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he day the soldier rode up our lane, I was heading for the barn to milk the cow. It was late in the afternoon, almost dark, and just beginning to snow. The flakes spun idly, blowing this way and that, as if they were unsure where to settle.

I stopped and watched the soldier come closer. He sat crooked in the saddle, his head down, his body swaying in rhythm with the horse’s slow steps. The snow sparkled like little gems on his shoulders and his hair.

Though both horse and rider looked too near death to be dangerous, I eyed the man uneasily. Folks here in the Shenandoah Valley had suffered many encounters with soldiers. Didn’t matter if the armies were Confederate or Yankee. They both helped themselves to our food and our livestock. The only difference was the Confederates usually apologized for taking them. Unfortunately, words didn’t ease our hunger.

What made the soldier especially menacing was the fact I was the only male standing between him and Mama and Rachel. Last year Papa had died in Richmond of dysentery. Not two months after Papa’s body was sent home, my brother, Avery, rode off to join the army. Mama had begged him not to go, but he wanted to fight for the South, like Papa.

At the time, I was all for his going; I would have gone myself, but Mama clung to me with all her strength. Before Avery rode off on our one and only horse, he told me I was in charge of the farm till he returned.

The very last thing he said was, “You take good care of Mama and Rachel.”

And that’s just what I was trying to do. Protect Mama and Rachel from soldiers roaming the Valley like starving bears, looking to survive no matter what it might cost another person.

Even though my knees were trembly with fear, I stood and faced the soldier. “What do you want? Why don’t you say something?”

He raised his head slowly and looked at me. His eyes were glassy, unfocused, his face deathly white under a layer of grime. Despite his beard and long hair, I could see he wasn’t much older than Avery—​eighteen, nineteen. Surely not over twenty.

My fear eased a bit, and I loosened my death grip on the milk bucket. “What do you want?” I asked again.

“Food,” he croaked in a low voice. “And shelter . . . Please.”

As quiet as he spoke, there was no mistaking his accent. He came from somewhere nearby. I dropped the milk bucket with a clang and ran to his side just in time to prevent him from sliding off the horse.

“Mama,” I hollered toward the house. “Mama!”

The back door opened and my mother looked out, her thin face drawn tight with worry. My little sister, Rachel, peeked out from behind Mama’s skirt. “Haswell,” Mama called to me, “who’s that with you?”

“Name’s James Marshall,” the man muttered. “Got shot a day or so ago. Lost a lot of blood.”

I turned to Mama. “His name’s James Marshall. He’s wounded.”

“Tell him to be on his way,” Mama said. “We can’t help him.”

I was almost too shocked to speak. “But, Mama, he’s hurt, he’s—”

“You heard me, Haswell. I’m sorry, but he can’t stay here.” With that, Mama slammed the door. A second later Rachel’s face appeared at the window, her nose pressed white against the glass.

I turned back to James Marshall. “Wait here. I’ll talk to Mama. She has a kind heart, she’ll—”

James Marshall sighed. “Can’t blame her. I’ll try somewhere else.” He made as if to ride on, but the horse looked as near collapse as he did.

I grabbed the reins from him and glanced at the house. Rachel was gone from the window. There was no sign of Mama. The snow was falling thick now; it lay between us and the house like a heavy white curtain. Hoping not to be seen, I led the horse around to the back of the barn. It was cold and damp inside. What was left of the hay had a moldy smell. But it was better than being outside in the wind and cold.

I touched James Marshall’s hand. “Lie down in the straw, and I’ll fetch you some blankets.”

He stared at me, his eyes glassier than before, and slid off the horse. I swear he was asleep before he hit the ground. The horse lay down beside him, its eyes closed, its breath steaming in the cold air. It was so skinny I could have counted its ribs. They were a pitiful pair.

I ran for a pile of old saddle blankets and covered James Marshall as best I could. Up close, he was a sad sight. His face was hollowed out with hunger and weariness, his beard and hair unkempt, his skin gray with dirt. Somehow I had to get food and drink to him and see to his wounds. If I didn’t, he’d either freeze to death or die of an infection.

I milked the cow as fast as I could. She twitched her tail in my face and stamped her feet to show she wasn’t used to such rough treatment. I rested my head against her warm flank and smelled the sweet milk filling the pail. Once, we’d had a whole herd of cows, but that was before the Yankee devil Sheridan and his men came to the Valley. Fortunately, I’d had enough sense to hide Clarissa and a few chickens in the gully behind our house. Otherwise, we’d have died of starvation before now.

“Poor old Clarissa,” I told the cow, “you must be mighty lonesome.”

She turned her head and looked at me with her sad brown eyes. Then she mooed, almost as if she’d understood what I’d said.

By the time I made my way to the house, the snow was even heavier and the sky was solid white. The wind blew across the yard. It looked like winter was throwing a February blizzard at us, a last insult after the bad weather we’d already been dealt. I was glad James Marshall wasn’t still plodding along on his horse. He’d be a dead man by now, frozen stiff in the saddle.

Mama watched me set the milk on a shelf in the pantry. “Do you understand why I couldn’t let that man stay here?” she asked.

“I guess you’re scared the Yankees will burn the house down if they find out.” I fidgeted with the milk pail to keep from looking her in the eye. Mama always knew when I was hiding something from her.

“That’s exactly what happened to some folks down Haymarket way. They took in one of Mosby’s men, and when the Yankees found out, they burned everything they couldn’t steal. There’s no one in the Valley they hate more than Mosby.”

Mama turned away and went to the window. “Still, I can’t help feeling bad about it,” she said softly. “He was a young man and sorely wounded from the look of him. I reckon he’ll die in this storm.” She paused and gazed out the window as if she could see James Marshall out there succumbing to the cold.

“Maybe I shouldn’t have turned him away,” she added. “The sweet Lord knows I don’t want his death on my conscience. Suppose someone let Avery die alone in the snow?”

Rachel looked up from her doll cradle. “Don’t worry, Mama.” Giving me a sly grin, she added, “I saw Haswell take that soldier around behind the barn. Most likely he’s sleeping out there in the straw.”

“Rachel!” When I took a step toward her, she jumped up and hid behind Mama’s skirt, her favorite refuge.

“Haswell Colby Magruder,” Mama said. “Is that the truth?”

“Yes, ma’am.” I lowered my head and stared at the pine floor. “He would have died otherwise. There’s blood on his jacket, and he’s so weak he just about fell off the horse. Nobody will see him out in the barn. I’ll tend him. You won’t have to do a thing.”

While Mama listened to the words tumbling out of my mouth, she looked at the wall of falling snow pressing against the kitchen window. The light whitened her face and showed a network of wrinkles radiating from her eyes. She looked old and tired, worn out from grief and want. I felt like hugging her the way I had when I was little, but at thirteen a boy doesn’t hang on to his mother.

“I’m sorry, Mama, but he looked so pitiful, him and the horse both. I just couldn’t turn him away. He’s not much older than Avery and fighting for the same cause.”

Mama laid her hand on my arm. “It’s all right, son,” she hushed me. “We’d best bring him inside and take proper care of him. With luck, no one will know he’s been here.” She glanced at Rachel, who was rocking her doll in its cradle but not missing a word we spoke. “You hear, Rachel? Don’t tell a soul about that young man. Keep your mouth shut tight if anyone asks.”

Rachel smiled—​pleased, I reckon, to be included in something so important. At seven, she got left out of most serious matters. “You can trust me, Mama. I’m old enough to keep a secret.”

While Rachel babbled on about how trustworthy she was, Mama pulled on her coat. “Come along, Haswell,” she said. “I’ll need your help getting the young man into the house.”

“Can I come, too?” Rachel asked.

Mama sighed and opened the back door. Grabbing our coats, Rachel and I followed her through the thick snow to the barn. “Worst winter in years,” Mama muttered. “Must be the Lord punishing us for this war.”

I hated hearing Mama talk like that. You’d think she was a Quaker the way she carried on. But I kept my thoughts to myself and hoped she wouldn’t speak ill of the fighting in James Marshall’s hearing.

Mama knelt down and touched James Marshall’s forehead. “Fever,” she murmured. “Help me get him up on his feet, Haswell.”

James Marshall opened his eyes and did his best to stand, but it took all my strength and Mama’s, too, to get him walking. Even then, he staggered between us, his arms around our shoulders, his head hanging. Rachel followed us out of the barn, claiming she’d catch him if he fell backward. Most likely she’d fall down in the snow with James Marshall on top of her, but I was working too hard to point this out.

Somehow we got James Marshall into the house and up the back stairs to the spare room over the kitchen. Once we’d had an Irish servant girl living there, cooking our meals and cleaning and laundering, but she’d run off with a Yankee soldier a year or so back.

Though Maura hadn’t shown good judgment in her choice of a partner, I missed her. She made a good apple pie. I liked the soft way she spoke, too, and the stories she told about the fairies and such.

James Marshall fell across the narrow bed with a groan. After sending Rachel downstairs to start the kettle boiling, Mama began to undress him. I helped by pulling off his boots. They were made of fine leather but the soles were worn clean through. I thought of Avery’s boots, so shiny and new when he left for the war. Did they look as bad as these now?

“Go down and fetch a bowl of hot water,” Mama said. She’d peeled James Marshall’s shirt away to reveal a wound in his side. “He’s lost a lot of blood.”

I glanced at the bloody shirt and coat and the hole in James Marshall’s skin, all purple and red and ugly.

“And bring the bottle of whiskey from Papa’s cabinet,” she called after me.

I hurried to the kitchen. Rachel had gotten the kettle to boil, and I poured the steaming water in a bowl. She followed me upstairs with the whiskey.

Mama was tearing a clean sheet into strips. “Set the bowl on the table by the bed, Haswell. The whiskey, too.”

I did as she told me, and she got to work cleaning the wound. James Marshall moaned and tossed, clearly out of his head by now.

“Hold his arms, Haswell,” Mama ordered.

I did my best, but sick as the man was, he was strong. Somehow I managed to keep him still long enough for Mama to do her work. Using her fingers, she dug a bullet out of the wound and tossed it on the floor. Rachel and I stared at it. Like me, she was probably wondering how it felt to have something like that pierce your flesh.

Rachel stooped down and picked up the bullet, turning it in her fingers and studying it.

“Put that down,” Mama said sharply.

“I want it.” Rachel wiped it on her dress and dropped it in her pocket.

Mama was too busy tending James Marshall to do more than frown and shake her head. Before she bandaged him, she poured whiskey in the wound. He screamed in pain, and she held the bottle to his lips. “Drink some,” she said, “but not too much.”

Once Mama was through with him, James Marshall lay back and closed his eyes.

“Sit by him, Haswell,” Mama said. “Give him a sip of whiskey if he wakes. I’ll go down and fix something to fortify him.”

Rachel stood close beside me, her breath warm on my neck. “You think he’ll die?” she whispered.

“I hope not.”

She studied James Marshall for a while. “He’s real sick. Most likely he will die.”

“Maybe you should go down and help Mama,” I said.

“Remember when our cat Sadie died and we buried her in the orchard? Maybe we’ll have to bury James Marshall, too. I can say the prayers, and you and Mama can sing the hymns.”

“I sure hope he can’t hear the things you’re saying.”

Rachel went to the window and peered out at the snow. “His tracks are all covered up already.”

“Good.”

Rachel breathed a big foggy patch on the glass and drew a picture of a cat with her finger. “Remember how sweet and pretty Sadie was?”

“Go on downstairs, Rachel.”

She stuck out her tongue at me and turned back to the window. “I guess Sadie’s nothing but bones by now,” she said. “Dead and gone. You think she’s waiting up in heaven, Haswell?”

“Hush up, Rachel,” I hissed at her. “What kind of talk is that? Cats don’t go to heaven.”

Before Rachel could come up with a sassy answer, James Marshall groaned and opened his eyes. They were all sparkly bright, burning with fever like blue fire. “Where am I?”

He was trying to sit up, so I eased him back on the pillow and gave him a sip of whiskey. “It’s all right,” I said. “You’re safe in our house. Mama took pity on you. She’s downstairs now, fixing a concoction for you.”

“It’ll taste horrid,” Rachel put in. “But it will make you better, so maybe you won’t die after all.”

James Marshall stared at Rachel as if she were a creature of ill omen. “Who are you?”

“I’m Rachel Magruder,” she said. “I’m seven years old and I’m the best speller in my school. I can count to one hundred and I know my times tables up to the fives. I can read long books, too. The Bible, for instance. And I—”

I put my hand over her mouth. “Hush, Rachel. James Marshall doesn’t want to hear your entire life story.”

Rachel pulled away. “Don’t you do that again, Haswell, or I’m telling Mama.” She turned back to James Marshall. “My brother is the rudest boy in the whole state of Virginia. And he has smelly hands.”

“Why don’t you go see if Mama needs you?” I asked her.

“Why don’t you?” Rachel said in the snippy voice she loved to use on me.

“Well, aren’t you the pert little miss,” James Marshall observed.

If I hadn’t been taught to be polite, I might have called Rachel something worse than pert. As it was, I just scowled at her. She had been a contrary child since the day she was born. Did and said what she pleased, and the devil take those who didn’t like it. Papa said she was the spitting image of Grandma Colby, Mama’s mama. He didn’t intend it as a compliment.

Rachel smiled at James Marshall. “Want to see something?”

Before he could say yes or no, Rachel opened her hand and showed him the bullet, still slimy with blood. “Mama dug this out of your side. Did it hurt going in?”

James Marshall nodded. “It most certainly did.”

Just as I was about to lose my control and say something rude to Rachel, Mama came upstairs carrying a steaming cup of foul-smelling liquid. I don’t know what went into it—​herbs and such, I reckon. She gathered the makings in the summer and hung bunches of weeds in the attic to dry. In the fall she brewed it in a kettle, poured it into bottles, and called it medicine. Poison, more likely. At least that’s how it tasted.

Mama sat down on the bed. “Did these children wake you, son?”

James Marshall shook his head. “I’m in some pain, ma’am.”

Mama held the cup toward him. “Drink this. It will help with the fever. And the pain.”

Rachel wrinkled her nose. “Poor James Marshall,” she said without a trace of pity. “If you hold your nose while you drink it, you won’t smell it.”

James Marshall ignored Rachel and did his best to choke down Mama’s remedy. I could tell by his face it tasted just as bad as usual. When he handed Mama the empty cup, Rachel gave him a long, admiring look.

“I never have managed to swallow more than one mouthful of that concoction,” she admitted. “Usually I just spit it out.”

James Marshall coughed and closed his eyes. Mama smoothed his covers and studied his face. “What a handsome young man.” She sighed long and heavy. “Most likely his mother is worried sick about him at this very moment.”

The wind thumped the windows as she spoke, shaking the glass as if it meant to break into the room. I knew Mama was thinking about Avery again. We needed him so badly, it made me hate him sometimes. Why had he left me to take care of everything, and me just thirteen years old? When he came home, I’d tell him a thing or two.

“Can you take Rachel to the kitchen and feed her some of that stew?” Mama asked me. “I want to sit here a spell and watch this poor young man.”

Rachel fussed a bit, but she followed me downstairs and seated herself at the table. I ladled possum stew into two bowls and sat down opposite her. I’d caught the varmint myself in one of Papa’s traps, and I was mighty pleased with the way Mama had cooked him up.

Except for the wind howling around the house, the room was quiet. And warm from the fire in the woodstove. I was glad I’d collected a good pile of logs before the storm commenced.

After a while Rachel put down her spoon and leaned toward me, her face scrunched in worry. “Do you think the Yankees are searching for him?”

“I hope not.”

Rachel turned to the window. Dark was falling fast and we could see our reflections in the glass, Rachel in her pigtails and me with my hair hanging in my eyes. Behind us, the kitchen looked snug and safe, yellow with lamplight.

“They could be out there in the dark right now,” Rachel whispered, “watching us.”

As she spoke, the wind hit the house hard, driving cold air through every crack. Rachel and I both shivered, partly from the draft and partly from fear. Suddenly, the kitchen didn’t seem so safe after all.

“Those Federals won’t go anywhere in this snow,” I told her. “They’re huddled around their campfires somewhere faraway, waiting for spring to recommence fighting.”

“I’ve heard tell the Yankees are demons from hell,” Rachel said. “Maybe they can follow a man by his smell, like the devil can.”

Even though Rachel was merely a child, she was beginning to scare the beejeebers out of me. Hadn’t I heard older folks say the same thing about the Yankees? I scraped the last bit of gravy out of my bowl and got to my feet. “Let’s take Mama some stew and then go to bed,” I said. “We’ll be warm and snug under the blankets.”

For once Rachel agreed with me. I carried the bowl of stew upstairs, and she followed with a chunk of bread. Mama was sitting in the rocker beside the bed. Even though James Marshall had swallowed every drop of her remedy, he still looked mighty sick to me.

“We brought you something to eat,” Rachel told Mama.

Mama smiled at us. “Set it down on the bureau,” she said. “I’ll eat it later.”

Rachel drew closer to Mama. “Is he getting any better?” she whispered.

Mama sighed. “He’s no worse, thank the Lord.”

“Is he fixing to die?” Rachel asked.

Mama hushed her. “Go on to bed, child.”

We did as Mama said. Long after Rachel fell asleep, I lay awake, listening to the wind, thinking what a scary sound it made. Like the souls of the dead out there in the cold and the dark, wailing to be in their beds again, warm and snug. I pictured Avery sleeping in a tent somewhere, huddled under his blankets. And men like James Marshall alone and wandering the night like lost souls themselves. And officers in snug shelters, planning battles and dreaming of glory.

I fell asleep thinking I might ride away with James Marshall when he recovered. I’d find Avery and bring him home and make him do his share to protect Mama and Rachel. We needed him a sight more than General Robert E. Lee did.
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woke to a cold, gray dawn and went down the hall to check on James Marshall. Mama was asleep in the chair beside the bed, looking weary even in repose, but James Marshall was awake. He raised his hand to signify he saw me, and I crept close to him.

“How are you feeling?” I whispered.

“Poorly,” he murmured, “but better than yesterday.”

Even though we’d kept our voices low, Mama’s eyes opened. She always did sleep as light as a cat. Leaning toward James Marshall, she laid a hand on his forehead. “Still feverish,” she said, “but not near as hot as last night. My remedy must be helping.”

James Marshall smiled. “I surely hope so, ma’am, for that is without a doubt the worst concoction I ever swallowed.”

Mama’s face brightened. “Only a man who’s recovering complains about the taste of things.” She turned to me. “Go on and get the stove fired up for cooking, Haswell.”

“And see to my horse, please,” James Marshall added.

I glanced at Mama and she nodded. “Tend to the horse first. And see to Clarissa.”

When I opened the kitchen door, the wind hit me hard. The snow had stopped, but it lay mighty deep, especially the drifts against the side of the barn. It was hard work crossing the yard. The horse was on his feet, looking better. I fed him some oats leftover from our own horses and draped a blanket over his back. While he ate, I stroked his neck and whispered to him, for he’d been ridden hard and needed some extra comforting. He was a good horse, a black gelding with fine legs and a handsome face. Intelligent, I thought. And loyal. Not the sort of horse we’d ever owned. We were farmers, and our horses had to work the fields and pull wagons.

After I fed Clarissa, I walked back to the house, thinking about James Marshall and his family. It could be they were wealthy, owning a fine horse like that. Or it could be he stole the horse from the Yankees.

While I was feeding the fire in the kitchen, Rachel came downstairs. “James Marshall’s feeling better, Mama claims, though he doesn’t look real good to me. Most ashyfaced man I ever did see.”

Without expecting an answer, she went to the window and peered out. “Just look at all that snow, Haswell. It’s the most I’ve seen in my whole entire life. If James Marshall hadn’t come to our house, both him and his horse would be dead and buried in it.”

“You are positively the most morbid-minded child in the state of Virginia,” I said.

“What’s that mean?” Rachel looked offended that I knew a word she didn’t.

“Morbid? It means you’re always thinking gloomy thoughts about death and dying.”

Rachel smiled. “Morbid,” she repeated, “moooor-bid. It has the saddest sound. Don’t you just love words that sound like what they mean?”

I poked the fire. “I’ve never thought about that.”

Rachel stuck out her tongue, her usual response, and picked up her doll. “Oh, Sophia,” she crooned, “did you know you have a moooor-bid mama?”

Our mama came down then and told me to go up and sit with James Marshall a spell while she fixed breakfast. Rachel started to follow me, but Mama told her to stay and give her a hand with the oatmeal. Silently I thanked the Lord for small favors.

James Marshall was awake. He had the sharpest blue eyes I ever saw, but they weren’t burning bright with fever this morning. “Did you see to my horse?” he asked.

“I did, and he’s looking a sight better than you.”

James Marshall smiled. “I’m glad to hear that.”

“He’s a mighty fine horse,” I said.

“He is indeed. I call him Warrior. I’ve had him since I was about your age. He was my thirteenth-birthday present.”

“That was a grand gift.” I spoke with some envy. My thirteenth birthday had come and gone without much notice, like most of the ones before it.

“Papa has a horse farm south of here, not far from Harrisonburg. He breeds horses. Or he did before the war. Most of his herd was taken by the army, both North and South.”

James Marshall lay back on his pillow and gazed at the ceiling. “As soon as I’m strong enough, I’ll be on my way. I don’t want to bring the Yankees here.”

“Were they following you?”

“I think I lost them. We all scattered after the raid. That bullet slowed me down, but I had good cover in the woods. They didn’t see which way I went. Probably thought I was dead.” He paused a moment, as if he were contemplating his close call with eternity. “Is your father in the fighting?”

“Papa served under General Stonewall Jackson himself till Chancellorsville.” I tugged at a feather poking out of the quilt, suddenly conscious of the voices in the wind howling outside in the cold. Somehow it seemed shameful to tell James Marshall that Papa had died from dysentery. I was tempted to lie and say he’d been killed in battle, a hero. So I shifted the subject somewhat.

“Papa was one of the guards who took Stonewall to Guinea Station after he lost his arm. He was there when Stonewall died.”

“That was a great loss,” James Marshall said softly. “The South never had a finer general than Stonewall Jackson.”

“Did you hear what Stonewall said before he died?” I asked.

James Marshall nodded. “His last words were, ‘Let us cross the river and rest in the shade of the trees.’ People say he looked as if he really saw the river and the trees instead of the bedroom wall.”

“Papa said it was the River Jordan he saw. Is that what you think?”

“Most certainly. All of us will cross it one day and rest in the shade.” James Marshall looked out the window at the bare trees shivering in the wind. He turned back to me, his blue eyes searching my face. “Will you do something for me, Haswell?”

“Of course.” Though I didn’t feel comfortable saying it, I’d do anything he asked me.

“There’s a letter in my pocket.” He pointed to his greatcoat, which Mama had hung on the back of a chair. “It’s addressed to my father. If I die of this wound, promise you’ll see he receives it.”

“You won’t die,” I said, “but I’ll promise anyway.”

“Go and get it,” he said. “Keep it safe.”

I reached into his coat pockets reluctantly. Even though he’d told me to do it, it seemed like stealing somehow. I pulled out a dirty, ragged envelope and held it up so he could see. “Is this it?”

James Marshall nodded and held out his hand for the letter. He studied it and gave it back. “I guess the postman will be able to read my handwriting.”

He watched me slide the envelope into my pants pocket. I thought he might want to sleep, but when I headed for the door, he stopped me. “Sit down, Haswell. You never did finish telling me about your father.”

It seemed I hadn’t distracted James Marshall after all. I settled on the quilt and tugged at that same old feather. “Papa died in Richmond while he was on guard duty. They sent his unit there after Chancellorsville—​you know, to give them a rest.” I paused and added, “After all the fighting he saw, he went and died of dysentery.”

“Now that’s a shame.” James Marshall shook his head. “Your poor mama. She’s got you and your sister to take care of. And a farm as well. Can’t be easy for her.”

“When the war’s over, my brother, Avery, will come home and help me with the farm. He ran off to join the war not long after Papa died.”

“Do you know where is he now?”

“He’s been at Petersburg since last summer when the siege began. Every now and then he manages to send us a letter.”

“From what I hear, that’s a bad place to be and mighty hard to get out of. Folks there have come to eating dogs, cats, rats, just about anything.”

“Avery says they eat what they can get,” I muttered. “The Yankees have cut off everything. Nothing goes in, nothing goes out.”

“It’s a cruel war.” James Marshall glanced at me. “How old is your brother?”

“Avery’s sixteen, just three years older than I am.”

“That’s how old I was when I left home to fight with Mosby’s men.”

“You’re with Mosby?” I stared at him with awe. John Singleton Mosby was the smartest man in Virginia, and the boldest. There was nothing he couldn’t get away with. Horses, food, ammunition. Why, that man could walk right into a Northern camp and leave with whatever he fancied, and none the wiser till he was safely away.

James Marshall smiled. “Everything you hear about that wily fox is true. That’s why I joined his Rangers.”

“Best not tell Mama who you ride with,” I said. “The Yankees hate Mosby. She’s already scared of what they’ll do to us if they find you here.”

He nodded as if he understood. For a while we sat together quietly, listening to the wind. “The truth is, Mama doesn’t care which side wins anymore,” I said. “I heard her say so herself. She just wants the killing to stop. And Avery to come home safe.”

James Marshall frowned. “The South is worth fighting for. Even dying for. We can’t have Yankees telling us what to do. Doesn’t your mama understand that?”

“Well, you know how ladies are. They don’t appreciate the art of war.” I pulled so hard at the feather it came out of the quilt. Mama would have slapped my hand if she’d seen what I’d done. Good thing she was still rattling pans in the kitchen and fussing at Rachel.

“Least that’s what Papa said,” I went on. “He tried and tried to explain old-time heroes like Achilles and Alexander the Great and Horatio, but Mama wasn
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