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      For years, the train’s schedule punctuated Sophia’s evenings. But with the war, everything changed.

      

      Left at home with her brother, broken from the war, Sophia changed as well.

      

      But during a thunderstorm, on a dark and stormy night,  the train….

      

      A standalone short story in a series of enchanting tales of love that overcomes the boundaries of time.
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      Something was wrong.

      Sophia sat in a little wooden high-backed chair in front of the open window, staring out into the darkness.

      The only sound in front of her came from the crickets chirping and a night owl complaining about the darkness.

      Behind her, there was nothing but the steady ticking of the little clock over the cold fireplace.

      She set her knitting aside and blew out the one little candle that separated her from the darkness of night.

      The sulfur burned her eyes, bringing tears.

      With the clouds carrying a storm on its heels, she hadn't noticed how late it was getting.

      She could still smell the cornbread she'd made for dinner. That's what they'd had. Cornbread. That and the one ripe tomato she'd found growing on a vine in what used to be a garden.

      That was before the Yankees had used their yard as a road and, like a swarm of locusts, had taken all the food as they passed through.

      They hadn't even bothered to stop and ask permission.

      But they'd gone on their way, and that was probably more than she could have asked for.

      She'd heard stories of much much worse. So much worse, it terrified her to think about what could have happened.

      Besides, she had more than just herself to think about. She had to think about her brother, Charlie.

      Charlie had come back from the war broken.

      Unable to walk. He'd collapsed on the doorstep and hadn't taken a step since.

      Charlie had been in the bed for two weeks now. He hadn't moved. Hadn't said a word. He wouldn't even look at her.

      There was a rumble of thunder in the distance.

      It was just a rumble of thunder.

      But something was wrong.

      The train hadn't kept an exact schedule since the war started. But it ran every day.

      Every evening.

      But not tonight.

      Tonight there had been no train.

      The last time there had been no train, the Yankees had descended on them.

      A flash of lightening lit up everything from here to the train tracks.

      About fifty yards.

      When the train came by, it sucked away all other sounds with the roar of the engine and the rumble of the wheels over the tracks.

      It shook the whole two-story cottage.

      It wasn't something that could be missed.

      Sophia had grown up in this house. The passing of the train signified bedtime.

      As a child she and Charlie had known that once the train chugged past, it was time for them to blow out their candles and climb into bed.

      It punctuated the end of the day.

      Sophia hadn't planned on staying here. The house was in the middle of nowhere. Going into town took all day. A two-hour wagon ride one way. Then a two-hour wagon ride back home again.

      Now, with the war going on, Sophia avoided the trip except when absolutely necessary.

      However, she had a vague memory of herself as a teenager longing to go into town every day. She'd wanted to see other people her own age.

      Then she'd wanted to meet boys.

      Which also required going into town.

      She'd dreamed about leaving here as soon as she was of age. She didn't know how she would do it. A woman couldn't just leave home and go live by herself. It wasn't proper.

      The one time she'd mentioned her idea to her mother, her mother had informed her that the only way she could support herself in town - alone - was to be a woman of ill-repute.

      Sophia hadn't mentioned it to her mother again. That hadn't kept her from trying to figure out a way to make it happen.

      Then the war had happened. And she'd watched her older brother and her father parade around in their new uniforms.

      Then they'd ridden off.

      To fight.

      We won't be gone long. They'd been certain that the war would be swift and painless. At least painless for the Southerners. They expected the Yankees to turn tail and run like scared rabbits.

      Six months later Charlie had been declared missing and presumed dead. Just days later, they'd gotten word that Father had been killed.

      Sophia's mother had shut down. Much like Charlie was doing now.

      She'd gone to bed. Stopped eating.

      Then died. A broken heart.

      She hadn't lived to see Charlie return home after all.

      Sophia refused to let Charlie go like that. She made sure Charlie ate even if he wouldn't talk to her or even look at her.

      Tomorrow.

      Tomorrow she would go at him again. Force him out of bed. Wash the bedding.

      Maybe she could get him out of the house for a walk.

      Or least outside on the porch.

      The rumble of thunder that followed turned into the familiar sound of the train coming their way.

      Sophia's heart tripped into a gallop.

      The train no longer brought the comfort it once had. Now there was no way to predict what it would bring.

      She'd taken to holding her breath as it passed. Hoping that it would pass by uneventfully.

      But there was no reason for the train to stop here.

      It had never stopped here.

      There was no reason for it to.

      There was nothing here other than their house and stable. A stable with only one old horse that could get her to town every few weeks. And one little chicken that gave them eggs on occasion.

      The thunder rumbled louder, mixing with the roar of the train.

      Sophia fought the urge to leave the window. To go to her brother's room and wait with him until after the train passed. But she couldn't pull herself away from the window. Away from the bolts of lightning that lit up the area between here and the train tracks.

      She felt the electricity in the air.

      Electricity filled the air as the train neared. She could feel the earth shaking beneath her.

      The plates in the cupboard rattled dangerously.

      Then the world outside lit up.
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      The train had been the only available last-minute mode of transportation. Amtrak wouldn't have been his first choice. But he'd ridden the train before. And he'd probably ride it again.

      At least it was fast. And considering that his car was in the shop, it was faster than trying to rent a car. The trip from Savannah to Charleston would have been scenic under other circumstances. Like daylight. And if he'd been in less of a rush.

      George dropped his iPad in his lap and closed his eyes, rubbing his eyelids.

      He was tired of reading.

      Tired of sitting.

      He was late. It was already after ten o'clock at night. He was supposed to have been with his sister by now.

      He stared out the little window next to his seat. He was in seat 2B. He had the row of seats to himself. In fact, he was the only person in this train car.

      Very unusual.

      The countryside was hidden behind a blur of darkness.

      A bolt of lightning lit up the countryside. Oak trees draped with moss sped past.

      There hadn't been any rain in the forecast.

      He clicked open his iPad to check the forecast. The weather was always changing, but this was completely unexpected.

      No service.

      Not surprising really. But in this day and time it seemed like there would be cell phone service everywhere.

      He took his phone out of his jacket pocket. He'd sent his sister a text, but she hadn't answered
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