
  
  
      
        
          Boone's Chance

          Pale Rider Series

		      
          Michael Roberts

        

        
          
          A Pale Rider Novella

        

      

    


  
  Copyright 2023 Michael Roberts All rights reserved       
Cover Art: licensed by Canva.com and Depositphotos
Interior Formatting: Atticus

All rights reserved. In accordance with the U.S. Copyright Act of 1976, the scanning, uploading, distribution, or electronic sharing of any part of this book without the permission of the author constitutes unlawful piracy of the author’s intellectual property. If you would like to use the material from this book, other than for review purposes, prior authorization from the author must be obtained. Copies of this text can be made for personal use only. No mass distribution of copies of this text is permitted.   
This book is a work of fiction. Names, dates, places, and events are products of the author’s imagination or used factiously. Any similarity or resemblance to any person living or dead, place, or event is purely coincidental. 






  
  Love this story? Then start the Pale Rider series with Second Chance and follow along with Thomas Nelson's adventures in history!

Start Second Chance today!

Want updates, a free ebook, and more from Michael Roberts?  Check out his website here:

Check him out here!

[image: image-placeholder]









  
    
      Contents

    

    
      
        
        
          
      	
      
      
        1.
        
        Chapter 1
        
        
            
            
            
            
    
      

    
        
        
        
          
      	
      
      
        2.
        
        Chapter 2
        
        
            
            
            
            
    
      

    
        
        
        
          
      	
      
      
        3.
        
        Chapter 3
        
        
            
            
            
            
    
      

    
        
        
        
          
      	
      
      
        4.
        
        Chapter 4
        
        
            
            
            
            
    
      

    
        
        
        
          
      	
      
      
        5.
        
        Chapter 5
        
        
            
            
            
            
    
      

    
        
        
        
          
      	
      
      
        6.
        
        Chapter 6
        
        
            
            
            
            
    
      

    
        
        
        
          
      	
      
      
        7.
        
        Chapter 7
        
        
            
            
            
            
    
      

    
        
        
        
          
      	
      
      
        8.
        
        Chapter 8
        
        
            
            
            
            
    
      

    
        
        
        
          
      	
      
      
        9.
        
        Chapter 9
        
        
            
            
            
            
    
      

    
        
        
        
          
      	
      
      
        10.
        
        Chapter 10
        
        
            
            
            
            
    
      

    
        
        
        
          
      	
      
      
        11.
        
        Chapter 11
        
        
            
            
            
            
    
      

    
        
        
        
          
      	
      
      
        12.
        
        Chapter 12
        
        
            
            
            
            
    
      

    
        
        
        
          
      	
      
      
        13.
        
        Chapter 13
        
        
            
            
            
            
    
      

    
        
        
        
          
      	
      
      
        An excerpt from Second Chance
        
        
            
            
            
            
    
      

    
        
        
        
          
      	
      
      
        Excerpt from Chain and Mace
        
        
            
            
            
            
    
      

    
        
        
        
          
      	
      
      
        About Michael
        
        
            
            
            
            
    
      

    
        
        
        
          
      	
      
      
        Also By Michael Roberts
        
        
            
            
            
            
    
      

    
        
        
      

    
  


  
  [image: image-placeholder]
Chapter one

October 14 th, 1781
Several Miles West of Charlottesville, Virginia.
Daniel Boone and the group of five men he was leading to Richmond were in dangerous territory this close to Charlottesville. 
The British, under Lieutenant Colonel Banastre Tarleton, and his British dragoons had taken Charlottesville in the hopes of capturing Benjamin Franklin and any of the other instigators of what they deemed the great rebellion. Unfortunately for Lieutenant Colonel Banastre Tarleton, he missed Franklin and the others by three days, but the British now occupied the city and were not planning to let it go.
Which made his task much more precarious.
“So how d’you think the battle is going in Yorktown, Daniel?” Amos Dalton asked as he moved to toss another piece of dried wood into the fire they sat around. It was the lone bit of warmth on this cool autumn evening.
Amos froze when Daniel lifted his hand. The small flames and red coals crackled under the minimal amount of kindling already established in the circle of rocks. They spit and popped, breaking the silence of the woods. The fire was small but as dark as it was that night, it might as well have been a bonfire announcing their location. 
The moon was up high and illuminated little as it was just a quarter moon. The fire on the other hand . . . 
“Fire’s too big already for my liking, Amos,” Daniel commented, poking a stick into the charred coals. “Let it burn out. I'll feel better when our camp is as dark as the rest of the woods.”
Amos was a newly elected politician to the House of Delegates for the Americans, along with Henry Johnson and Daniel himself. The group of six were heading to Richmond to claim their newly won seats. Daniel, Amos, Daniel’s son Israel, and Israel’s two friends Edward and Caleb stayed close to the fire, chatting late into the night. Henry had fallen asleep in his bedroll earlier – very much a man of the early to bed, early to rise camp – and snoring under his blanket.
Daniel insisted on keeping the fire low due to their close proximity to Charlottesville. Amos was not much of a woodsman, and the fire wasn’t putting out enough heat for him to feel comfortable. He winced at the thought of letting it die out completely. Boone didn’t really care if the man was comfortable or not. His task was to keep the men alive.
“Henry’s snoring will give us away long before anyone sees our fire,” Amos pouted.
“I imagine General Washington has Cornwallis all wrapped up about now,” Daniel told them, finally answering the man’s initial question while still poking the tip of a stick into the fire. “Washington has Cornwallis outnumbered two, maybe even three to one. The French own the ocean and the harbor, so Cornwallis can’t escape by sea and can’t get supplies. The man knows he and his soldiers will only die if he decides to fight. Food will be running short about now, and Cornwallis only has two choices left. Lose half his men trying to flee or surrender in disgrace. We both know he’ll never surrender.”
“I heard Washington has called for the Pale Rider to go fight for him again,” Edward said. Boone noted the whites of his eyes shifted to each man, probably to see what reaction his words would have. Men always had some reaction to the words the Pale Rider. “Cornwallis has a mess of pain coming his way when the Pale Rider gets there.”
Amos laughed at the boy. “The Pale Rider is not a real person, Edward. He’s just a made-up myth that Washington himself started. A symbol to rally behind, that’s all. His name is meant to strike fear in the British and hope in young men like yourself, looking for a hero or a reason to join the cause. Even the British blamed the killing of their Prime Minister on the great and scary Pale Rider.”
“The Pale Rider is real,” Caleb interrupted, sounding hurt by Amos’s words. He twisted toward Boone. “Mr. Boone met him a few years ago. Ain’t that right?”
Daniel pulled the stick out of the fire. “He’s as real as you or me, that’s for certain. I was there when Washington married the man to his present wife.”
“Is it true you helped him save his wife from the famous Monster Brant?” Edward asked, leaning forward, placing his elbows on his knobby knees in anticipation of Boone’s answer. 
The younger lads loved to hear Pale Rider tales, true ones or not.
“I reckon it's true,” Daniel admitted. 
While he had a strong relationship with the Pale Rider, he also knew what harm rumors could do by way of tall tales. Still, there was something to the telling of a Pale Rider tale that tickled Boone’s insides. “I was there at least. Thomas is not much of a tracker. But I reckon he did a heap of the killing that day.”
“What about Lord North, Mr. Boone?” Caleb asked, his eyes wide and reflecting the dancing flames. “Did the Pale Rider really steal a British ship just to sail to England and kill the man?”
“So he said,” Daniel answered with a chuckle.
“Stop fooling, Daniel,” Amos chastised and held his hands closer to the fire, rubbing them together for warmth.
The fire emitted more smoke than heat at this point. Daniel’s head popped up and tilted to the left when a bird whistled somewhere in the dark.
“You always tell the tallest tells,” Amos said, shaking his head in disbelief. “Like the one about you tracking an eagle and walking off a cliff because you never looked down. I admit I always hear that story, but it’s about as true as the Pale Rider is a real man.”
“Is he as good of a shot as you, Mr. Boone?” Edward asked, ignoring Amos’s insults. “Did you ever shoot against him?”
Daniel shook his head. “Can’t rightly say. Never seen him shoot a musket. The man doesn’t even carry a musket. The stories about him having two pistols and being able to shoot as good as any man can with a musket are true enough. And he's particularly good with his knives.”
“Is it true he talks to animals and can see in the dark?” Amos asked in a caustic tone that suggested Daniel was fooling the boys.
“I saw him talking to his horse more than a few times,” Daniel answered, nodding his head in thought. “Little Joe, I think his horse’s name was if I recall correctly. Never saw the horse talk back, if that’s what you’re asking. As for seeing into the dark, the man has the eyes of an owl, true enough.”
“Come on, Daniel, give over,” Amos said. “Stop teasing the boys. Next thing you know, they’ll throw down their muskets and take up two pistols, thinking themselves kindred spirits of this fairy story.”
“You think after Richmond we might head down to Yorktown and see if he's still there?” Israel asked Daniel, smiling at the thought. “Sure would like to go back home and be able to say that I saw the man in person with my own eyes.”
“Don’t see why not,” Daniel said with a shrug of his shoulders under his buckskin shirt. “Once we claim our seats, we can move around a bit before heading home.”
Amos opened his mouth to speak again, but a twig snapping caused Daniel to raise a hand, halting Amos from uttering his next words. They all froze where they sat. Daniel didn’t move his head. His eyes shifted from left to right, studying the darkness as his hand reached down and quietly picked up his musket.
“Israel,” Daniel said in a low voice to his son’s attention. “You boys left the saddles on your horses like I said, right?”
“Yes, Paw,” Israel answered as he, too, studied the trees.
Israel and the rest noticed the change in Daniel, and quietly, their own hands slowly moving for their flintlocks. Daniel’s left hand rose an inch to stop everyone from moving.
“Israel, you, Edward, and Caleb, get up but don’t look around,” Daniel ordered in his low tone. “Move over to the horses. When you’re ready, the three of you jump on your horses as one and take from here like a bear was after you.”
Amos started to stand with the boys. “Sit down, and don’t move, Amos,” Daniel demanded in a harsh whisper.
“Why are they going to the horses and not us?” Amos whined. “What about Henry?”
“It’s too late for us.” Daniel dropped his stick into the fire, then set his musket back down onto the ground. “They’ve a dozen muskets trained on us right now. If I had to bet, I’d say that they’re just waiting until the rest of their people are in place. If they see us getting up, they'll attack now, and none of us will get away.”
“You want us to ride home and get help?” Israel asked as he slowly stood with his friends.
“Yorktown is closer,” Daniel whispered. “Go there and tell Washington. Better yet, ask for Thomas Nelson. That’s the Pale Rider’s real name. Get him. Washington may be too busy to alter his plans, but Thomas will come.”
“Thomas Nelson,” Israel repeated with awe. “With or without help, we’ll be back, Paw.”
The boys took their time and crept slowly toward the horses. Just like Daniel had instructed, they jumped on the backs of their mounts at the same time. As soon as they were in their saddles, men burst from the dark forest, muskets raised, shouting at Daniel and Amos. 
Israel and his two friends kicked their mounts and galloped hard through the trees. Behind them, muskets fired in the dark. Israel could hear ball rounds sing by his head and the whack of rounds impacting the trees.
Boone and Amos remained at the fire pit, hands up in surrender. Henry leaped to his feet and was butt-stroked by a British musket and stumbled backward.
Daniel estimated five redcoats behind him who held their muskets pointed at his back and yelled for him not to move. Amos made the mistake of springing to his feet, not to fight but out of fear and surprise at the sudden attack.
Daniel’s mouth popped open to tell the man not to move, but it was too late. One of the young British soldiers, fearing an attack, slammed the butt of his musket into Amos’ kidneys. Amos cried out as he crumpled to the ground on his side with his knees at his chest.
A British officer sauntered out of the trees and into the flickering amber firelight. He was in his late twenties or early thirties, Daniel presumed. His highly polished black leather boots glinted in the dancing light, and he carried a curved British cavalry saber on his hip. A white powder wig with curls on both sides sat neatly on his head, and he held a flintlock in his right hand. 
Daniel noted that he wore the rank of Lieutenant Colonel. Following the officer was a taller, skinnier man whom Daniel would describe as lanky. Lanky was a step behind the Lieutenant Colonel and to his right. His presence gave off the illusion of being directly behind the Lieutenant Colonel but actually kept himself in position to react to any threats. He clutched a flintlock in his right hand, arm extended, with the barrel pointed at Daniel’s head. His face was hidden in shadows as his raised arm blocked what little light the fire put out. Daniel knew the man both by his description and proximity to the officer





OEBPS/cover.jpeg
Alternative History, Afiierican
Military Time Travel





OEBPS/images/9a85fe09-5e05-4c11-a019-bd66db8ad233.jpeg





OEBPS/images/8c737dd4-c57d-4217-b04d-0799d055b7fe.png
AAAAAA







