
    
      
        
          
        
      

    


A MAIL-ORDER BRIDE ROMANCE 

SANDY CREEK

MEADOW LARK



	[image: ]

	 
	[image: ]





[image: ]


Chapter One – A Name Like That
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They always said her name sounded like a place you passed on the way to somewhere better.

Sandy Creek sat on the front porch of the weathered clapboard house, her legs curled under her and a book she’d already read twice resting in her lap. Her aunt’s soft snores drifted through the open window behind her. The old woman hadn’t been well for weeks, and Sandy could feel the weight of each labored breath like a stone on her chest.

The breeze was lazy, too lazy to lift the dry dust off the yard. The oak tree out front offered some shade, but not much relief. It was the kind of heat that stuck to your skin like guilt.

Across the road, three boys stood near the post, snickering. They were her age, or maybe a little older, all of them sons of farmers or shop owners who thought themselves better. One cupped his hands around his mouth and called out, “Hey, Sandy Crick! When the river gonna rise and wash you outta this dump?”

The others laughed.

Sandy didn’t flinch. She’d heard worse. “Might happen sooner than you think,” she called back, cool and calm. “Maybe I’ll come lookin’ for you first.”

They didn’t have a comeback, just jeered and sauntered off. She watched them go, her eyes dry, her jaw clenched. It wasn’t just the name. It was everything—her clothes, her calloused hands, the way her mama had died birthing her and her papa had vanished two winters later.

She wasn’t just alone. She was forgotten.

Aunt Myrna had done what she could, raising her on a widow’s pension and a small patch of turnips and tomatoes. But time was cruel, and now the old woman barely had strength to sit up, let alone tend the garden.

Sandy stood and stepped back into the dim room, brushing the screen door shut behind her.

Myrna’s eyes fluttered open.

“Was it those boys again?” she rasped.

Sandy nodded.

“Don’t let ‘em turn your heart bitter. You got good in you, girl. Your mama had it too.”

Sandy forced a smile. “Rest now. I’ll heat up the beans.”

Myrna gripped her hand. “You’ll have to find your own way soon, Sandy. I ain’t long for this world.”

Sandy swallowed hard and nodded. “I know.”

That night, after the soup and the prayers and the hush of darkness had fallen, Sandy lit a stub of candle and reached under the bed for the only thing she’d kept hidden—an issue of the Matron’s Matrimonial Journal, mailed to her months ago from a traveling peddler who took pity on her eyes.

She flipped past the grainy advertisements and stories of prairie babies and barley soup recipes until she found the Seeking Companionship section.

One ad stood out.

“Forty-three-year-old hog farmer. Own land. Hardworking. Heavyset but gentle. No drink. No past. Seeking good woman, strong of spirit. Children welcome. Age not important.” – Abner T., Dry Hills, Nebraska Territory

Sandy read it twice.

Then a third time.

She lit a match and pulled out a blank sheet of paper.

With shaking hands, she wrote:

Dear Mister Abner T.,

My name is Sandy Creek. I’m twenty years old. I can cook, sew, clean, and tend to livestock. I got no family to speak of. I seek an honest man and a quiet home. I don’t ask for much—just safety, kindness, and a roof that doesn’t leak.
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