?”Susan didn’t feel any real attachment for Jesse, and he hadn’t
put anything private in the letter, so she readily agreed, handing it to Harriett.Susan studied the
older woman while her head was bowed reading the letter. If you ignored their dress, Harriett
could have been her sister. She looked to be around twenty-eight and had blond hair and green
eyes. She was slim and seemed very graceful despite her pronounced limp.“Everything looks
good here. The train ride is a long one. You’re not going to have a chance to bathe or anything
once you’re on the train. That’s one of the biggest complaints of my brides. Will that bother
you?”Susan made a face. She didn’t like the idea of going for over a week without a bath, but it
would be worth it to get married and away from her family once and for all. “I’ll manage.”“Most
men do make some kind of arrangement for you to bathe before your wedding, I’ve
found.”“Good. I can’t imagine getting married without at least bathing first.” The idea of a long
train ride was both exciting and daunting.“I can’t imagine that either.” Harriett studied the younger
woman for a moment. “Would you like me to see you off? I do that for most of the brides I send
out.”Susan thought about that for a few seconds. “I think that would be good. I’m sure Elizabeth
will be there if she can, but I have no way of knowing whether she’ll be able to get away or
not.”“What time does your train leave on Wednesday?”“Eight in the morning.”“Come by here at
seven and we’ll walk to the train station together. We can talk on the way. If your sister comes,
great. Then there will be two of us to see you off.”Harriett stood and led Susan to the door. On
impulse, Susan turned and hugged Harriett before leaving. “Thank you so much. You’ve helped
me a lot.”“It’s my job to help as much as I can. I think of each of my brides as a friend.”Susan
thought about Harriett’s words as she walked to the general store just a few streets over.
Beckham wasn’t a large city, so nothing was very far apart.Once she got to the store, she went
inside, looking at fabrics for some new dresses. Everything she owned had once belonged to
her mother and had been cut down for her. Jesse had been generous with the money he’d sent,
and although she knew she needed some for the trip, she could buy enough fabric for three or
four dresses without a problem.She flipped through the bolts of cloth and picked out a pink with
small flowers, a blue check, a pretty lavender, which she realized matched the cow exactly, and
a forest green to match her eyes. She also bought an entire bolt of white linen for new
undergarments. She couldn’t wait to get home to start sewing.After paying for her purchases,
she carried the small wooden box the shopkeeper had given her home. Her mind was full of how
perfect life would be without poorly behaved children climbing all over her. Oh, she had no
illusions. She knew someday she’d have children too. Her mother had twelve for goodness
sakes! But she would have some time before the children arrived to just be Susan. She loved the
idea of just taking care of laundry and cooking and cleaning for two people. She sighed. Life
would be heavenly.July 1884Outside of Fort Worth, TexasJesse Dailey took a gulp of his water
as he watched his four young nephews run around his brother’s house screaming. The four of
them had been causing his brother problems ever since his sister-in-law, Caroline, had died at



the birth of two year old twins, Thomas and Walter. He shook his head at his brother wondering
just how he could live amidst the chaos. “I have news.”David raised his eyebrow waiting. “You
found a ranch?”Jesse shook his head. “Not yet, but I’m saving every penny.” He folded his hands
behind his head and leaned back in the kitchen chair. He’d just had a good meal, thanks to his
brother’s cook and housekeeper, Sadie. “I’m getting married.”David’s jaw dropped. “Married! I
didn’t even know you were courting anyone.”Jesse grinned. “I don’t have time to court anyone.
Not with spending every waking moment at the newspaper office, picking up extra articles so I
can make enough to buy a ranch. I like being a reporter, but my heart is in ranching. I should
have been the big brother.”David laughed. “I’ve told you a hundred times, you’re welcome to half
the ranch. You can even live here with the boys and me while you build yourself a house.” He
kicked his brother’s foot affectionately. “Who’s the girl?” He reached for a cookie and popped half
of it into his mouth.“I sent for a mail order bride.” Jesse said the words nonchalantly, knowing
they’d surprise his brother.David choked on his cookie. After a moment, his eyes watering, he
asked, “Seriously?”“Seriously. She’s going to be here in a couple of weeks. You coming to the
wedding? I’m just going to do a courthouse thing. No need for a big church wedding when she
doesn’t know anyone here.”Mail Order MadnessBrides of Beckham Book ThreeKirsten
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eleven younger siblings for another minute, so she answers an advertisement for a mail order
bride, carefully choosing a man who has never married and has no children so she won’t be
plagued with other people’s ill-behaved offspring. When she arrives in Fort Worth, she finds out
her fiancé has been killed, and his older brother is offering to take his place. The only problem is
his brother is a widower with four young boys. Dare she do it?Chapter 1June 1884Outside of
Beckham, MassachusettsSusan breathed a sigh of relief as her day with the neighbor children
was finally over. It wasn’t that the Jacobs’ kids were bad, because her own siblings made them
look like angels, but she was just tired of being around children all the time. Everywhere she
looked were kids getting into everything. She thought, not for the first time, that she needed to
get married and escape everyone else’s children. She knew without a doubt, that she could
make sure her own kids, if God cursed her with them, behaved well.She wandered along the dirt
road, breathing deeply of the warm summer air. There were flowers in bloom all around her and
the trees overhead made a perfect covering protecting her from the hot sun. Summer was her
favorite season of the year. She wondered if she’d have time to go for a quick dip in the family’s
pond after dinner.She walked the quarter of a mile to her family’s farm and went inside, knowing
it was time for her to help with dinner. Her sister who was two years younger than her at sixteen
had been home with their younger siblings all day, and since there were ten younger siblings,
she knew the job would be overwhelming for her sister.Their mother worked in town for one of
the women there cleaning and doing odd jobs around the house. Ever since her youngest
brother had broken his arm the previous month, her mother had needed to work to help make
ends meet. Their small dairy farm just wasn’t enough to support all fourteen of them and pay any
doctor bills that came along.Susan walked through the kitchen and noted the absence of
anything cooking. There were egg shells and smashed egg yolks all over the walls and floor.
Where was Elizabeth?She found her in the small parlor with her head in her hands crying. Sitting
beside Elizabeth on the sofa, Susan asked, “What’d they do now?”Elizabeth rubbed her eyes.
She was small for her age, and not much bigger than some of their younger brothers. She had
the same blond hair and green eyes Susan did, but at that moment, her eyes were red-rimmed
and her hair was sticking up in every direction. Susan thought she detected a piece of egg shell
in her sister’s hair, but didn’t say anything about it. “I cannot do this anymore! They’re hellions!”
She threw her hands up in the air in defeat.“Egg fight?” Susan knew there’d been a pretty major
egg fight in the kitchen, but that was nothing new in their house. Why would Elizabeth be so
upset over something like that?Elizabeth nodded. “To start with.” She took a deep breath. “Have
you seen the outhouse? Or been in the barn yet?”“No….” What had the monsters done this
time?“Well, first they had the egg fight in the kitchen. I walked in and yelled for them to stop
before one of the twins beaned me in the side of the head with an egg. I was about to clean it up,
but I had to answer nature’s call first.” Susan nodded, waiting for her sister to get to what the kids
had done. “They tipped over the outhouse…with me in it!”Susan pressed her hand to her mouth
to hide the grin that wanted to pop out. It wasn’t funny, and she’d be furious if it had been her, but
she couldn’t help the laughter that was trying to bubble up and out of her. In retrospect the things



their siblings did were funny, but it took a while to find enough distance to laugh when you’d
been the victim of their mischief.“Then, when I finally got out and was coming back in the house,
I saw Mary’s hands were covered with paint. Lavender paint. You know the paint Ma said we
could use to paint our room?” Mary was their ten year old sister. She was the next-oldest girl
after Elizabeth and the three of them shared a room.“Yes?”“Well, she didn’t want a purple room,
so she used the paint on Mabel.”“Mabel? She actually stood still for that?”“She wasn’t happy. I
could hear her mooing from across the yard. Apparently, Mary pulled her in from the field where
she was grazing and put her in her stall, before painting her lavender.” Elizabeth sighed. “So no
pretty room for us. We have to put up with the tic tac toe game on the walls forever.”Susan sighed
heavily. “I’ve got to get out of here. I’m eighteen. I should be married by now and I wouldn’t have
to put up with this nonsense anymore.” She stared off into space for a moment while she thought
about it. “Or I guess I could find a job where I could live in. But no kids!”Elizabeth shook her
head. “Then I’d have to deal with them all without you. Ma doesn’t much care what they do, and I
can’t do it alone.” Susan’s eyes looked fearful at the very idea of Susan leaving her there with the
monsters.“I hate to leave you in this situation by yourself, but honestly? I’m doing it the first
chance I get.” She looked around. “What happened to the newspaper Pa brought home
yesterday?”“Mary had Mabel stand on it so she wouldn’t get paint on the floor of the barn.”That
was finally too much for Susan and she felt the laugh rumble up from inside her. “So it’s okay to
paint the cow, but not to paint the barn floor? Did she get dropped on her head when she was a
baby?”“It’s not funny! You don’t have to stay here with them all day every day. At least you get to
go to the Jacobs’ farm three days a week. I want to go to the Jacob’s farm.” Elizabeth’s voice was
usually calm and serene, but it had deteriorated to a whine.“We should walk into town together
after supper and get a newspaper. Maybe we can find you a job, too.” Susan had made up her
mind during her conversation with her sister. She was going to get out no matter what she had to
do.“Okay. But what are we going to fix for supper? It’ll be time to eat in an hour.”Susan stood up
and held her hand out for her sister. “We’ll figure something out. And then we’ll figure out how to
get out of here!”As they walked into town two hours later, the two sisters talked about their
dreams for the future. “I want to be a teacher,” Elizabeth admitted. “I don’t think I ever want to get
married.”Susan grinned. “Just so you don’t have to teach our brothers and sisters!” Not getting
married was a good idea, in a way, because then she would never be saddled with children, but
Susan wanted to find a man to love her.Elizabeth finally saw the humor in her day and giggled a
little. “I want to be a teacher in Oregon. Or California. I hear California is beautiful this time of
year.” She stopped walking and looked at Susan with fear in her eyes. “You don’t think Ma and Pa
would ever move to California, do you?”Susan shook her head, pulling her sister along with her.
“That’s a better plan.” She kicked at a clump of dirt along her path as she walked. They were
almost to Beckham. “I really wish I could just get married, but where am I going to meet a man?
We go to the same country church we’ve gone to our whole lives, and the most eligible bachelor
is old James Duncan.”Elizabeth wrinkled her nose. “He does seem interested in you.” James
Duncan was seventy if he was a day, and he’d already buried four wives. He was on the prowl for



number five, and Susan seemed to be the object of his affections.Susan let out a shudder. “I
don’t think so.” They’d reached town and turned to the general store, which was closed, but
always set out the “old” newspapers at the end of the day.Each sister took one, and they settled
themselves onto the bench in front of the store to scan the job advertisements. Susan quickly
scanned through and stopped at an advertisement for mail order brides. “Mail Order Bride
agency needs women who are looking for the adventure of their lives. Men out West need
women to marry. Reply in person at 300 Rock Creek Road. See Mrs. Harriett Long.”Elizabeth
looked at Susan. “Nothing for me, but did you see the ad for a Mail Order Bride?”Susan nodded
slowly. “I just read it. Am I really desperate enough to get away to answer it, though?” She bit her
lip thinking hard about whether that was something she really wanted to do.“I am! If I wanted to
get married and get away from ‘the demon horde’ we call brothers and sisters I would do it in a
heartbeat.”Susan made up her mind to do it. What could it hurt to just talk to the woman? “Would
you go to see Mrs. Long with me?”Elizabeth looked back down at the paper. “Rock Creek Road.
Do you know where that is?”“I think it’s in the rich part of town.” Susan’s brows drew together.
“Why would a rich woman run a mail order bride business?”“I have no idea.” She stood and held
her hand out for her sister. “Let’s go see if we can find Rock Creek Road.”“You mean it?” Susan
had expected Elizabeth to try to talk her out of going, but instead she supported her. She was a
good sister.Elizabeth nodded. “One of us should be able to get out of there!”Susan took
Elizabeth’s hand and the two of them walked toward the rich side of town, stopping once to get
directions. Once they were in front of the house on Rock Creek Road, Susan’s eyes grew wide
and she looked at her sister. “This place is huge.”Elizabeth was obviously awestruck. “And
beautiful.” The two girls stared at the house in awe for a minute.“How’s my hair?” Susan
asked.Elizabeth sighed. “As good as it ever is.” They both knew Susan’s long blond hair hated to
be confined in a bun. There were always tendrils popping out of any hairdo she tried to put it in.
There was nothing to do about it now, though. “Let’s go up.”“Are you coming in with me?”“If you
want me to.”“Oh, I do! I don’t think I could knock on that door without you beside me.” Susan
wasn’t shy, but there was something about the mansion in front of them that intimidated her. She
didn’t really want to take her sister, but she didn’t feel like she could do it alone.“Let’s go
then.”The two sisters walked slowly up the sidewalk to the front door. Susan reached out and
knocked three times, holding her breath as she waited for someone to come to the door.It was
answered within moments by a tall thin man with dark hair and eyes. “May I help you?”Susan
stared at him for a moment. He seemed to fit in well with the home and she couldn’t help but
wonder if the owners had bought him as part of it. Elizabeth elbowed her in the side to get her to
talk. “I’m here to see Mrs. Long, please.”The man seemed to take them in all at once. His eyes
dropped to the newspapers in their hands and he gave a quick nod. “Of course. Mrs. Long is in
her office. If you’d come this way?” He led the way toward the back of a long elegant
hallway.Susan wanted to pop her head into every room and see what was behind the closed
doors. She’d seen houses like this before, but she’d never been inside one, and she found she
wanted to know everything about it.The man stopped at a door at the end of the hallway, and



knocked once, before opening the door. “There are two young ladies here to see you,
ma’am.”Susan couldn’t see inside the room, but a soft musical voice responded. “Thank you,
Higgins. Would you bring some refreshments for us please?”“Yes, of course.” He held the door
wide while the two girls found their way in and closed it softly behind them.Susan looked around
the small room they were in. There was a desk with an office chair and a sofa as well as an
overstuffed comfortable chair. She felt they were horribly underdressed and wished she had
thought to go home and change before they had gone there. She was still wearing the dirty dress
she’d watched the children in, and although she’d put her shoes and socks on before leaving the
house, she knew her feet were filthy from going barefoot all day even if the pretty lady before her
didn’t.Mrs. Long slowly got to her feet and limped the few steps toward the girls. “I’m Harriett
Long.” When Susan and Elizabeth just stared at her, she smiled and held her hand out. “And you
are?”Susan cleared her throat with embarrassment. “I’m Susan Miller, and this is my sister,
Elizabeth. We’ve come about your advertisement for mail order brides.”Harriett looked between
the two sisters. “Have a seat. Are both of you interested in becoming brides?”Susan shook her
head. “No, just me. Elizabeth is just here for moral support.” Susan squeezed her sister’s hand in
silent thanks for going with her.Harriett smiled as the girls finally sat down on the sofa and she
returned to her seat in front of the desk. “Why don’t you tell me a little about yourself then,
Susan? What makes you interested in becoming a mail order bride?”“Honestly, it’s our home
situation.”Harriett’s brows drew together quickly. “Are you mistreated by your parents?”Susan let
out a slight laugh. “Oh, no. It’s not that at all. In fact, our parents need to find a switch and start
using it. Often.” She paused for a moment looking at Elizabeth who was grinning at her. “I’m the
oldest of twelve children. The oldest four, Elizabeth and I and our two oldest brothers, Michael
and Henry, were all strongly disciplined from the beginning. We were raised to take responsibility
for our actions. After the four of us, mother just got tired, I think.”“How so?” Harriett’s eyes were
on Susan’s and she was taking in every word the younger woman said. It was as if Susan were
imparting important knowledge.“Well, our younger siblings are….” She didn’t want to use the
word hellions, but that and “demon horde” were the only words that came to mind. She bit her lip
for a moment.“Satan’s spawn.” The words, loud and clear and unashamed, came from
Elizabeth.Harriett choked back a laugh. “That bad?” She picked up the cup of tea Higgins had
brought to them and took a sip.Susan nodded emphatically. “Worse. Anyway, I’ve got to get out
of there. My one stipulation for a husband is he must not have any children. If God curses me
with children of my own, I’ll raise them with a strict hand and a long switch.” She needed to get
that out of the way to begin with. She was not going to raise some man’s problems.Harriett
smiled, obviously delighted by the honesty of the young women sitting in front of her. “How old
are you, Susan? I won’t send out a woman younger than eighteen.”“I was eighteen in
March.”“Well, let’s see then.” Harriett turned to her desk and flipped through the different letters
there. “No, he has children,” she mumbled. She finally found a letter halfway through her stack
and read through it quickly. “He’s the one I was looking for. I think Jesse Dailey is just the man
you’re looking for.” She handed the letter to Susan for her to read.Susan opened the letter and



held it to where Elizabeth could read it along with her. It struck her that as much as she wanted
to get away from ‘the demon horde’ she would miss Elizabeth just as much. Elizabeth had
always been more than a sister. She was her best friend. She made a silent vow to tell her so
before she left.“Dear potential bride, My name is Jesse Dailey and I’m a newspaperman in Fort
Worth, Texas. I hope to be able to buy a ranch in the area soon, so I’m looking for a bride who is
willing to save every penny to help me toward that goal. I’m not sure what to tell you about
myself, so I’m just going to ramble for a bit. I’m tall with dark hair and brown eyes. I’ve lived in
Texas my entire life, and grew up on a ranch here. I enjoy quiet walks in the country and reading.
I go to church every Sunday. I’m well-respected in town as a hard-hitting newspaperman who
makes sure he always tells the truth, even if it’s not what people want to hear. I’m twenty-three
years old and have never married. I enjoy a good home cooked meal, and would request my
bride be able to cook. I’d like someone between the ages of eighteen and twenty-two. I’m looking
forward to getting married and settling down. All the best, Jesse.”Susan smiled as she read he
wanted someone who could cook. She’d been cooking for years and knew there would be no
trouble there. She certainly matched his requests. She looked up at Harriett. “I’ll take
him.”Harriett laughed. “He’s not just a man on the shelf that you can choose. You need to write
him back and we’ll go from there.” She handed Susan a pen, ink and paper. “Go ahead and write
the letter now. All correspondence needs to go through me.”Susan took the pen and dipped it
into the ink well. What to write? After a moment of thinking, she put the pen to paper. “Dear
Jesse, My name is Susan Miller. I live on a small farm outside of Beckham, Massachusetts with
my parents and my eleven younger brothers and sisters. I’m eighteen years old and I’m a good
cook. I’d love to cook for just two people instead of fourteen. I also enjoy long walks through the
country and reading books, although I rarely have free time to do either one. I do not mind living
frugally, because it’s the only way I know. I am of medium height and have blond hair and green
eyes. I’ve never been to Texas, but I’ve read about it some, and find it fascinating. I’d love to
move there to be your bride.” Susan set the pen down and read the letter aloud, making sure
Mrs. Long approved of what she’d written.Harriett nodded. “That’s perfect. Sign it, and I’ll send it
off with the morning’s mail.”Susan quickly signed her name to the bottom and handed the
unfolded paper to the older woman. “Now what?”“Come see me in about a month to see what he
says. If he decides you’re the one he wants, he’ll send you some money for the trip to Texas, and
a train ticket.”“Sounds good.” Susan stood up, realizing she hadn’t touched the tea and cookies
Higgins had brought in while she was working on her letter. She grabbed a cookie from the plate.
“Thank you so much.” She held her hand out to Mrs. Long. “I’ll see you in about a month, I
guess.”Harriett got to her feet slowly. “I look forward to it.” She smiled at Elizabeth. “It was nice
meeting you, Elizabeth.” She walked the two sisters to the front door and watched them walk
away, smiling to herself.One month later, Susan knocked on Harriett’s door. She’d had to sneak
away from the farm to come into town, because her younger siblings would have begged to
come with her. She could just imagine the mischief they would get into in a house like Mrs.
Long’s. There would be nothing left but rubble, she thought.Higgins answered the door promptly.



“Come right in.” He opened the door wide and led her to the office again. He knocked once and
opened the office door. “Miss Miller is here to see you, Ma’am. I’ll get some refreshments.” He
closed the door softly behind him.Harriett got to her feet and smiled as Susan walked in. Susan
couldn’t help but wonder what had happened to the older woman to make her move so slowly.
She obviously had an injured leg, but how had it been injured? She’d been taught not to ask
such things, but she certainly wanted to.Harriett waved to the sofa. “Have a seat. Your letter
came just this morning, so this is good timing.” Once Susan was seated, Harriett handed her the
letter. “I didn’t open it, because it’s addressed to you.” She turned away to look through some
papers on her desk and to give Susan a bit of privacy with her letter.Susan took a deep breath
before opening the letter. She desperately wanted there to be a train ticket inside. As soon as
she opened it, a train ticket, a check and some cash fell out. She smiled, knowing he wanted her.
She picked up the check, which was made out to Mrs. Harriett Long, and handed it to her. She
picked up the cash and showed Harriett. “Is this for me to keep?”Harriett nodded. “It’s for any
expenses you may have. Your train ride will be a long one, so you’ll want to keep at least half of
that for food on the train. The rest you can use for clothes or anything else you may need.” She
paused for a moment. “What’s the date on the ticket?”Susan looked down to check. “I leave July
twenty eighth. That’s a Monday, right?”Harriett checked her calendar. “It is. That gives you ten
days. Do you think you can get clothes made in time?”Susan thought about it. “If Elizabeth and I
ignore all the kids, we can probably get a couple of dresses made. Do I need a formal wedding
dress?”“I usually say ‘yes’ to that. See if he mentioned the wedding in his letter.” Harriett
indicated the letter in the younger woman’s hand.Susan looked down and laughed at herself.
She’d been so excited about the train ticket she hadn’t bothered to read the letter. “I guess I
should read it, shouldn’t I?”Harriett grinned. “I know you’re excited to get away, so I won’t say
anything.”“Dear Susan, I’m so excited you answered my letter. You sound like you’re going to fill
the missing space in my life perfectly. I’ve enclosed a train ticket for Monday, July twenty eighth. I
will be waiting for you at the train station in Fort Worth on Wednesday, August sixth. I’ll carry a
sign with your name on it, so you’ll know immediately who I am. I’m not going to subject you to a
big wedding after your long trip, so I will arrange for us to marry at the courthouse with just my
brother and his children present. I hope that meets with your approval. If it’s a problem, you can
let me know when you get here, and we’ll make other arrangements. I can’t wait to meet you.
Yours, Jesse.”“He said we’d just marry at the courthouse. I think I’ll just make a new Sunday
dress. That’s better than spending a lot of money on a gown I’ll only wear one time.”Harriett
nodded. “May I read the letter?”Susan didn’t feel any real attachment for Jesse, and he hadn’t
put anything private in the letter, so she readily agreed, handing it to Harriett.Susan studied the
older woman while her head was bowed reading the letter. If you ignored their dress, Harriett
could have been her sister. She looked to be around twenty-eight and had blond hair and green
eyes. She was slim and seemed very graceful despite her pronounced limp.“Everything looks
good here. The train ride is a long one. You’re not going to have a chance to bathe or anything
once you’re on the train. That’s one of the biggest complaints of my brides. Will that bother



you?”Susan made a face. She didn’t like the idea of going for over a week without a bath, but it
would be worth it to get married and away from her family once and for all. “I’ll manage.”“Most
men do make some kind of arrangement for you to bathe before your wedding, I’ve
found.”“Good. I can’t imagine getting married without at least bathing first.” The idea of a long
train ride was both exciting and daunting.“I can’t imagine that either.” Harriett studied the younger
woman for a moment. “Would you like me to see you off? I do that for most of the brides I send
out.”Susan thought about that for a few seconds. “I think that would be good. I’m sure Elizabeth
will be there if she can, but I have no way of knowing whether she’ll be able to get away or
not.”“What time does your train leave on Wednesday?”“Eight in the morning.”“Come by here at
seven and we’ll walk to the train station together. We can talk on the way. If your sister comes,
great. Then there will be two of us to see you off.”Harriett stood and led Susan to the door. On
impulse, Susan turned and hugged Harriett before leaving. “Thank you so much. You’ve helped
me a lot.”“It’s my job to help as much as I can. I think of each of my brides as a friend.”Susan
thought about Harriett’s words as she walked to the general store just a few streets over.
Beckham wasn’t a large city, so nothing was very far apart.Once she got to the store, she went
inside, looking at fabrics for some new dresses. Everything she owned had once belonged to
her mother and had been cut down for her. Jesse had been generous with the money he’d sent,
and although she knew she needed some for the trip, she could buy enough fabric for three or
four dresses without a problem.She flipped through the bolts of cloth and picked out a pink with
small flowers, a blue check, a pretty lavender, which she realized matched the cow exactly, and
a forest green to match her eyes. She also bought an entire bolt of white linen for new
undergarments. She couldn’t wait to get home to start sewing.After paying for her purchases,
she carried the small wooden box the shopkeeper had given her home. Her mind was full of how
perfect life would be without poorly behaved children climbing all over her. Oh, she had no
illusions. She knew someday she’d have children too. Her mother had twelve for goodness
sakes! But she would have some time before the children arrived to just be Susan. She loved the
idea of just taking care of laundry and cooking and cleaning for two people. She sighed. Life
would be heavenly.July 1884Outside of Fort Worth, TexasJesse Dailey took a gulp of his water
as he watched his four young nephews run around his brother’s house screaming. The four of
them had been causing his brother problems ever since his sister-in-law, Caroline, had died at
the birth of two year old twins, Thomas and Walter. He shook his head at his brother wondering
just how he could live amidst the chaos. “I have news.”David raised his eyebrow waiting. “You
found a ranch?”Jesse shook his head. “Not yet, but I’m saving every penny.” He folded his hands
behind his head and leaned back in the kitchen chair. He’d just had a good meal, thanks to his
brother’s cook and housekeeper, Sadie. “I’m getting married.”David’s jaw dropped. “Married! I
didn’t even know you were courting anyone.”Jesse grinned. “I don’t have time to court anyone.
Not with spending every waking moment at the newspaper office, picking up extra articles so I
can make enough to buy a ranch. I like being a reporter, but my heart is in ranching. I should
have been the big brother.”David laughed. “I’ve told you a hundred times, you’re welcome to half



the ranch. You can even live here with the boys and me while you build yourself a house.” He
kicked his brother’s foot affectionately. “Who’s the girl?” He reached for a cookie and popped half
of it into his mouth.“I sent for a mail order bride.” Jesse said the words nonchalantly, knowing
they’d surprise his brother.David choked on his cookie. After a moment, his eyes watering, he
asked, “Seriously?”“Seriously. She’s going to be here in a couple of weeks. You coming to the
wedding? I’m just going to do a courthouse thing. No need for a big church wedding when she
doesn’t know anyone here.”Chapter 1Chapter 1Chapter 1Chapter 1Chapter 1June 1884Outside
of Beckham, MassachusettsSusan breathed a sigh of relief as her day with the neighbor
children was finally over. It wasn’t that the Jacobs’ kids were bad, because her own siblings
made them look like angels, but she was just tired of being around children all the time.
Everywhere she looked were kids getting into everything. She thought, not for the first time, that
she needed to get married and escape everyone else’s children. She knew without a doubt, that
she could make sure her own kids, if God cursed her with them, behaved well.She wandered
along the dirt road, breathing deeply of the warm summer air. There were flowers in bloom all
around her and the trees overhead made a perfect covering protecting her from the hot sun.
Summer was her favorite season of the year. She wondered if she’d have time to go for a quick
dip in the family’s pond after dinner.She walked the quarter of a mile to her family’s farm and
went inside, knowing it was time for her to help with dinner. Her sister who was two years
younger than her at sixteen had been home with their younger siblings all day, and since there
were ten younger siblings, she knew the job would be overwhelming for her sister.Their mother
worked in town for one of the women there cleaning and doing odd jobs around the house. Ever
since her youngest brother had broken his arm the previous month, her mother had needed to
work to help make ends meet. Their small dairy farm just wasn’t enough to support all fourteen
of them and pay any doctor bills that came along.Susan walked through the kitchen and noted
the absence of anything cooking. There were egg shells and smashed egg yolks all over the
walls and floor. Where was Elizabeth?She found her in the small parlor with her head in her
hands crying. Sitting beside Elizabeth on the sofa, Susan asked, “What’d they do
now?”Elizabeth rubbed her eyes. She was small for her age, and not much bigger than some of
their younger brothers. She had the same blond hair and green eyes Susan did, but at that
moment, her eyes were red-rimmed and her hair was sticking up in every direction. Susan
thought she detected a piece of egg shell in her sister’s hair, but didn’t say anything about it. “I
cannot do this anymore! They’re hellions!” She threw her hands up in the air in defeat.“Egg
fight?” Susan knew there’d been a pretty major egg fight in the kitchen, but that was nothing new
in their house. Why would Elizabeth be so upset over something like that?Elizabeth nodded. “To
start with.” She took a deep breath. “Have you seen the outhouse? Or been in the barn
yet?”“No….” What had the monsters done this time?“Well, first they had the egg fight in the
kitchen. I walked in and yelled for them to stop before one of the twins beaned me in the side of
the head with an egg. I was about to clean it up, but I had to answer nature’s call first.” Susan
nodded, waiting for her sister to get to what the kids had done. “They tipped over the outhouse…



with me in it!”Susan pressed her hand to her mouth to hide the grin that wanted to pop out. It
wasn’t funny, and she’d be furious if it had been her, but she couldn’t help the laughter that was
trying to bubble up and out of her. In retrospect the things their siblings did were funny, but it took
a while to find enough distance to laugh when you’d been the victim of their mischief.“Then,
when I finally got out and was coming back in the house, I saw Mary’s hands were covered with
paint. Lavender paint. You know the paint Ma said we could use to paint our room?” Mary was
their ten year old sister. She was the next-oldest girl after Elizabeth and the three of them shared
a room.“Yes?”“Well, she didn’t want a purple room, so she used the paint on Mabel.”“Mabel?
She actually stood still for that?”“She wasn’t happy. I could hear her mooing from across the
yard. Apparently, Mary pulled her in from the field where she was grazing and put her in her stall,
before painting her lavender.” Elizabeth sighed. “So no pretty room for us. We have to put up with
the tic tac toe game on the walls forever.”Susan sighed heavily. “I’ve got to get out of here. I’m
eighteen. I should be married by now and I wouldn’t have to put up with this nonsense anymore.”
She stared off into space for a moment while she thought about it. “Or I guess I could find a job
where I could live in. But no kids!”Elizabeth shook her head. “Then I’d have to deal with them all
without you. Ma doesn’t much care what they do, and I can’t do it alone.” Susan’s eyes looked
fearful at the very idea of Susan leaving her there with the monsters.“I hate to leave you in this
situation by yourself, but honestly? I’m doing it the first chance I get.” She looked around. “What
happened to the newspaper Pa brought home yesterday?”“Mary had Mabel stand on it so she
wouldn’t get paint on the floor of the barn.”That was finally too much for Susan and she felt the
laugh rumble up from inside her. “So it’s okay to paint the cow, but not to paint the barn floor? Did
she get dropped on her head when she was a baby?”“It’s not funny! You don’t have to stay here
with them all day every day. At least you get to go to the Jacobs’ farm three days a week. I want
to go to the Jacob’s farm.” Elizabeth’s voice was usually calm and serene, but it had deteriorated
to a whine.“We should walk into town together after supper and get a newspaper. Maybe we can
find you a job, too.” Susan had made up her mind during her conversation with her sister. She
was going to get out no matter what she had to do.“Okay. But what are we going to fix for
supper? It’ll be time to eat in an hour.”Susan stood up and held her hand out for her sister. “We’ll
figure something out. And then we’ll figure out how to get out of here!”As they walked into town
two hours later, the two sisters talked about their dreams for the future. “I want to be a teacher,”
Elizabeth admitted. “I don’t think I ever want to get married.”Susan grinned. “Just so you don’t
have to teach our brothers and sisters!” Not getting married was a good idea, in a way, because
then she would never be saddled with children, but Susan wanted to find a man to love
her.Elizabeth finally saw the humor in her day and giggled a little. “I want to be a teacher in
Oregon. Or California. I hear California is beautiful this time of year.” She stopped walking and
looked at Susan with fear in her eyes. “You don’t think Ma and Pa would ever move to California,
do you?”Susan shook her head, pulling her sister along with her. “That’s a better plan.” She
kicked at a clump of dirt along her path as she walked. They were almost to Beckham. “I really
wish I could just get married, but where am I going to meet a man? We go to the same country



church we’ve gone to our whole lives, and the most eligible bachelor is old James
Duncan.”Elizabeth wrinkled her nose. “He does seem interested in you.” James Duncan was
seventy if he was a day, and he’d already buried four wives. He was on the prowl for number five,
and Susan seemed to be the object of his affections.Susan let out a shudder. “I don’t think so.”
They’d reached town and turned to the general store, which was closed, but always set out the
“old” newspapers at the end of the day.Each sister took one, and they settled themselves onto
the bench in front of the store to scan the job advertisements. Susan quickly scanned through
and stopped at an advertisement for mail order brides. “Mail Order Bride agency needs women
who are looking for the adventure of their lives. Men out West need women to marry. Reply in
person at 300 Rock Creek Road. See Mrs. Harriett Long.”Elizabeth looked at Susan. “Nothing for
me, but did you see the ad for a Mail Order Bride?”Susan nodded slowly. “I just read it. Am I
really desperate enough to get away to answer it, though?” She bit her lip thinking hard about
whether that was something she really wanted to do.“I am! If I wanted to get married and get
away from ‘the demon horde’ we call brothers and sisters I would do it in a heartbeat.”Susan
made up her mind to do it. What could it hurt to just talk to the woman? “Would you go to see
Mrs. Long with me?”Elizabeth looked back down at the paper. “Rock Creek Road. Do you know
where that is?”“I think it’s in the rich part of town.” Susan’s brows drew together. “Why would a
rich woman run a mail order bride business?”“I have no idea.” She stood and held her hand out
for her sister. “Let’s go see if we can find Rock Creek Road.”“You mean it?” Susan had expected
Elizabeth to try to talk her out of going, but instead she supported her. She was a good
sister.Elizabeth nodded. “One of us should be able to get out of there!”Susan took Elizabeth’s
hand and the two of them walked toward the rich side of town, stopping once to get directions.
Once they were in front of the house on Rock Creek Road, Susan’s eyes grew wide and she
looked at her sister. “This place is huge.”Elizabeth was obviously awestruck. “And beautiful.” The
two girls stared at the house in awe for a minute.“How’s my hair?” Susan asked.Elizabeth sighed.
“As good as it ever is.” They both knew Susan’s long blond hair hated to be confined in a bun.
There were always tendrils popping out of any hairdo she tried to put it in. There was nothing to
do about it now, though. “Let’s go up.”“Are you coming in with me?”“If you want me to.”“Oh, I do! I
don’t think I could knock on that door without you beside me.” Susan wasn’t shy, but there was
something about the mansion in front of them that intimidated her. She didn’t really want to take
her sister, but she didn’t feel like she could do it alone.“Let’s go then.”The two sisters walked
slowly up the sidewalk to the front door. Susan reached out and knocked three times, holding
her breath as she waited for someone to come to the door.It was answered within moments by a
tall thin man with dark hair and eyes. “May I help you?”Susan stared at him for a moment. He
seemed to fit in well with the home and she couldn’t help but wonder if the owners had bought
him as part of it. Elizabeth elbowed her in the side to get her to talk. “I’m here to see Mrs. Long,
please.”The man seemed to take them in all at once. His eyes dropped to the newspapers in
their hands and he gave a quick nod. “Of course. Mrs. Long is in her office. If you’d come this
way?” He led the way toward the back of a long elegant hallway.Susan wanted to pop her head



into every room and see what was behind the closed doors. She’d seen houses like this before,
but she’d never been inside one, and she found she wanted to know everything about it.The
man stopped at a door at the end of the hallway, and knocked once, before opening the door.
“There are two young ladies here to see you, ma’am.”Susan couldn’t see inside the room, but a
soft musical voice responded. “Thank you, Higgins. Would you bring some refreshments for us
please?”“Yes, of course.” He held the door wide while the two girls found their way in and closed
it softly behind them.Susan looked around the small room they were in. There was a desk with
an office chair and a sofa as well as an overstuffed comfortable chair. She felt they were horribly
underdressed and wished she had thought to go home and change before they had gone there.
She was still wearing the dirty dress she’d watched the children in, and although she’d put her
shoes and socks on before leaving the house, she knew her feet were filthy from going barefoot
all day even if the pretty lady before her didn’t.Mrs. Long slowly got to her feet and limped the
few steps toward the girls. “I’m Harriett Long.” When Susan and Elizabeth just stared at her, she
smiled and held her hand out. “And you are?”Susan cleared her throat with embarrassment. “I’m
Susan Miller, and this is my sister, Elizabeth. We’ve come about your advertisement for mail
order brides.”Harriett looked between the two sisters. “Have a seat. Are both of you interested in
becoming brides?”Susan shook her head. “No, just me. Elizabeth is just here for moral support.”
Susan squeezed her sister’s hand in silent thanks for going with her.Harriett smiled as the girls
finally sat down on the sofa and she returned to her seat in front of the desk. “Why don’t you tell
me a little about yourself then, Susan? What makes you interested in becoming a mail order
bride?”“Honestly, it’s our home situation.”Harriett’s brows drew together quickly. “Are you
mistreated by your parents?”Susan let out a slight laugh. “Oh, no. It’s not that at all. In fact, our
parents need to find a switch and start using it. Often.” She paused for a moment looking at
Elizabeth who was grinning at her. “I’m the oldest of twelve children. The oldest four, Elizabeth
and I and our two oldest brothers, Michael and Henry, were all strongly disciplined from the
beginning. We were raised to take responsibility for our actions. After the four of us, mother just
got tired, I think.”“How so?” Harriett’s eyes were on Susan’s and she was taking in every word the
younger woman said. It was as if Susan were imparting important knowledge.“Well, our younger
siblings are….” She didn’t want to use the word hellions, but that and “demon horde” were the
only words that came to mind. She bit her lip for a moment.“Satan’s spawn.” The words, loud and
clear and unashamed, came from Elizabeth.Harriett choked back a laugh. “That bad?” She
picked up the cup of tea Higgins had brought to them and took a sip.Susan nodded
emphatically. “Worse. Anyway, I’ve got to get out of there. My one stipulation for a husband is he
must not have any children. If God curses me with children of my own, I’ll raise them with a strict
hand and a long switch.” She needed to get that out of the way to begin with. She was not going
to raise some man’s problems.Harriett smiled, obviously delighted by the honesty of the young
women sitting in front of her. “How old are you, Susan? I won’t send out a woman younger than
eighteen.”“I was eighteen in March.”“Well, let’s see then.” Harriett turned to her desk and flipped
through the different letters there. “No, he has children,” she mumbled. She finally found a letter



halfway through her stack and read through it quickly. “He’s the one I was looking for. I think
Jesse Dailey is just the man you’re looking for.” She handed the letter to Susan for her to
read.Susan opened the letter and held it to where Elizabeth could read it along with her. It struck
her that as much as she wanted to get away from ‘the demon horde’ she would miss Elizabeth
just as much. Elizabeth had always been more than a sister. She was her best friend. She made
a silent vow to tell her so before she left.“Dear potential bride, My name is Jesse Dailey and I’m a
newspaperman in Fort Worth, Texas. I hope to be able to buy a ranch in the area soon, so I’m
looking for a bride who is willing to save every penny to help me toward that goal. I’m not sure
what to tell you about myself, so I’m just going to ramble for a bit. I’m tall with dark hair and brown
eyes. I’ve lived in Texas my entire life, and grew up on a ranch here. I enjoy quiet walks in the
country and reading. I go to church every Sunday. I’m well-respected in town as a hard-hitting
newspaperman who makes sure he always tells the truth, even if it’s not what people want to
hear. I’m twenty-three years old and have never married. I enjoy a good home cooked meal, and
would request my bride be able to cook. I’d like someone between the ages of eighteen and
twenty-two. I’m looking forward to getting married and settling down. All the best, Jesse.”Susan
smiled as she read he wanted someone who could cook. She’d been cooking for years and
knew there would be no trouble there. She certainly matched his requests. She looked up at
Harriett. “I’ll take him.”Harriett laughed. “He’s not just a man on the shelf that you can choose.
You need to write him back and we’ll go from there.” She handed Susan a pen, ink and paper.
“Go ahead and write the letter now. All correspondence needs to go through me.”Susan took the
pen and dipped it into the ink well. What to write? After a moment of thinking, she put the pen to
paper. “Dear Jesse, My name is Susan Miller. I live on a small farm outside of Beckham,
Massachusetts with my parents and my eleven younger brothers and sisters. I’m eighteen years
old and I’m a good cook. I’d love to cook for just two people instead of fourteen. I also enjoy long
walks through the country and reading books, although I rarely have free time to do either one. I
do not mind living frugally, because it’s the only way I know. I am of medium height and have
blond hair and green eyes. I’ve never been to Texas, but I’ve read about it some, and find it
fascinating. I’d love to move there to be your bride.” Susan set the pen down and read the letter
aloud, making sure Mrs. Long approved of what she’d written.Harriett nodded. “That’s perfect.
Sign it, and I’ll send it off with the morning’s mail.”Susan quickly signed her name to the bottom
and handed the unfolded paper to the older woman. “Now what?”“Come see me in about a
month to see what he says. If he decides you’re the one he wants, he’ll send you some money
for the trip to Texas, and a train ticket.”“Sounds good.” Susan stood up, realizing she hadn’t
touched the tea and cookies Higgins had brought in while she was working on her letter. She
grabbed a cookie from the plate. “Thank you so much.” She held her hand out to Mrs. Long. “I’ll
see you in about a month, I guess.”Harriett got to her feet slowly. “I look forward to it.” She smiled
at Elizabeth. “It was nice meeting you, Elizabeth.” She walked the two sisters to the front door
and watched them walk away, smiling to herself.One month later, Susan knocked on Harriett’s
door. She’d had to sneak away from the farm to come into town, because her younger siblings



would have begged to come with her. She could just imagine the mischief they would get into in
a house like Mrs. Long’s. There would be nothing left but rubble, she thought.Higgins answered
the door promptly. “Come right in.” He opened the door wide and led her to the office again. He
knocked once and opened the office door. “Miss Miller is here to see you, Ma’am. I’ll get some
refreshments.” He closed the door softly behind him.Harriett got to her feet and smiled as Susan
walked in. Susan couldn’t help but wonder what had happened to the older woman to make her
move so slowly. She obviously had an injured leg, but how had it been injured? She’d been
taught not to ask such things, but she certainly wanted to.Harriett waved to the sofa. “Have a
seat. Your letter came just this morning, so this is good timing.” Once Susan was seated, Harriett
handed her the letter. “I didn’t open it, because it’s addressed to you.” She turned away to look
through some papers on her desk and to give Susan a bit of privacy with her letter.Susan took a
deep breath before opening the letter. She desperately wanted there to be a train ticket inside.
As soon as she opened it, a train ticket, a check and some cash fell out. She smiled, knowing he
wanted her. She picked up the check, which was made out to Mrs. Harriett Long, and handed it
to her. She picked up the cash and showed Harriett. “Is this for me to keep?”Harriett nodded. “It’s
for any expenses you may have. Your train ride will be a long one, so you’ll want to keep at least
half of that for food on the train. The rest you can use for clothes or anything else you may need.”
She paused for a moment. “What’s the date on the ticket?”Susan looked down to check. “I leave
July twenty eighth. That’s a Monday, right?”Harriett checked her calendar. “It is. That gives you
ten days. Do you think you can get clothes made in time?”Susan thought about it. “If Elizabeth
and I ignore all the kids, we can probably get a couple of dresses made. Do I need a formal
wedding dress?”“I usually say ‘yes’ to that. See if he mentioned the wedding in his letter.” Harriett
indicated the letter in the younger woman’s hand.Susan looked down and laughed at herself.
She’d been so excited about the train ticket she hadn’t bothered to read the letter. “I guess I
should read it, shouldn’t I?”Harriett grinned. “I know you’re excited to get away, so I won’t say
anything.”“Dear Susan, I’m so excited you answered my letter. You sound like you’re going to fill
the missing space in my life perfectly. I’ve enclosed a train ticket for Monday, July twenty eighth. I
will be waiting for you at the train station in Fort Worth on Wednesday, August sixth. I’ll carry a
sign with your name on it, so you’ll know immediately who I am. I’m not going to subject you to a
big wedding after your long trip, so I will arrange for us to marry at the courthouse with just my
brother and his children present. I hope that meets with your approval. If it’s a problem, you can
let me know when you get here, and we’ll make other arrangements. I can’t wait to meet you.
Yours, Jesse.”“He said we’d just marry at the courthouse. I think I’ll just make a new Sunday
dress. That’s better than spending a lot of money on a gown I’ll only wear one time.”Harriett
nodded. “May I read the letter?”Susan didn’t feel any real attachment for Jesse, and he hadn’t
put anything private in the letter, so she readily agreed, handing it to Harriett.Susan studied the
older woman while her head was bowed reading the letter. If you ignored their dress, Harriett
could have been her sister. She looked to be around twenty-eight and had blond hair and green
eyes. She was slim and seemed very graceful despite her pronounced limp.“Everything looks



good here. The train ride is a long one. You’re not going to have a chance to bathe or anything
once you’re on the train. That’s one of the biggest complaints of my brides. Will that bother
you?”Susan made a face. She didn’t like the idea of going for over a week without a bath, but it
would be worth it to get married and away from her family once and for all. “I’ll manage.”“Most
men do make some kind of arrangement for you to bathe before your wedding, I’ve
found.”“Good. I can’t imagine getting married without at least bathing first.” The idea of a long
train ride was both exciting and daunting.“I can’t imagine that either.” Harriett studied the younger
woman for a moment. “Would you like me to see you off? I do that for most of the brides I send
out.”Susan thought about that for a few seconds. “I think that would be good. I’m sure Elizabeth
will be there if she can, but I have no way of knowing whether she’ll be able to get away or
not.”“What time does your train leave on Wednesday?”“Eight in the morning.”“Come by here at
seven and we’ll walk to the train station together. We can talk on the way. If your sister comes,
great. Then there will be two of us to see you off.”Harriett stood and led Susan to the door. On
impulse, Susan turned and hugged Harriett before leaving. “Thank you so much. You’ve helped
me a lot.”“It’s my job to help as much as I can. I think of each of my brides as a friend.”Susan
thought about Harriett’s words as she walked to the general store just a few streets over.
Beckham wasn’t a large city, so nothing was very far apart.Once she got to the store, she went
inside, looking at fabrics for some new dresses. Everything she owned had once belonged to
her mother and had been cut down for her. Jesse had been generous with the money he’d sent,
and although she knew she needed some for the trip, she could buy enough fabric for three or
four dresses without a problem.She flipped through the bolts of cloth and picked out a pink with
small flowers, a blue check, a pretty lavender, which she realized matched the cow exactly, and
a forest green to match her eyes. She also bought an entire bolt of white linen for new
undergarments. She couldn’t wait to get home to start sewing.After paying for her purchases,
she carried the small wooden box the shopkeeper had given her home. Her mind was full of how
perfect life would be without poorly behaved children climbing all over her. Oh, she had no
illusions. She knew someday she’d have children too. Her mother had twelve for goodness
sakes! But she would have some time before the children arrived to just be Susan. She loved the
idea of just taking care of laundry and cooking and cleaning for two people. She sighed. Life
would be heavenly.July 1884Outside of Fort Worth, TexasJesse Dailey took a gulp of his water
as he watched his four young nephews run around his brother’s house screaming. The four of
them had been causing his brother problems ever since his sister-in-law, Caroline, had died at
the birth of two year old twins, Thomas and Walter. He shook his head at his brother wondering
just how he could live amidst the chaos. “I have news.”David raised his eyebrow waiting. “You
found a ranch?”Jesse shook his head. “Not yet, but I’m saving every penny.” He folded his hands
behind his head and leaned back in the kitchen chair. He’d just had a good meal, thanks to his
brother’s cook and housekeeper, Sadie. “I’m getting married.”David’s jaw dropped. “Married! I
didn’t even know you were courting anyone.”Jesse grinned. “I don’t have time to court anyone.
Not with spending every waking moment at the newspaper office, picking up extra articles so I



can make enough to buy a ranch. I like being a reporter, but my heart is in ranching. I should
have been the big brother.”David laughed. “I’ve told you a hundred times, you’re welcome to half
the ranch. You can even live here with the boys and me while you build yourself a house.” He
kicked his brother’s foot affectionately. “Who’s the girl?” He reached for a cookie and popped half
of it into his mouth.“I sent for a mail order bride.” Jesse said the words nonchalantly, knowing
they’d surprise his brother.David choked on his cookie. After a moment, his eyes watering, he
asked, “Seriously?”“Seriously. She’s going to be here in a couple of weeks. You coming to the
wedding? I’m just going to do a courthouse thing. No need for a big church wedding when she
doesn’t know anyone here.”
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angela longstaffe, “Child rearing 101. Mail Order Madness (Brides of Beckham)

  
  
is the third in the Brides of Beckham series. I read them somewhat out of order. However, this
only compliments the series as I normally do not like to read "backwards". And I had read the
second first, then the first and now the third.As with the second book, 
  
Mail Order Mama (Brides of Beckham)

  
  
, I enjoyed the culture clash somehow. Only this time it was not East versus West, shy versus
boisterous but child rearing.Susan, the heroine, is desperate to leave her small family farm with
her eleven younger siblings behind. For as long as she remembers, she is babysitting, cooking,
sawing and cleaning. While she and her next three siblings were raised very strict and had felt
switch when they misbehaved, she realizes that her parents were just simply tired after four kids
and the seven that followed were allowed to run wild.David, the hero, grew up somewhat
privileged and inherited the family ranch. His wife died after giving birth to twins. He has been a
widower with 4 "hellion" boys for a year, unable to hold on to a nanny, when his younger brother
tells him that he has sent for a mail order bride. His brother is rather independent and is saving
up to buy his own ranch, not wanting to have the ranch the brother grew up, split in half.
Therefore he had asked for a simply young woman who would help him save his funds towards
that goal.Susan had deliberately picked Jess as her groom as he has no children. She loves
children but has clear ideas on how to raise them and how she expects them to behave. Jess is



a newspaper man (reporter) and is killed on assignment while Susan is on her way to Texas to
marry. David, who had considered sending for a mail order bride himself, one who would not
know how is boys were regarded in the community, offers for Susan himself.The rest of the
books is about how Susan gets the boys to behave, leaving her methods - a good smack on the
bottom - behind as per David's orders (and he is quite firm in those) and using ingenuity to
outsmart the little boys and getting them to behave.There is not a whole lot of romance, kind of
difficult with 4 kids under the age of 8 around at all times but the author does manage to show
the growing awareness in David that Susan is what the children need even when at times he
clueless undermines her.As I said in my review of 
  
Mail Order Mayhem (Brides of Beckham)

  
  
, I hope the author will write the story of Harriet Long, the owner of the match making agency
the brides of Beckham use.  I believe, her story could be the most interesting one.”

Ebook Library Reader MKH, “Susan and David. Susan is tired! Being the oldest of 12 siblings.
Now her sister Elizabeth has also had enough. They both work tirelessly to try to keep the
younger ones out of trouble, but, sometimes it gets to be to much. So Susan makes a decision
after reading an ad in the paper. She asks Elizabeth to go with her to meet Mrs. Harriet Long to
see if she can help. Of course Harriet can help! She asks Susan some questions and finds just
the right letter for her to read. So Susan answers Jesse Dailey's letter. When she gets to Texas
she finds that Jesse has been killed two weeks prior and his brother David is there to welcome
her. David asks her if she would consider being his bride instead. Susan isn't sure especially
after he tells her his wife died in childbirth two years prior and he has twin boys. Only she
thought that was all he had until she arrives for dinner with him that night and finds he has four
sons, 8, 6 and of course the twins at 2. However, since they are all so well behaved she tells him
yesterday's, she will marry him. Only is what she saw at dinner the truth about the boy's
behavior? Will she be able to handle them the same way she did her siblings? What happens
next? Only one way to find out, read this great story by Kristen Osbourne.”

Beverly, “Book Three, More Charm!. The "Brides of Beckham" series is getting to be more fun to



read as each book is written. Susan is the Beckham, Massachusetts bride in this story. A young
18 year old, the oldest in a family of 12, 8 of which are outright hellions, she decides she wants
out of her current life and that it is time for her to marry, have a husband and home of her own,
with her own children that she can control and discipline her own way. She contacts the mail
order business of Harriett Long to find a husband. I must say that the character of Harriett Long
is getting more interesting and mysterious with each book!. Susan chooses Jesse Dailey, a
single journalist in Ft. Worth, Texas. After a long 10 day train ride, she arrives in Ft. Worth tired
and dirty, smelling like vomit from the 2 year old that latched onto her on the train trip. She is
beginning to feel like a child magnant! She then is shocked and bewildered to be met instead by
Jesse's brother David, who informs her that Jesse was killed while investigating a murder in Ft.
Worth. But the shock and confusion doesn't end there. David, a widower, asks Susan to marry
him in Jesse's place. Susan, now left in Fort Worth with no money decides to marry David. But
what David fails to tell Susan is that he has 4 little male hellions of his own. That is when the
story gets really interesting! Mail Order Madness is a sweet little treat. Readers who enjoy mail
order bride romances should definitely put The "Brides of Beckham" series at the top of their
wish list!”

Dixie Girl, “Mail Order Madness. Susan was eldest of 12 children. Both her parents worked to
food and clothing and a roof over their heads. Plus all the other things needed. She also worked
part time watching their neighbors children to help put a little money in the family's survival.Her
younger brothers and sisters were truly hard to watch and she was tired. After seeing an add for
mail order brides she decided that wad what she would do in order to get on with her 18 year old
self. If someone sent her money to travel out to them she would let them know with her first letter
she did not want children any time soon.After arriving in Texas she spotted a sign with her name
on it. After greeting the gentleman she learned her true groom had been murdered,and the man
in front of her was his brother.  Needless to say her life. Had turned upside down.”

Joanne Webber, “Easy read. I downloaded after reading the free download in the series found it
a nice easy read. I have since bought the other books in the series and have progressed to the
Suitors of Seattle.”

cookiepat, “Good Read.. Like all her books once you started reading you cant put them down,
maybe its the pioneer in me but I really enjoyed all the Beckham series. I hope she writes some
more.”

FionaC, “Enjoyable Series. The "Brides of Beckham" mail order bride series has been a very
enjoyable read.  The stories are good and the characters are well written.”

susan shelton, “Five Stars. enjoyable read...”
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