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      For Melanie Quinn, attending Saint Gabriella’s academy for girls leaves her few options for her future.

      

      But Melanie chooses to make unconventional decisions for herself.

      

      Are her choices viable or will she be constrained by convention?

      

      A standalone historical romance story set in 1841.

    

  


  
    
      
        
        Sign up to receive email updates

      

        

      
        www.kathrynkaleigh.com

        www.kstpublishing.com

      

        

      
        kathryn@kstpublishing.com

      

      

      

      
        
          [image: ]
        

      

    

  


  
    
      Catch Me

      A Southern Belle Civil War Romance Short Story

    

    
      
        Kathryn Kaleigh

      

    

  


  
    
      This is a work of fiction. Similarities to real people, places, or events are entirely coincidental.

      CATCH ME

      Copyright © 2020 Kathryn Kaleigh.

      Written by Kathryn Kaleigh.

      Published by KST Publishing, 2020

      All rights reserved.

      No part of this book may be reproduced in any form or by any electronic or mechanical means, including information storage and retrieval systems, without written permission from the author, except for the use of brief quotations in a book review.

      [image: Created with Vellum] Created with Vellum

    

  


  
    Contents


    
    
      
        Chapter 1

      

      
        Chapter 2

      

      
        Chapter 3

      

      
        Chapter 4

      

    

    
      
        Also by Kathryn Kaleigh

      

    

    

  


  
    
      
        
          
          

          
            Chapter 1

          

        

      

    

    
      
        
        Galveston

        Spring 1841

      

      

      Melanie Quinn sat in a rocker on the veranda of Saint Gabriella’s academy for girls overlooking the Gulf of Mexico. Her leather boots struck the wooden floor every few seconds and the rocker creaked with the steady movement.

      The clean, salty breeze from the gulf swept her light brunette hair around her face and she pulled it back tucking it over her left shoulder.

      She was wearing a light blue dress with layers of silk over a layer of cotton. And all the layers of skirts were draped over a bell-shaped hoop. The dress was a little loose at the waist, but she didn’t mind. She was especially happy that she wasn’t required to wear a corset today.

      The seabirds squawked and dipped around the ships with their sails furled in the bay. Busy. The docks were always busy. Mostly with bales of cotton. She didn’t know there was so much cotton in the whole world.

      But then a girl from a farm in North Carolina wouldn’t. Especially not a sixteen-year-old girl.

      Carriages rumbled over the brick street in front of the academy. It was a small academy. One large house and twelve one room cottages behind it. Melanie had a room in the house on the second floor.

      Tonight was the night. Tonight would be the first time she’d been in public in… months. And never here in Galveston.

      She couldn’t decide if she was looking forward to it or dreading it. Both. And neither. She was emotionally drained, leaving her draped in a shroud of sadness.

      There were other girls like her here. Girls who had gotten into trouble. On any given day, there were at least six girls here, sometimes as many as ten.

      They had a very strict system here at Saint Gabriella’s. The girls were taught needlepoint, piano, reading, and various other things considered important for a proper young lady to be schooled in.

      One year after giving birth, they would be sent home. Either with or without their baby. With if their family agreed to take them in and without if not. If not, Lady Victoria would give the baby to one of the many families who asked to be on the list.

      Lady Victoria was very progressive. She had the only academy of this nature in the country. Hence, the girls came from all over – like North Carolina – and parents came from all over to take the babies home.

      It was a mystery to Melanie how anyone knew about this service. Especially people from far away. Like North Carolina. Besides, from the outside, Saint Gabriella’s was presented as a very proper finishing school. From the time the girls entered the academy and began showing, until four to six months after giving birth, they were secluded away from the world.

      Supposedly being taught proper etiquette.

      Melanie had certainly learned a lot. Not the least of which was to never dally with a handsome persuasive neighbor. And certainly never believe him when he said would take care of her.

      Melanie had been charmed by Donald. They passed by his big white house every time they went to town or to church. In fact, his house was a fifteen-minute walk from Melanie’s house if they used a trail through the woods.

      When Donald had shown an interest in Melanie, she’d been overwhelmed. He was tall dark and handsome. And rich. A country girl’s fairy tale prince.

      Melanie was pretty sure Donald had been the one to tell her parents about Saint Gabriella’s. And she was fairly certain that Donald was the one paying for her stay here. Perhaps that was what he meant by taking care of her.

      Her sister, Allison, who wrote her letters every couple of weeks, had informed her that Donald had been quickly married to someone who already knew needlepoint and how to play the piano.

      It seemed to Melanie that knowing when to plant tomatoes, how to skin a chicken, and how to muck a stall were much more important skills than needlepoint.

      These were all things Melanie and her sister were quite good at.

      Nonetheless, Melanie’s father had told her in no uncertain terms that she was come back from finishing school alone. No child.

      Melanie was contemplating not going back at all.

      There was a third option that had only been invoked once in the history of the school. The mother could marry and take her child with her.

      Melanie was working on a plan to leave with her child. And without a husband.

      She wouldn’t go home and she wouldn’t stay here. She’d find employment. Perhaps working on a farm or in a shop in a town someplace. A larger town would be best. A place where she could blend in. Where no one would notice that she had a child without a husband. She’d make up a story. She’d say that the father was killed in a steamboat explosion.

      She’d bat her eyes – something another girl staying here had taught her – and say that it was too painful to talk about.

      But first of all, there was tonight to get through. Lady Victoria was taking Melanie and her friend Abigail to the symphony. Abigail was nearing her graduation and was returning home. Her one-year-old baby was going to live with a family from Houston.

      Abigail would never see her child again.

      Melanie had no idea how her friend was going to get through this. Melanie certainly didn’t want this for herself.

      Ironically, it was Abigail’s last trip out in public before leaving for home and Melanie’s last trip out before being sequestered away for the duration of her pregnancy. The nausea had all but gone away and Lady Victoria said Melanie would begin to show any day.

      Melanie ran a hand over her stomach. She could already feel a little bump, but she didn’t dare tell anyone. She was be isolated from the world soon enough.

      Before she’d been sent away, Melanie’s father had given her a little money. With the exception of the material for this dress, Melanie had saved every bit of it.

      Enough to get a stagecoach to somewhere. Anywhere not here. And certainly not North Carolina.

      When the church clock tolled five times, Melanie went inside to prepare for the evening out.
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      Melanie carefully maneuvered her hoop skirt as she entered the grand theatre. She stopped at the doorway to the mezzanine, put a white gloved hand on the doorway, and just stared.

      The theatre below was packed with people wearing their finest. Men in their frock coats and women in their brightly elegant ball gowns. Some were in their seats already, but others moved about. Together they looked like a rainbow of butterflies.

      The theatre house itself was elegant. From ornate scrolls on the walls to red velvet seating to chandeliers high in the ceiling.

      And at the very front was an orchestra. The musicians were warming up, a cacophony of sounds that would soon merge together in wonderous harmony.

      Melanie was in awe.

      This was the experience of a lifetime.

      Lady Victoria had their tickets and nodded toward three seats, down some steps and then to the right of some people already seated.

      Abigail went first, then Lady Victoria, then Melanie.

      Someone inadvertently stepped in front of her and she was forced to stand and wait.

      The view from here was not only spectacular, but also a bit dizzying.

      Feeling her knees grow weak and her head spinning a bit, she looked around desperately for something to grab hold of. There was nothing.

      She looked down at the steep incline to the mezzanine railing. Please be strong enough so that I don’t fall down to the first floor. If she fell that far, it would be the death of
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