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      Original Stories and Novels by Kathryn Kaleigh

      

      Each issue contains a complete novel and at least five full short stories.

      

      Each issue is an anthology of Kathryn’s different stories including historical romance, time travel romance, and sweet wholesome contemporary. Most issues contain stories from her different series, but some issues have standalone stories not part of a series.

      

      In this issue:

      

      SHORT STORIES…

      

      The Daffodils

      

      Jacqueline Steele had watched the seasons come and go, tumbling over each other one after the other, but spring was her favorite. For so many reasons.

      

      Nothing said spring like the sweet rich scent of the daffodil plants.

      

      Sometimes the simplest of things made the longest lasting impacts.

      

      A heartwarming tale of a love that survives forever.

      

      Map of the Heart

      

      Though airplane pilot Riley Monroe sacrificed a lot for her career, she still carried fond memories of Pittsburgh where she grew up.

      

      She had left more than just her childhood behind.

      

      Little did she know that a flight scheduled by Noah Worthington would open up a path she thought closed off forever.

      

      Iowa Time Whispers

      

      Irelyn complied with her family’s expectations as far as her career went. But her own time, she dedicated to her art.

      

      With a new job looming, and one week left before her time was no longer her own, she set off on a Mississippi riverboat cruise.

      

      But would her dream vacation turn deadly?

      

      Southern Ice and Fire

      

      Samantha Winter took on a project of the utmost importance to her country.

      

      This project required help. Help from other women – not just friends, but strangers as well. Pulling together, the women served a vital function to the Confederacy.

      

      While helping the cause, the ladies find themselves working closely with soldiers. What starts as an act of patriotism leads to something more.

      

      Magic of Christmas

      

      Left to tend her grandparents’ ranch, big city architect Eva found herself back in the country. Feeding horses. Mucking stalls. A bittersweet experience saddled with tons of happy memories.

      

      Years ago, Mason let Eva walk away without ever telling her how he felt. Both dreamed big dreams that took them in different directions.

      

      Being friends again could open all sorts of doors…

      

      A heartwarming and intensely engaging short story by bestselling writer Kathryn Kaleigh. Christmas romance with all the trimmings.

      

      Wait for Me

      

      Trapped for the long months of the siege, the residents of Vicksburg retreat into hiding.

      

      Isabella Quinn must focus above all else on surviving. But her past unexpectedly grasps her attention.

      

      Benjamin Richardson must protect civilians without distraction.

      

      What will they do to survive the siege?

      

      An enchanting and spellbinding historical romance set against the backdrop of the American Civil War. 

    

  


  
    
      
        
        Sign up to receive email updates

      

        

      
        www.kathrynkaleigh.com

        www.kstpublishing.com

      

        

      
        kathryn@kstpublishing.com

      

      

      

      
        
          [image: ]
        

      

    

  


  
    
      Kat Tales

      Number Eight - October 2020

    

    
      
        Kathryn Kaleigh

      

    

  


  
    Contents


    
    
      
        The Daffodils

      

      
        Map of the Heart

      

      
        Iowa Time Whispers

      

      
        Southern Ice and Fire

      

      
        Magic of Christmas

      

      
        Wait For Me

      

    

    
      
        Also by Kathryn Kaleigh

      

    

    

  


  
    
      
        
          [image: The Daffodils]
        

      

    

  


  
    
      
        
          
          

          
            THE DAFFODILS

          

        

      

    

    
      Jacqueline Steele had watched the seasons come and go, tumbling over each other one after the other, but spring was her favorite. For so many reasons.

      

      Nothing said spring like the sweet rich scent of the daffodil plants.

      

      Sometimes the simplest of things made the longest lasting impacts.

      

      A heartwarming tale of a love that survives forever.
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      The daffodils were blooming.

      And nothing said spring like the sweet rich scent of the daffodil plants shooting up through the rich dark earth, their yellow blooms scattered across the back yard. A sea of yellow undulating with the soft breeze coming in off the Mississippi River.

      Even from her rocking chair, Jaqueline Steele could smell the dark green leaves and the hint of jasmine.

      She took a deep breath and closed her eyes, rocking gently back and forth. She sat with her legs pulled up onto the seat, her arms wrapped around one knee.

      Her white leather gloves lay on the wide banister of the porch along with a pair of gardening shears her son had given her long ago.

      A bumblebee buzzed past, landing on the freshly cut daffodil she held in her hand, the stem in her lap.

      She opened her eyes and watched as the bee drank the flower’s nectar. A bold little bee.

      A little soldier, she thought, and a tear spilled onto her cheek. She didn’t bother to wipe it away.

      There was no one to see.

      As she watched the bee another one joined it, their wings vibrating against the flower. They buzzed around each other, in a companionable flight.

      Their buzzing soothed her and she felt a calmness settle over her.

      Later she might go inside and make a glass of tea. A cool drink would be soothing after her early morning walk.

      Her skirt was still damp from the morning’s dew, but it would dry soon. It was going to be a lovely March day.

      Natchez was delightful in March.

      She looked out across the back lawn, down the gently rolling hill toward the river. The view hadn’t changed much over the years. The oak trees her father had planted were tall now, their branches sweeping low toward the white daisies and purple wildflowers.

      Spring.

      She’d seen the seasons come and go.

      They came quickly now, tumbling over each other, one barely getting started before another tumbled along behind it.

      But Spring was her favorite.

      Spring with the flowers.

      Spring meant everything would go on. After a cold dormant winter, everything came back to life.

      And so on. And so on.

      The people came and went. But the seasons always returned.

      She was the last.

      Maybe later she’d go inside and make that tea. Maybe have one of those shortbread cookies she had tucked away in a little ceramic cookie jar.

      But for now, she’d just sit here, watch the sun as it climbed its way up, taking the last vestiges of night with it.

      Her favorite part of the day.

      Her favorite season.

      She lowered her feet to the floor, easing some of the stiffness from her joints.

      Later she’d go inside. Make some tea. Put the flower in some water. Its scent would brighten the kitchen for days.

      She wanted to share it with Wyatt, her oldest son. He’d be home soon.

      He’d promised.

      She’d just wait a little longer.

      Maybe sleep a little before going in.

      When the daffodil fell from her fingers onto the floor, the bees buzzed away, their saddlebags stuffed with pollen.
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        Seventy-five years earlier

      

      

      The back lawn was lined with carefully arranged little wire hoops poked into the ground - she’d heard someone call them wickets - and two brightly painted stakes. Jacqueline had gone out that morning when dew still covered the grass and arranged the croquette court herself.

      Her cousins, Martin and Sarah, were visiting from Vidalia and it was her job to entertain them. It was going to be a beautiful March day. Perfect for outside entertaining.

      She took a deep breath, inhaling the heady scent of daffodils. She’d carefully arranged her court in such a way that the flowers were far enough away so as not to be trampled. Boys could be so careless.

      And her nine-year-old cousin was no better.

      The skirt of Jacqueline’s white muslin dress belled out around her swayed gently in the breeze. The long sleeves and high neckline protected her delicate porcelain skin from the soft morning sunlight. The silk ribbon looped around her straw hat and tied in a bow beneath her chin was in the same white material.

      It was important to wear one of her nice dresses for guests.

      But even more importantly, Jonathan was there.

      She’d been a nervous wreck since he’d asked to call on her. That had been a week ago, at the Miller’s barbeque.

      She could still barely believe that he was actually here. At twenty-three, he was five years older than she was. And though she appeared calm on the outside, her heart was pounding so hard, she could barely think.

      Jonathan was a full head taller than she was and had handsome features. But it was his eyes that she was drawn to. When he grinned, which he did more often than not, his eyes smiled, too. And now in the sunshine his eyes looked like a light steel blue.

      He’d been away at West Point and everyone knew it was time for him to take a wife. Past time if Jacqueline’s father knew what he was talking about.

      “You can’t go first. You have a yellow ball.” Martin held his mallet over his shoulder. His red hair matched the red ball he held in one hand, tossing it idly up and down.

      “But I drew the long straw,” Sarah said, tossing her long matching red hair out of her eyes. “I get to go first.”

      Martin groaned in frustration. “Tell her. She has to play in order.”

      Jacqueline shot a glance toward Jonathan.

      He grinned. “It’s your house. You make the rules,” he said.

      Jacqueline rolled her eyes. “You don’t care. You have the blue ball so you get to go first anyway.”

      Jonathan bowed, then set his ball just so on the grass. “You’re right. Unfortunately, you’re caught in the middle.” He nodded toward her black ball.

      The order of play was blue, red, black, then yellow.

      Everyone knew that.

      Even nine-year-old Sarah. Sarah merely wanted to break the rules to her own advantage.

      And Jacqueline honestly didn’t care. Martin and Sarah’s sibling rivalry never ended. But they were her cousins, so she was forced to entertain them.

      “Let her go first,” she said. “She did draw the long straw. Besides, you’ll get to play after me. Evens up your odds.”

      She glanced back at Jonathan. He was grinning at her. When he winked, she nearly dropped her own mallet.

      “If she goes first, she’ll have to take the blue ball,” Martin insisted.

      “The host sets the rules,” Jonathan said, coming to Jacqueline’s defense. “Besides, Sarah may be the cutest girl out here, but she’s not getting my blue ball.”

      Sarah grinned and started to jump up and down, then caught herself, apparently remembering that she was playing with adults. And as such, she had to act with adult decorum.

      Jacqueline smiled at her little cousin. She knew just how hard it was to pretend to be calm while bursting with excitement on the inside.

      Jacqueline daintily lifted her skirts and went to stand next to Jonathan on one end of the court. They’d already determined that they would be on one team while her cousins would be on the other. Martin and Sarah stood at their end, several yards away.

      Sarah tapped her mallet against her yellow ball. The ball landed a couple of feet away from their first wicket.

      “Ready?” Jonathan asked, lowering his mallet.

      She grinned at him. “Ready when you are.”

      He tapped his wooden ball with the mallet and sent it rolling toward the first wicket.

      Martin quickly followed suit, his mallet smacking into his red ball.

      “You’re up,” Jonathan said to Jacqueline.

      She lined up her mallet and sent her ball rolling past his landing directly in front of its target wicket. She grinned triumphantly.

      “I knew you’d be good at this game.”

      “Is that so?”

      “Anyone who can dance as divinely as you could surely wield a mallet with skill.”

      “You’re trying to flatter me.”

      “Is it working?” he asked over his shoulder as he moved around the court.

      She was thankful his back was to her. She was fairly certain her cheeks were flushed pink.

      When it was her turn, she went to stand next to him. She deftly knocked her ball through the wicket, lining it up for the next.

      “Impressive,” Jonathan said. Then without a hitch added. “Your father said I could spend the night.”

      Jacqueline gasped. “He did not.”

      Jonathan nodded. “He did. He said that with the war coming, we should enjoy ourselves as much as possible.”

      Jacqueline turned away. “Now you’re just taunting me. Father would never say anything like that.”

      Jonathan put his hand on his chest. “On my honor, he did.”

      “Besides,” she said. “You know the war isn’t going to happen.”

      “Wait.” Jonathan put the tip of his mallet on the ground and leaned against it. “Of course there’s going to be a war.”

      She shaded her eyes with a gloved hand as she watched Sarah make a shot, then squeal with delight at her success. “Well, if there is, then men have less sense than I thought.”

      He stared at her a moment, then laughed. “You’re right, of course. But don’t you worry. If those Yankees come this way, we’ll run their sorry… tails back to the north before they know what’s hit them.”

      She turned and stared at him, her thoughts scattered. When she spoke, her voice was hardly more than a whisper. “You’re going to join the army.”

      “No. Not going to.” He dropped his mallet onto the ground and bowed low. “Major Jonathan Dupree at your service.”

      She pressed a hand to her temple. “I don’t. I don’t understand.”

      “Hey!” Martin yelled from the other end of the court. “It’s someone’s turn down there.”

      “We’re just taking a little break,” Jonathan said, then took her hand and laid it in the crook of his elbow. “We should sit a moment.”

      She went with him, unable to resist his bold move of taking her hand.

      As they sat on the steps to the veranda, Martin and Sarah raced into the house. “We’re going to look for lemonade,” Sarah said as they passed.

      Jacqueline straightened her skirts, giving herself time to organize her thoughts. “You’ve already joined, then,” she said, turning her eyes to his.

      In the shade, his eyes looked more like a deep gray. Perhaps it was the shade. Perhaps it was because he wasn’t smiling anymore.

      Unable to stand looking into his serious eyes, she gazed out over the lawn. Past the sea of yellow daffodils that sweetened the air. The flowers had been first planted by her grandmother and their yellow petals and delicate scent were as much a part of her life as the sound of the grandfather clock chiming the hour from inside the house.

      She looked across the gently rolling hill where she could see the Mississippi River.

      A steamboat passed, and even though they looked as small as ants from here, she could see that it was packed with people.

      If it was true, if they were going to war, everything could change. She didn’t know what specifically or how, but the sense of foreboding was too strong to ignore.

      Maybe it was just knowing that so many men including Jonathan would be riding away into the unknown. Putting themselves in danger.

      He took her hand again. Even through the cotton of her glove, she could feel the heat of his touch.

      “Jacqueline?” he asked.

      She forced herself to focus on what he was saying. On the moment. She smiled sweetly. “Jonathan.”

      His smile was back. “Will you think of me when I’m gone? When I’m off fighting the Yankees?”
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      Jacqueline stood at her bedroom window and watched as a splash of clouds moved over the full moon.

      Would she think of him?

      Jonathan, she decided, was a scoundrel.

      There was no telling how many ladies’ hearts he’d been collecting. Why, he’d need to take a pack mule along with him just to carry them all.

      She hadn’t even answered his question.

      He’d interpreted her lack of response to mean she was overwhelmed with happiness that he’d asked.

      In truth, she didn’t know what she thought.

      She told herself she was silly to believe that he cared about her.

      But then she’d remember how he’d kissed the back of her hand. How he’d looked at her with those gray eyes.

      Silly or not, she couldn’t be in his presence without her heart beating much too quickly. Her quickened pulse scattering her thoughts.

      She hadn’t seen him since noon. She’d excused herself and spent the afternoon in her room. She’d occupied her time with writing in her journal and working on a needlepoint piece. Somewhere in there, she’d taken a short nap.

      And she still didn’t know what to do about Jonathan.

      It would be suppertime soon and she’d no longer have an excuse to hide in her room. She’d have to join her father, mother, cousins, and Jonathan at the dinner table. She’d have to put a smile on her face and play the part of a gracious hostess.

      And she’d have to not be overcome by Jonathan’s smooth tongue and charming ways.

      She refused to be just another girl who’s heart he collected on his way to battle.

      She heard the horse and rider coming toward the house before she saw him. She watched as Leroy Williams rode up like the hounds of hell were on his heels.

      Leroy’s family owned a little mill down a mile or so. Leroy’s older brother was an attorney in town, so the Williams family was often their source of news.

      More times than not, anytime anything important happened in the community, Leroy was the one who delivered the news.

      She gathered up her skirts and was halfway down the stairs before Leroy was inside.

      From her vantage point, she could see and hear everything that was said at the front door.

      “They’re calling us to arms,” Leroy said, his breath coming in gasps.

      “Now?” Jacqueline’s father asked.

      “We’re meeting in town at dawn to make plans to march.”

      Jonathan stood next to her father. “President Davis?”

      “Yes. He’s called for volunteers.”

      “About time,” Jonathan said. “We’re ready as most probably are.”

      “Agreed.”

      Jonathan saw Jacqueline standing there a few steps from the bottom of the stairway. “I’ll be there Leroy,” he said.

      “Come,” Jacqueline’s father said, “have a whiskey with me. It’s a time of celebration.”

      As her father and Leroy went into the study, Jonathan joined her on the stairway.

      “Can we walk?” he asked.

      “Of course.” All the resolve she’d spent the afternoon seeking dissolved with one look at him.

      As he took her hand and led her outside to stroll beneath the moonlight, she knew that he already had her heart whether she liked it or not.

      It did no good to deny it.

      The breeze from the Mississippi was cooler than she’d expected. Wishing she’d brought a shawl with her, she allowed him to lead her along a stone path that led a little gazebo in back of the house.

      When they reached the gazebo, Jonathan waited while she sat on the bench inside. “Wait here,” he said. “I’ll be right back.”

      Jacqueline sat in the gazebo, watching the lightning bugs as they flashed in the surrounding foliage.

      Wait. How many thousands of women were about to hear that word if they hadn’t already.

      And wait they would. They had no choice.

      When Jonathan came back to the gazebo, she answered his smile with one of her own. It grew darker by the moment and soon their way would be lit only by the moonlight.

      He handed her a daffodil flower on a stem.

      She took the flower. Held it close and inhaled the scent that reminded her of jasmine.

      “I missed you,” he said.

      Jacqueline’s heart stuttered. “I had some things I had to take care of,” she lied.

      “Of course,” he said. “Here,” he took the flower and laid it on the bench beside her. He took both her hands in his.

      “You know I have to go to war.”

      She shook her head. Was about to protest, but he kept talking.

      “I can’t not go. What kind of Southerner would I be if I didn’t do my part to protect our land? Our families?”

      She lowered her gaze. “I know you have to go. You and the others.”

      “You didn’t answer when I asked if you’d think of me.”

      Surprised that he’d noticed, she spoke quickly. “It was so unexpected. I didn’t know how to answer.”

      “Will you wait for me?”

      “I…” She felt she should say no, though for the life of her, she couldn’t remember why.

      “I know it’s sudden. I know we haven’t had long together. But will you?”

      “Of course,” she whispered. They hadn’t had long together, it was true. But she’d known Jonathan a long time. He’d been in their social circle even though they hadn’t officially met until about two years ago.

      “I waited for you,” he said. “I waited for you to grow up.”

      “You did not.”

      “I did. I remember the first time I knew. You must have been sixteen.”

      “Two years ago. Downtown Natchez.”

      He beamed. “You remember it, too.”

      How could she forget? A man as handsome as Jonathan wasn’t someone any girl could forget.

      She’d been walking in town with her mother. She’d stopped to admire of bolt of lovely yellow silk in a store window.

      When she’d turned, she’d slammed right into Jonathan. He quickly grabbed her elbows to keep her front falling backwards.

      Now that she was thinking about it, she realized what had been bothering her. He hadn’t been alone.

      He’d been walking with a lovely young lady.

      She hadn’t given him time to make introductions. She’d been so flustered that she’d just dashed away to catch up with her mother.

      “I was walking with my brother’s wife. She was a fiancé then.”

      Of course. Jacqueline remembered that wedding.

      But since she hadn’t gone, she’d hadn’t put it all together.

      Relief flooded over her. Relief with a healthy dose of hope. Perhaps he wasn’t just out gathering hearts before he left to join the army.

      Then before she knew what was happening, he was on one knee. “You know what? I don’t want to wait.”

      “Now you have me confused.” Jacqueline tugged at her hand, but he didn’t let go.

      “Jacqueline. Marry me. Marry me now. Before I go.”

      Jacqueline’s world tilted.

      “Yes,” she said, on a breath.

      Then he pulled her into his arms and sealed it with a kiss.
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        Sometime later

      

      

      Jacqueline stood on the veranda at the top of the stairs, one hand on the wooden rail. The spring breeze caressed her cheeks. The temperature was so perfect, it wasn’t noticeable.

      She looked out across the back lawn, down the gently rolling hills toward the river through the frame of oak trees. White daisies and purple wildflowers blanketed the ground at their feet.

      Yellow daffodils littered the lawn, perfuming the air with their sweet scent.

      Her cousins, Martin and Sarah were there, laughing as they played a game of croquette.

      Jonathan stood next to her, wearing his butternut gray Confederate uniform. It was new. Untattered. There were no holes in his frock coat.

      From behind, he wrapped his arms around her, tucking her head beneath his chin. She put her hands on his and relaxed against him.

      Her father rode in from the trees, two hounds at the horse’s heels, nipping and yapping playfully at each other.

      Her mother came around the corner of the house, carrying a tray with a pitcher of lemonade and a half dozen glasses. Reaching her mother’s side, her father dismounted and took the tray from her. He kissed her on the lips and together they walked toward the gazebo where her grandparents sat. Waiting. She almost ran toward them. It had been so very long since she’d seen her grandparents.

      But her legs felt weak enough that she stayed put.

      She closed her eyes as Jonathan kissed her cheek.

      When she opened her eyes, two of her three children, Charlotte and Emma sat on the lawn, giggling as a litter of kittens tumbled among them.

      The kittens startled her out of the dream state. She remembered those kittens.

      How could her grandparents be there at the same time as her children?

      She looked back toward the gazebo at her parents and grandparents sitting in the gazebo drinking lemonade. Then back to her children.

      “Where’s Wyatt?” she wondered out loud. Her son was the only person missing from this… dream.

      Jonathan answered, his voice soothing in her ear. “He’ll be along. It’ll be a little while, but he’ll be here.”

      The sound of a bumblebee drew her attention to the empty rocking chair swaying gently behind her.

      A long-stemmed daffodil lay at the foot of the rocker, a bee darting about the blooms.
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      Though airplane pilot Riley Monroe sacrificed a lot for her career, she still carried fond memories of Pittsburgh where she’d grown up.

      

      She had left more than just her childhood behind.

      

      Little did she know that a flight scheduled by Noah Worthington would open up a path she thought closed off forever.

      

      A sweet short story by the best-selling author of the award-winning Cupid’s Kiss Series.
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