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        “Your requisition is illegal, un-constitutional, revolutionary, inhuman, diabolical, and cannot be complies with.”

      

      

      ~ Governor Claiborne Fox Jackson, Missouri, April, 1861, in response to President Lincoln’s request on the states for 75,000 militia for ninety days service to deal with the problem judicial law could not.

    

  


  
    
      
        
          
          

          
            CHAPTER ONE

          

        

      

    

    
      
        
        Hagerstown, Maryland

        May, 1863

      

      

      “Now, Miss Julia, sit still. Otherwise, I may end up yanking a big piece of that pretty hair of yours out, and that you wouldn’t be likin’.”

      Julia Eagan pursed her lips and did her best not to move. But sitting here, putting up with getting her hair done for an event she didn’t care about going to, was not easy. So she stared out the window to concentrate on the flower garden blooming under the summer sky. The pretty pinks, reds, yellows and white aria of petals seemed out of place in a world gone mad…

      “Ouch!” She put her hand up to the side of her head in response to the sharp pain.

      “Please missy, I dinna comb that that hard,” Millie argued, sweeping up another handful of hair. “See? That ain’t so bad, now is it?”

      Julia sighed, though her teeth gritted. “Seems rather out of place to have a ball when men be dying out there.”

      This time, Millie made no comment.

      That only irritated Julia more. “Oh, I know, your type be betting this war goes right for you and yours. But I don’t think Joseph and his men necessarily think they’re out there, fightin’ for you all.”

      The servant girl stayed quiet as she twisted the long lock of hair into a coiled loop, pinning part of it to the top so it dangled off to the right. Julia decided she’d better calm herself before the freed girl poked her head with the hairpin instead of hair.

      The door to the bedroom swept wide open, with Julia’s cousin, Clara Winston swooped in, grinning from ear to ear. Julia could see she was ready for the evening, whereas she was gritting her teeth to not be.

      Clara stared with a surprised look. “Julia, why are you not ready yet? The men will be here to collect us shortly!”

      Julia sighed. “Clara, please. You are barely old enough to attend one of these, and if your mama was still alive, you might not even be going now.”

      The younger girl plopped herself down on the armchair across from Julia. “If anyone could take the fun out anything, it’s you, cousin.”

      Julia gave her a half smile. Clara was seventeen, closer to eighteen, so maybe it was time for her to be presented to society, though this wasn’t the normal showcase for this. A coming out spring time ball was the normal setting, though the war had changed a lot of things…she shook away the dismal thoughts.

      Her cousin looked lovely. Her auburn hair was pulled up in sweeping curls laced with flowers and pearls. The ballgown of canary yellow silk had lavender flowers on her shoulders and the neck had an ivory lace fiche and accents along her bodice top. It was a perfect dress for a young lady, though who would see it? Most of the men were at war…

      “You look pretty,” she commented with a pasted smile. Inside, she wanted to scream. A ball—when Joseph could be laying on a battlefield, dying…

      “Oh, no, don’t you do that!” Clara jumped up, wagging her finger at her.

      “Do what?” she tried to sound innocent. “Millie is doing my hair. I can’t do much without getting stabbed by a hairpin.”

      “No, you’re doing that gloom and doom look, the one you get when you think about Joseph.”

      “There you go, Miss Julia. Pretty as a rose,” Millie interjected, as she put a pearled hair comb into Julia’s coiffure.

      Julia looked into the stained looking glass above the dresser. “As always, Millie, you do superb work.”

      The slave clasped the pearl necklace on her, grinning at the compliment.

      Behind her, Clara fumed. “No, you don’t get out of this that easy.”

      “Get out of what?” Julia stood, raising her arms a bit so Millie could attach the bodice into place on the skirt ban for her ballgown.

      “You sure look pretty, Miss Julia, if I do say so myself.” Millie grinned.

      Julia smiled back. “Your work is always the best.” She did look grand. The pink ballgown with it’s white lace fiche and the fancy work coming out of her cap sleeves and under the pleated neckline of her dress. Pink and white and purple roses with greenery decorated the sleeves and her cleavage. Pearl strands looped off her bodice, under the lace, giving a touch of class and status. She looked beautiful but so worried…

      She blinked hard, realizing her reflection only verified Clara’s accusation of her looking downcast. Puffing the feather that graced the side of her hair, a new decoration, the type only married women wore, she forced a smile to return. She might be wearing the status, but felt awkward.

      “The feather looks lovely,” Clara swooned.

      Julia frowned, her smile vanishing, as she yanked the piece out. “A little premature, I think.”

      “But you are married,” her cousin contested.

      “We said the words, and it is in the church records, but he raced off to the war, so feather is a bit—” she let the sentence die. How could she explain, outside a peck on the lips when announced man and wife barely felt official.

      Clara opened her mouth, but Julia jumped right in.

      “I hear the carriage pulling up. Now we should go.” She reached for her shawl and reticle.

      Grabbing her cousin by her hand, she headed them out the door and hopefully the evening would keep her mind busy. Remembering the boy she’d knowb and got caught up in the moment way back when, seemed like a dream or nightmare, just like this war.
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        * * *

      

      Wesley Ayers wiped his brow, exhausted and too tired to be able to think without his head throbbing. Though, how could he not think? Too much was ahead of them and too much left on the field. How could he advance his troops without losing more?

      It was then he looked at his shirt sleeve cuff and grimaced. The wet spot from the sweat was ruining the shirt. The laundry would kill him, that he was sure of. Though if he still wore his coat, the wool would do better, but he’d swelter away on this hot spring day.

      “What’s eatin’ at you?”

      Wesley glanced up and found he had company. Wished he didn’t, though. But he chortled at this, because in the cavalry during war, no one was alone.

      “Just thinkin’ how it’s summer hot right now and we ain’t out of spring,” he spat, eying his compatriot, Eli Clemons, who snorted in agreement.

      “See anythin’ out there?” Eli asked.

      “Nope. Just fields a growin’. Green as shit and frankly, makin’ me think of time before the war.” Wesley sighed. He’d bet his own land, back in North Carolina, wasn’t doing half as good, not since no one was left to work it. Inwardly, he swore he’d do anything to end this, just to go back to farming and being left alone.

      “I see that look,” Eli interrupted. “Nothin’ will ever be the same, ya know.”

      “Can’t say that,” Wesley countered. “The Confederacy wins, it’ll be just us doin’ our own thing.”

      “Right…” Eli frowned. “How many darkies you got, or is it just you and yours plowing?”

      Wesley grimaced. “When I left, we a had a couple. Not much, mind you, but any help is worth it. Though, from what I heard, at the moment, I got nothin’.”

      Eli nodded. “Sorry to bring it up.”

      Wesley inhaled. “No one could stop that fever. Most of the town be gone, I mean, of those left. I got the land, apparently nothing else.”

      It was painful and it stabbed him in the gut. He’d left, his mother begged him not to go, but Maryann told him she’d only marry a soldier, if he lived. His brother was too young to fight, barely old enough to tote a rifle to hunt and his father was long gone. The two slaves were up in years but still able to work. Then, two months ago, a fever spread through the town, leaving bodies in its wake, including his family.

      “Land is money,” Eli stated grandly.

      Wesley shot him a long glance. His buddy was grinning ear to ear, and Wesley knew he was trying to change to better topic, after he brought up the bad one. He snorted with a smile.

      “That it is.”

      “So you gots more than me,” Eli continued. “My family still here, so land ain’t mine – yet.”

      Wesley nodded. Eli wasn’t part of the planter class. In fact, he’d told Wesley his father was a merchant in Raleigh and that knowledge told Wesley all he needed to know. The man was from the lower classes, no slaves and no farming land.

      “So how’s that horse?”

      “He’ll do for now,” Wesley answered, shooting a glance at the sorrel tied to the treeline. “Miss my Stinker. Good horse. Had him since he foaled. Damn colic!”

      His stallion, who he named Stinker since the horse got into all the trouble he could find, opening stall doors, stealing grain from the bin that he managed to nudge open and many more tricks, yet he knew Wesley well. Dependable, easy-going, responsive in battle, but he colicked two days ago. Nothing took the pain away, it only built. He’d lost everything, except the land.

      “Well, that’s all ya need, right? Dependable seat and speed.”

      Eli was right, but the vacancy that horse created when he left this planet was huge.

      “You’re right.” He turned and walked up the horse. The sorrel shot him a look, almost with the same eying Wesley gave him, deeming his new rider as ‘adequate’, as he munched away on the grass. Wesley chuckled.

      “I know boy. Let’s see how it goes,” he patted the horse’s withers, realizing he’d never gotten the name, or if the horse had one.

      “Hey, Wes, we gots to go. Word passed there’s a meeting!” Eli called from where Wesley left him.

      “Okay, boy,” he whispered to the new mount. “I’ll be back.” He grabbed his hat, shoving the piece on his head and joined his buddy as they ran back to camp.

      What he needed was a raid, a fast run with fire on his heels, in a desperate need to forget everything…

    

  


  
    
      
        
          
          

          
            CHAPTER TWO

          

        

      

    

    
      
        
        The Ball

      

      

      Julia did her best not to let her anger, or was it anxiety, take control of her. It took every ounce of energy to smile and not make her fan go too fast as she stood on the dancefloor sidelines with other attendees. Of course, the fan was something to do with her hands, however, the swishing of it made the feather in her headdress bob, with the frons brushing against her bare neck, only to escalate her impatience with it.

      “You look like you want to scream,” Clara whispered.

      “I do. I shouldn’t have let Millie put that feather in.”

      “It’s right you have it and it looks grand!”

      “Lovely, or not, it’s hitting my neck,” she snarled.

      Her cousin laughed. “It’s not on your neck.”

      Julia slanted her gaze at her and realized it was a waste to complain to her. All Clara saw was the ball and the dancers, with hope to dance soon. It made Julia growl.

      “Ladies.”

      Julia heard Clara’s small gasp, as she looked in the direction of the masculine voice. Standing there, tall, in Federal uniform and looking dashing, was Jonathan Evans. Julia gave him a nod in acknowledgment. He was Joseph’s best friend, so she wondered if Joseph was here as well. She looked just past him to see, but there wasn’t the man she married.

      “Jonathan, what a pleasure to see you,” she murmured, giving him her hand at his request. He kissed the backside of it without touching the glove.

      “Lt. Evans!” Clara claimed, her cheeks turning ruddy red. It took all Julia had not to roll her eyes.

      “Miss Winston, I am honored,” he gave her a slight bow. “Though I have moved in rank to captain.”

      Clara swooned. Julia blinked.

      “And where is my darling Joseph?”

      Jonathan took her hand again and lowered his voice. “I’ve come here to let you know he sends his love, though he is injured.”

      Love, Julia thought, was debatable. Joseph liked her a lot, that she knew, and she him, but love wasn’t the term she’d use. Though on news of his injury, her heart fluttered.

      “Oh, no! What happened?”

      “Now, he told me not to tell you, though it may be some time until he writes. We were in Virginia when we ran into the rebels. It was a small band of cavalry, though they were quick, and fighting against mounted soldiers is more trying than any infantry soldier would care to admit. He, along with a couple others, were on the receiving end of a bullet.”

      Julia gasp, ice racing down her spine. She suddenly felt lightheaded.

      “Here, let us sit,” he said quietly, leading them to a couple chairs.

      Julia was thankful when she sat, because she truly believed she was about to faint. “What do the doctors say?”

      Jonathan gave her a tight smile. “They say he’ll recover. They were able to mend it. Though it’ll make writing a bit hard at the moment.”

      “Sounds romantic,” Clara sighed wistfully.

      Julia frowned at her cousin. “Clara, I don’t follow you. There is nothing romantic about getting wounded in battle.”

      Clara wasn’t listening. She was staring at Jonathan with a cherub-looking expression. Julia ignored her.

      “Where is he?”

      Jonathan now looked relieved. “He’s at the capital, in the hospital, being tended to.”

      “Oh, Julia, you should go see him!”

      Julia gulped. As a wife, she should, however, blood made her squeamish.

      Jonathan, though, shook his head. “No, no. They’re not allowing visitors.” He squeezed Julia’s hand. “It isn’t a place for ladies to visit.”

      She nodded slowly. “I understand. But what can I do?”

      Now he smiled broadly. “Write to him and let him know I accomplished my mission, well, that is, after we dance.”

      Dance? She blinked. “You’re asking me for a dance?”

      “Yes, at request of your husband.”

      It seemed so inappropriate, though they were at a ball to raise funds for the wounded. Without thinking, she nodded and he stood, escorting her to the dancefloor.

      It all seemed so unreal, like a dream, she decided. The man she married, but had not a chance to make her husband, was wounded and his friend was to dance with her at Joseph’s request.

      War was strange…
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        * * *

      

      Wesley and his company raced down the embankment, dodging in and out of Union gun sites. It had been a perilous last few days, but the thrill of it filled him with excitement. As they got to the rest of the command, he pulled on his reins, his horse, along with the rest, skidding to a stop.

      “Did you see that?” Eli sputtered, heaving in deep breaths, his cheeks ruddy. “Those dang Yankees are like a hive of bees gone mad out there!”

      Wesley grinned. “Yeah, but we’re still better at maneuvering than them any day of the week.” He wiped his mouth with the back of his hand as the sweat rolled down from his temples and the salty taste didn’t mix well with the sulfur in the air from all the gunfire.

      The raid that ended in a successful crossing of the swollen Chickahominy Creek had worn the men in Stuart’s division out. Wesley glanced over his shoulder now and saw the flames of the burning makeshift bridge they had built still lighting the skies.

      “Ya know, those Pennsylvania boys could’ve got us,” he commented with a lopsided grin. “If they’d got in gear last night, like we did.”

      “Granted,” Eli spat to the ground. “Ain’t a fan of waking at midnight to ride, ya know.”

      “True, but if we hadn’t, that Yankee cavalry would’ve made things a mess.”

      “Good thing they keep store hours.” Eli chuckled.

      They rode up the Charles City Court with the rest. As Wesley dismounted, he patted the sorrel he had pushed so hard, realizing he had yet to name the animal.

      “Maximus,” he decided, repeating the name to the horse, who shot him a side glance. Wes snorted. “You like that. Good boy.” He dug into his haversack, tied to the saddle, and found an apple that he’d hidden a while back. It wasn’t big, but perfect for the horse.

      “What’d you say?” Eli frowned.

      “Finally gave this boy a name. Maximus. Because Caesar seemed a bit much.”

      Eli grunted. “Sounds stupid.”

      “He ain’t your horse.”

      “Gentlemen!”

      All spun around. JEB Stuart was on the top of the courthouse stairs, a grin on his lips, or so Wesley thought, because the general’s eyes danced.

      “Job well done! Now, at the courtesy of the lovely people of this town, we shall dine and rest!”

      A cheer rose from the four cavalry units. As they broke down, heading towards the courtyard to rest, Wesley ran into one of Stuart’s officers.

      “Lt. Ayers,” the man started. “General Stuart would like your presence.”

      “I am at his pleasure.” Wesley wanted to moan. He’d give anything for nonmoving seat and a chance to rest, but orders were orders, so he followed the officer towards the mansion near the courthouse, belonging to Judge Issac Christian.

      They weaved their way through the men to the general, who stood near the judge from the looks of the man, smoking a cigar. The command was relaxing, laughing and unwinding, something Wesley looked forward to, if he could just get past this point.

      “General Stuart, Lt. Ayers as commanded.”

      “General,” Wesley nodded.

      Stuart glanced at him, his expression still jovial, as if this was a raid of fun, ignoring the bullets aimed at them.

      “Lt. Ayers, job well done! I’ve heard nothing but praise from your commander,” Stuart started. “And witnessed your bravery up close.”

      Wes shifted his weight on his heels. “Just saving good fighters, sir.” He had no idea anyone saw him lift Ryan Jones of the 3rd Virginia Cavalry, off the ground and out of the way of the oncoming horses. He had thrown the kid, for that was all that Jones appeared to be, over his horse’s hind end as they took off after his horse. Thankfully the mount hadn’t made it far, so all was good. Which reminded him, he’d have to snag another apple for Maximus’s great agility during the fight.

      “Well, your abilities both in the saddle and on land will cause me to write to General Lee a request for promotion. I need able-bodied men who ride fast and think well.”

      “Thank you general.” He was stunned.

      “Good! Now, go grab some food. The ladies are coming now with it. Get some rest. I have need of your services and expertise soon.”

      Wes saluted him. “Yes, sir.”

      “And, before you go,” Stuart started. “Is it true you lived in Maryland for a bit?”

      All the praise he just received, formed a lead weight and plummeted into his stomach. Maryland.

    

  


  
    
      
        
          
          

          
            CHAPTER THREE

          

        

      

    

    
      
        
        Late May

      

      

      Julia stood at the table, her thoughts all askew. They were at the Sanitary Society’s fundraiser for the boys in blue near St. Michael’s Church, downtown Hagerstown. She nodded to the ladies and gentlemen who poured down the line of tables, loaded with goods to sell. It was hot, the air dense and the ability to breathe difficult, but she still kept the smile on her face, praying for it all to end soon.

      “Here.”

      She barely heard the voice, but the cup of tea placed before her caught her attention. Reaching for the liquid, she answered, “Clara, thank you.”

      Her cousin grinned. “You looked as if you were melting—or falling asleep. I couldn’t decide.”

      Julia couldn’t contain the giggle. “Guilty of both.” She took a sip. It was heavenly.

      “Well, from what the ladies at the front door say, your little fair is going splendidly!”

      She smiled. “Good. I was worried. There’s so much to do, and everyone is asking for help.”

      Her cousin ran her hands down the front of her Sanitation apron in a nervous gesture. She had to grow up so fast, with the war and all. Julia had hoped keeping an eye on her by having her help at the fair would be good, but still, was that asking too much?

      “I think you taking charge here has been so good.” Clara squeezed Julia’s arm.

      “Thank you. I might have bitten off more than I can chew.”

      Clara giggled. “Those old hens did know which way to go when the papers screamed how the army needed supplies. And those men at the top didn’t help none.”

      “True.”

      “But your charm and grace won them over.” Clara beamed. “I’m so proud of you.”

      Julia felt the heat of a blush racing to her cheeks. She never was good at handling praise.

      “Have you heard from Joseph?”

      That brought her mood back down. “No. I had hoped I’d get a letter, outside that one I got three weeks ago.”

      The letter had been short and sweet. He told her he was recovering but it did hurt, the pain medication put him to sleep with odd dreams, making him uncomfortable. Plus the letter was written by a nurse, because the handwriting was far too neat for a man. For some reason, that annoyed her, which she found strange. She shook her head to get rid of the thought.

      “Well, hopefully he’s better,” Clara decided, grinning at her. “And that lack of news is, from what I’ve heard, quite normal for soldiers at war. Hence the good idea for us being here today to help raise funds for our men at arms!”

      She looked quite pleased with herself, Julia thought. Perhaps too much so…she frowned.

      “Well, being hospitable when all I want to be is home and away from prying eyes, is not a great time.” There. She put it as she felt.

      “Julia, please,” her cousin begged. “They’re being polite, asking about Joseph and the men in blue.”

      “Busy-bodies is all they are,” Julia snarled, while working to keep her face showing her anger.

      Clara shook her head, smiling all the while. “Times like this, I’m not sure why you married Joseph. You act as if he abandoned you or that you don’t care.”

      “Clara, please.” Julia, though, at times agreed. Why did she marry him? He was nice. Always caring about her, taking care of her errands and such, escorting her to galas, dancing with her at balls, which she appreciated. He was a nice looking young man, very neat and clean, which for a farmer was a treat, and very respectful to her. However, he never did more than kiss the back of her hand, refer to as Miss Eagen and the like. His marriage proposal surprised her, though it shouldn’t have. Many others married prior to leaving for the war, though Julia wondered if the other wives felt like they married their friend or if it meant more.

      Wait for me….

      Those words lingered, a request made by another man, echoed in her head. A man she should forget, though he snuck into her thoughts sometimes. She ironed her will to push that request back. She had waited, but he never returned.

      “I married Joseph because he is a nice man with a bright future. Mother approved, because he had land and investments.” There. It sounded cold, which wasn’t fair to him. Times like this, Julia was confused about her own heart.

      “Well, he is a good man, too. Christian, good looking, of a good family, yes,” Clara stated. “And, it was obvious to everyone, he adores you.”

      To everyone…that she wasn’t sure, Julia thought. However, her cousin’s pleasant attitude was trying on her nerves, Julia decided. But, her cousin was correct. It was all they wanted to hear about, the war. And she was a wife to a soldier. It made her want to laugh. She hardly felt like a wife…

      “Miss Winston, Mrs. Krumwald.”

      Julia looked to her left, hearing Clara swoon slightly as she turned. Walking up to them was William Devon, dressed so dapper in his Union blue.

      “Mr. Devon,” she replied, knowing she should call him by his rank, but military insignia confused her.

      He laughed. “Captain Devon, at your service,” he said with a bow. “Just the lady I had hoped to see.”

      Clara sighed behind her. Julia wanted to throttle her.

      “Captain? My, you have done well!”

      “I so admire officers,” Clara chimed in.

      Devon smiled. “Yes, well, thank you. I also wanted to thank you ladies for helping us poor boys at the front. Your work at these events and the love you send us for them, are greatly appreciated! The army is big and we need more to put the rebels in their place.”

      Julia inhaled the words, the needed warmth that all wasn’t in vane, standing here, selling trinkets for a cause she didn’t understand. “We appreciate the warmth of your words, Captain. We only get inklings of what you all are enduring, and the need for more supplies, medicines, bibles and such, so we are doing the best we can.”

      He bowed.

      “Yes, we’d do anything to help the boys in blue!”

      Julia bit the inside of her lip. She’d have to have a talk with Clara, because exclamations like that are a bit extreme.

      “While it is a pleasure to see you, sir,” Julia started, deciding to ignore her cousin’s words. “I am surprised to find you here, so far from the army.”

      He snorted. “True, it might seem at odds. Not that we’d be assigned civilian duties of visiting things like this sanitary fair, just for a thank you and what not. No, I am on a mission to head to the western theater, having gone to Washington for military duties. And on my way west, I took a slightly higher road.” He leaned forward. “If I missed seeing my mother and wife, I’d have a higher price on my head than one any Confederate would put.” He winked at her.

      Clara swooned. Julia nodded.

      “Wise choice, captain.”

      Then she noticed Devon digging into his pocket, while staring at her.

      “Mrs. Krumwald, I do have a letter for you.” He handed her the slightly crinkled folded sheet. “Apologies for its ragged appearance. Afraid my uniform crumbled it some.”

      She took the letter, seeing her name scrawled on the front. It was Joseph’s handwriting this time, not a feminine frill. Slowly, she flipped it over, running her fingernail under the fold, releasing the contents. With a turn, she saw the note on the backside of the paper. The writing was horrible. Shaky letters and smudged in parts, but it was his. Her insides tightened, as did her grip on the paper.

      “Julia, why are you shaking?” Clara whispered behind her.

      Julia gulped, trying not to tremble. She wasn’t sure if it was from fear or from the shock he actually wrote. Though the words did nothing to assure her of his safety.

      “What does he say?” her cousin pushed.

      She swallowed hard. “He’s recovered enough to return to his unit.” She gave a gutted laugh. “How is that good?”

      “It is good news!” Devon claimed. “It means his injury isn’t bad. He can fight. That is great news!”

      “Of course, it is. Just a surprise, considering the injury. It was to his hand,” she decided, but another hard laugh came, probably from disgust and happiness, she thought. “Well, he can write. Poorly, but it is his hand. Good.” She folded the sheet back up and slipped it into her pocket. “My prayers will be for his continued health and victory for the North. Thank you, Captain.”

      Devon nodded and turned away, talking to Clara for a moment. Julia didn’t hear a word, her own emotions twirling. Her husband was recovered, which was good. His note, though, only worded of his return to the front and how he missed her and home. It was a strange marriage, she decided. She cared for him and hoped him well, yet with a letter so short and hardly endearing, she felt more like a sister than a wife. And that conclusion made her want to laugh and cry at the same time, because did she feel anything longing for him? She knew him, but yet didn’t. Only time would tell…

    

  


  
    
      
        
          
          

          
            CHAPTER FOUR

          

        

      

    

    
      
        
        Virginia

      

      

      Wesley cinched the girth on his horse, his attention on the horse instead of his upcoming mission. The bay stallion sidestepped, ears pointed high, as if Wesley had pulled the strap too tight.

      “Exhale, bud. You gotta breath sometime,” Wesley chortled.

      “What you tellin’ that horse?”

      Wesley snorted again. “I don’t know how you, tall and shockingly yellow-hair, can just come up that silently on me. Maybe you oughta be with the sharpshooters.” He buckled the girth, knowing inwardly the horse still was puffed out, as if fighting not to be saddled.

      “Nah, tried that,” Eli replied. “Got tole this blond hair makes me a target, even with a kepi on.” He cocked his head. “So, what’s up with the horse? He looks a might tense.”

      “Nope, he’s fine. He just doesn’t want a saddle on him, ‘cause goin’ make him work, and he more in the mood to be grazin’.” Wesley took the reins and started walking him without mounting him. “So he puffs up, holding his breath so I can’t tighten the girth.” He laughed. “Not the first time I’ve had a horse do this.”

      “Maybe he don’t wanna go to Maryland.”

      Neither do I…he shook the thought, as he picked up a long switch blade from the meadow, while extending his hold on the reins.

      “Whether we wanna go or not ain’t the issue.” He clucked to the horse to get him moving faster than a walk. With the use of the switch, he got the animal moving. It only took a few seconds for the horse to shift with a fart. “There now, tole ya. You gotta exhale some time.” He pulled the mount in and closed the girth to the correct hold. Loose like he had had it, the saddle would’ve shifted downward and dumped the rider. Wesley recalled the first time that happened in his youth. Painful memory.

      “You named him yet?” Eli pushed.

      “I’m thinkin’ Storm.”

      “Storm? Why?”

      “He’s fast, sleek and dangerous.” As if on cue, the horse sidestepped again, head high and eyes scoping the field around him. “Yep, Storm.”

      Eli nodded, chewing on a straw reed. The moment was quiet and Wesley waited, as he pulled up into the saddle. Once perched, his new ride settled. He grinned.

      “Yeah, Storm likes someone on his back. Guessin’ to steer him to grandeur.” Even Wesley couldn’t keep a straight face with that last sentence.

      Eli just nodded. “Yeah, well, good, I reckon, however, who all be ridin’ with us?”

      “Just us.” Wesley mounted Storm. “And I’m not going in uniform.”

      Eli raised a brow. “They promote you to Captain and you git airs.”

      Wesley turned the horse a tight circle, getting a closer feel on the stallion. “He’s new to me. Told he was fast. Feels good.” He glanced at his friend. “Nope, nothing like that. I need to find maps. Think I got an idea. However, ridin’ up North, in Confederate colors, just the two of us, or even just me, not a great idea. Need to come back with the info, right? Can’t if they capture me.”

      “Just you? Thought you said us!”

      “Git your feathers down. Originally, I was gonna go alone, but General Stewart thought it better if I got company, in case things get dicey.” He grinned, hoping it’d calm Eli down. Frankly, Stewart didn’t say anything, he reminded himself. He was told to scout the area and see if he could get maps or make them. With his own hand, he knew that’d be worthless, but he admitted to spending summers there, so volunteered to go. Eli was to keep him company, and hopefully keep him from trying to find someone.

      “’sides, can’t be stickin’ out with a company of soldiers with us, dressed normal or not.”

      Eli nodded. “Guessin’ you’re right on that. “I don’t like it when you git all quiet,” Eli interjected. “Makes me think this is more than a casual job.”

      “Nah, just thinkin’ how it’s been years since I was there.”

      “How long you live there?”

      “I didn’t live there, but had cousins. Spent some summers there, years back.” He laughed. “Had a rather feisty girl argue with me over slaves.” He shook his head. “Just a stupid fight. We weren’t old enough to think of slaves, really.” The vision of her sprung up. Young, pretty and full of herself, he’d assess today, though he was enamoured with her, even if he didn’t know what he felt back then.

      Wait for me. The request played in his head. They were so young, it was a stupid request, one he doubted she remembered. What worried him now, though, was the fear she’d still be there. The heat of their attraction – as well as their fights – had been trouble.

      “Come on. We could make it there by supper time.”

      Eli smiled. “Ooo boy, real food would be great!” He heeled his horse into a canter.

      Wesley laughed, following. And praying Julia Eagan was long gone from Hagerstown.
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        * * *

      

      Julia ran her hands down her skirt, trying to calm the angst boiling inside her. Her cheeks hurt with the constant smile she wore, trying to act like she was fully in charge of her station when actually, she realized how far she’d stepped out of the role ladies normally played.

      “Mrs. Krumwald, I just wanted to tell you what a fabulous thing you ladies are doing for the boys in blue.” Mr. Willis smiled at her, while his wife, linked to him by his arm, nodded profusely.

      “Yes, they do so much to bring an end to that sin of slavery! Poor souls,” Mrs. Willis moaned.

      Julia gave them as warm and sympathetic look that she could, in an attempt to thank them.

      “So true. The South will see the error of their ways. But our boys need more supplies like medicine, so we do our best to get the fine people like yourselves, to help us get them more.”

      Mr. Willis gave her an envelope. “For the boys.”

      “Thank you!” She only prayed it was a good amount. Willis was owner of the Hagerstown Bank, and one of the richest men in town. His donation should help.

      “We’ll pray for the soldiers,” Mrs Willis added.

      Julia clasped her hands. “Thank you, Mrs. Willis.”

      Willis tipped his hat to her and spun them around to leave. The moment she saw their backs, Julia exhaled, exhausted.

      “Are you all right, Mrs. Krumwald?”

      Julia nodded. “Yes, Tommy. Thank you for asking.”

      The store clerk went back his chores and again, Julia sighed, her fingers pinching the bridge on her nose as she contemplated again why she was here. Helping the Sanitary Commission had been her only avenue to deal with the worry over the war and Joseph. With her family in Pennsylvania, but his family here in Maryland, she was torn over where she was to go. Wait for him here, in his home he provided for her, a rather quaint little house just on the fringe of the town. Or home with her parents. Her cousin was here, so that was family, though so was his. The worry caused her a headache. And the drive to help the war efforts in some way.

      “Mrs. Krumwald, good afternoon.”

      She glanced up and found one of the Sanitary ladies, Mrs. Ashley Stowe, before her.

      “Ashley,” she smiled. “I’m so happy to see you!”

      Ashley laughed. “You can’t tell me you’re bored,” she whispered.

      Julia nodded. “Terribly!”

      “Well, it had been your suggestion to set up here, to help raise funds.”

      “Oh, I have done that. It’s just the in between times that languish. I should’ve brought needlework.”

      Ashley nodded. “Well, I am here to help our new leader in our endeavors.”

      Julia groaned. “I wish the ladies hadn’t promoted me.”

      Her friend frowned. “And why not? You’ve been such a great help in organizing affairs, raising needed funds, and overall, helping our mission to aid the boys in blue.”

      “Yes, well, for that I appreciate. However, this is a surprise.” Not one she relished, that was for sure. At the last meeting, the previous leader excused herself from the position on the news of her husband’s death. The pain of it had sent the poor girl into a mourning cycle, doubled when the news came after she’d lost her baby she carried. That thought made Julia shudder. No baby for her, or even a consummation of her marriage….but he had to go to war. He’d be back and all would be well, she was sure.

      Ashley nodded. “I’m grateful you took it. Left to the board, who knows what would’ve happened. To think only men can run affairs,” she scoffed. “Like to see them run a household or two. That’d put them in their place.”

      Julia laughed. “Agree. Though you know they never let us ladies manage money.” It was annoying, she thought. To have a managing team of men to handle the vast sums the commission raised, all because the trend was women couldn’t understand money in great numbers when it meant hundred or more. However, when it came to running the household, regardless of the size, men were lost. To her, the commission was a large family – and she wasn’t alone in that thought. However, it was too late, and they had the men to contend with.

      “As I understand it, that woman, Dorothea Dix runs the new nursing corps for the medical department,” Ashley stated lowly. “Set the rules and the applications plus the training!”

      Julia snorted. “Yes, I heard. Though she is rather assertive, in a non-ladylike way.”

      “Probably the only way to work in a male dominated world.”

      The thought turned Julia sour. She pulled out her pocket her timepiece. It read four.

      “Well, it is time to call it a day,” she decided.

      Ashley nodded. “Let me gather the couple items I need from the merchant, then I’ll help you pack.”

      Julia watched her dance away as she pulled the Christian tracts and bibles in, along with the stationary she sold for people to write their men.

      “Excuse me. Do you have maps?”

      The male voice registered in her head. She was bent over, looking at the items as she collected them, so she hadn’t seen him coming. Yet the sound echoed in her head. A lump fell into her stomach, like lead, making her feel sick. She knew him. Slowly she looked up.

      Before stood a boy, now a man, she knew from years back. The slim lad, lanky in his youth, now a sturdy man of average height. He grinned when she looked at him, as if he remembered her, too. Though she was far from the attractive he’d become, not with her stark navy dress, unadorn by any lace or fancy trim. Just a plain white collar and cuffs and white pinner apron. A modest look to showcase the items for sale for the war effort. Her hair pulled straight back with only a comb to hold it in place. She felt plain-looking and so far from attractive, she wanted to slink away.

      Then it hit her what an odd thought. She was dressed appropriately for a married lady.

      He, though, wasn’t in any uniform. He wore a calico shirt with deep brown pants and a tan sack coat. His brown hair slicked back, though a lock fell across his forehead despite the hat brim. Those warm brown eyes danced while he waited for her reply.

      Wait for me. His voice in her head. She squashed the memory. He was back, too late, and probably not for her as he said then. Whatever was he doing, she wondered.

      Swallowing the lump in her throat, she answered, “We have several. What are you looking for?”

      “Oh, one for here and nearby.” His smile deepened, as if he was teasing her. “Hiya Julia, I mean Miss Eagan.”

      She ignored her maiden name. “Wesley Ayers. Surprised to see you, that is for sure.”

      He shrugged, though his grin didn’t disappear. “Been a while. So looking for one, you know, to reacquaint me.”

      The tall blond man next to him nodded. Both looked like they’d been out in the sun a bit, she decided. Odd to find anyone with that deep Southern drawl here, though Maryland was considered Southern, she reminded herself.

      Finally, she shook the thought and pull out a scroll from the table next to hers. “Here’s what you’re looking for.”

      He took it, his gaze never leaving her. It was an odd look, as if he was drinking her in a warm way, like friends, though when they last saw each other, they hadn’t parted as such. Did he remember his youthful request? No, of course not, she decided. That made her angry, which made no sense. In irritation, she wished her gloves were off and he could then see her wedding band. But a voice deep inside whispered she was glad to have it covered. It was a sinful thought, she chided herself.

      “Thank you, dear Julia.” He tipped his hat at her while his friend handed her the coin for it.

      “It was good to see you,” he added softly, then he spun on his heels and walked away.

      It was then Julia realized her heart was racing and just skipped a beat.

    

  


  
    
      
        
          
          

          
            CHAPTER FIVE

          

        

      

    

    
      “Hey!”

      Wesley heard his friend’s call, and answered by nudging Storm faster. The problem was, Eli’s horse pursued him and was getting closer.

      “I said hey!” Eli continued.

      Wesley bit back his need to run fast and slowed his horse’s speed to a canter, then to a walk.

      “Yeah, I heard ya,” he replied, not turning to his friend, who also slowed to a walk. “You trying to let the Yanks know, too, we’re here?”

      Now Eli was at his side. “You know that ain’t true.” He glanced at the trees around him, as if checking. “I just wanna know what the hell happened back there.”

      Wesley inhaled deeply. “Think we’ve crossed the line, back home.”

      Eli snorted. “Of course we did, or did you miss that river we crossed back yon?”

      No, he hadn’t missed crossing the Potomac. Though he still didn’t slow the fast-pace pacw he had Storm going at.

      “So I wanna know what that was all about,” Eli pushed. “First you were all calm and collected, until we walked into that mercantile. Then you saw that lady and it was all hell from there.”

      That wasn’t how he remembered it. “I don’t know what you’re talking about. We went to get maps. We got them. Time to return to command.”

      “Oh, so now we be back to that high rankin’ officer-shit, huh?” Eli spat over to the side. “Well, who the hell was that lady?”

      “Watch your tongue, if you please.”

      Eli’s eyes shot wide open. “You knew her!”

      Wesley’s stomach clenched. “Yes.” But he added nothing more.

      After a few minutes of silence, Eli erupted. “That’s it? Yessum, and nothin’ more? Hells bells, you left there, and the moment we hit the end of the town, you took off like the Yankees were right on our tail!”

      With that, Wesley halted. “Yes, I knew her. Years back when we were both too young to know better, I tole ya I spent a summer or two up here. Got to know her then.” There, he admitted it and that was all he’d do. He nudged his horse to pick up the pace.

      Eli glared. “You wanted her.”

      “Maybe.”

      “But you gots a lady waitin’ for you now! Back in Carolina.”

      He thought he did, that was true. Though, she was a memory away. Seeing Julia, though, had been a surprise. All done up, prim and proper, she was still pretty. Those days of summer flooded his memory, when nothing mattered. Well, nothing, when considered to now. He still remembered that afternoon he kissed her. Before she turned on him, because he was Southern and had the sin of slaves. So his reply was to kissed her again. She responded warmly, until her mood changed, and she turned hard, slapping his cheek soundly.

      “Come on. We gots to get back.”

      “At times, captain, you’re strange.” Eli spat again.

      Wesley snorted. “Yep.” If he could just drown that memory, he’d be fine. He was sure…wasn’t he?
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        * * *

      

      “Mrs. Krumwald?”

      Julia stood at her table, her hand clenched on the handkerchief she managed to grasp in the last second of sanity. Otherwise, she hadn’t moved an inch. She stood stock still behind her table, her eyes glued to the door, though they no longer focused, but the image danced before her.

      Wesley Ayers.

      Her mind flooded with memories of that Southern boy, from a summer long ago, before Fort Sumter. He hadn’t changed, though his hair was might longer, and unkept, from what she recalled. Those eyes. They were warm, like hot chocolate, yet danced like a young boy looking for trouble. And he was trouble.

      “Julia?”

      Now the voice calling her name slowly registered through her muddled thinking.

      “Yes,” she answered vacantly, as the ghosts of the past faded away.

      “Are you all right?” It was her cousin, Clara.

      Julia turned. Clara looked worried as she eyed her up and down, like a mothersome aunt. She realized her hand was aching and it was then she saw the crumpled linen. She released her death hold on it. She pasted a smile on her face, despite the fact it hurt to do.

      “I’m fine.” Not willing to go further, she started to collect the Sanitary goods into the basket she brought them in.

      Clara picked up a piece and added it to the collection before she said anything.

      “Mr. Smith sent word you were troubled.”

      Tommy, the store keeper. He was a good man, Julia decided, though she couldn’t have looked that distraught…she prayed.

      “No, no. Just a long afternoon. I fear I was tired. That is all. Long time standing,” she answered, realizing she probably rambled there.

      “I saw the men that just left. Mr. Smith commented they bought items from you, and after, you went quiet.”

      “Just an old friend, from years gone by, that’s all.” It was kinda the truth.

      “I see,” Clara commented, putting her last piece in. “I’ve never seen them before. They live around here?”

      She wished her cousin stopped prodding her. “No, they’re from a little south of town.” A lot south, a voice inside her yelled. North Carolina, if she remembered right. The question she had was why was he here, in Maryland? And at her store?

      It took her another minute before she turned toward Clara.

      “It was kind of you to come.” No point in not showing her manners.

      Clara bit her bottom lip, shuffling a bit. “I was on my way as it was. You received a letter. Looks rather important.” She shoved the piece to her.

      Julia frowned, opening the letter. The first line made her gasp.

      “What is it?”

      “It’s news of Joseph.” She gulped. How could this be? How? A lump formed in her throat and her stomach twisted. Suddenly, she couldn’t see and the letter shook in her hands.

      “He died,” she mumbled with a shaky tone, her world flipping upside down.

      Clara gasped outloud. Julia couldn’t hear, as her ears began to buzz and her vision blurred.

      “Julia!”

      She barely heard her, as her world went black.
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        * * *

      

      The temperature was climbing, making Wesley notice the sweat dripping down his spine, gluing the calico shirt to his skin. After all these years of living in the South, he should be used to this. Heavens, his home in North Carolina was always hot! But for some reason, today’s warmth in northern Virginia was noticeable, and downright uncomfortable as he sat on Storm’s back, taking his regiment down the line in the military parade J.E.B. Stuart had decided to put on. It was for General Robert E. Lee, though, Wesley angrily noticed, Lee wasn’t here.

      “You know, you’ve been nothing short of a bear, since we returned,” Eli whispered when his line past Wesley.

      Wesley snorted. “Don’t know what you’re talkin’ about.”

      Eli shot him a side glance while marching.

      At the end of the field, Wesley brought his men to a halt, saluted Stuart, then led them to the right to disassemble.

      As the men jumped off their horses and started to take them to the side, Eli rode up to his commander.

      “Lt. Clemons, I did not call you up,” Wesley snapped, taking his hat off his head to wipe his soaking forehead. Wool felt hats were murder in summer, he decided, ignoring the inner voice who argued he’d never complained about that before.

      Eli frowned. “Don’t matter. Comin’ to see you anyhow. Look,” he dropped his tone. “Ever since we came back from up North, you been actin’ all squirrely.”

      Wesley laughed. “Squirrely? Haven’t heard that in a spell.”

      “Now, don’t you be laughin’ at me. You know exactly what I mean.”

      Eli was right. Seeing Julia had been a surprise. One that shouldn’t have upset or disturbed him, but it did both. Despite that nunnish-type dress, she was beautiful. And too old for that outfit, unless that Commission she stood for, that is if he read the tabletop sign right, were nothin’ but Quakers.

      “So who was the girl?”

      He snapped back to focus. “Just a girl I met several summers ago. Nothin’ else. I tole you that.”

      “Uh huh,” Eli muttered. “If you know her, she probably done tole the authorities we were there. South came to visit, or somthin’.”

      Wesley grimaced. “Nah, she isn’t that way.”

      But his friend gave him an odd look, making Wesley instantly want to change the conversation. He scanned the land around them, catching a glimpse in the trees. He narrowed his gaze, only able to discern horses – and men in blue?

      To Eli, he muttered, “You see them Yanks in the trees there?”

      “Yeah, catch’d a look. Cav?”

      Wesley nodded discretely. “Let’s get this back to command.” And with that, he urged his mount faster, as they skirted the treeline outside the Yanks, all discussion stopped immediately, a very thankful Wesley thought.

      He couldn’t decide which was worse – Yankees close to where he knew his troops were, or seeing Julia, who could, if she wanted, tell the Federals they were there. In Northern territory. If he could just dampen the thrill it was to see her again…
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        * * *

      

      Brandy Station, Virginia

      

      General JEB Stuart twirled the end of his mustache, pleased with parade before him. His cavalry rode precisely down the camp lane, all sparkle and amazing.

      “Lookin’ good, sir. Too bad General Lee isn’t here to witness this finesse!”

      Stuart’s smile deepened. “Yes, well, we will still shine.”

      “Seems a bit off to be doing parade march, out here in this muck and mire,” Lt. McClure mumbled, standing just behind Stuart.

      Stuart snorted. “Perhaps, Lieutenant, perhaps. However, the pride of the South, the jewel to the crown of Confederacy, we should always show our magnificence.”

      He caught McClure, and a couple other of his staff to lesser degree, scrunch his brows in disgust. But the lieutenant acknowledged his appreciation of his troops.

      All the revelry was interrupted with the sound of pounding hooves, coming at them from the far left. Stuart bit back his snarl, because he didn’t like his grandeur distorted by interruption but he knew it could be important, or even General Lee arriving. He turned.

      Alas, it was two of his cavalrymen. Their steeds close and now skidding to a halt.

      “General Stuart!” Wesley verbally saluted, sliding off his saddle. His compatriot right behind him.

      “Captain Ayers, was your trip successful?”

      “Yes sir!” He handed over the maps he picked up. “But sir, on our point of the parade, we saw a contingent of Yankee cavalry, just north of here.”

      Stuart’s heart jumped, excitement flooding his limbs. “How big a force?”

      “Hard to say, sir,” Ayer’s companion answered. “Guessing a regiment from what we saw.”

      “Yes, we didn’t stay long enough to find out, sir, knowing we needed to get these back to you sir.” Ayers took off his hat, wiping his forehead. He was dripping in sweat. “Plus, we might’ve been seen. Can’t rightly tell, ‘cause no one followed us, though weren’t sure.”

      Stuart still played with his mustache tail, nodding. “Rightly done. While we haven’t been quiet, as it were,” he nodded to the parade behind him. “No point givin’ them an invite to play. Good job, gentlemen!”

      Both looked relieved, and exhausted. Stuart grinned. “Go and get your horses fed and wiped down, gentlemen. We’ll be askin’ a lot from them and soon!”

      Stuart handed the maps to another of his staff, as McClure walked up.

      “Maps, sir?”

      “Yessir. Always need them when heading up North.” He grinned broadly. “Looks like we got some ridin’ to do!”

    

  


  
    
      
        
          
          

          
            CHAPTER SIX

          

        

      

    

    
      
        
        Chambersburg, Pennsylvania

      

      

      “Julia, it will be all right.”

      Julia vaguely heard her cousin, as she scurried around her. She herself, couldn’t move. In fact, getting out of the carriage had taken a lot of effort, mostly mentally. Otherwise, she was numb. Every emotion drained, every ounce of energy depleted.

      What was she to do now?

      When Clara opened the curtains in the room to let the sun shine in, Julia nearly jumped at the light, as if it had attacked her. Clara frowned with a puzzled look on her face, as if trying to figure her cousin out. Julia was with her on that thought.

      “I’m sorry,” she finally squeaked. “I’ve been a bit tied up in thoughts.”

      “Yes, well, after all you went through, I don’t doubt that. All that death,” Clara shook her head. “It was good that you accepted my offer, to come home with me. Here you can rest and recuperate.”

      As if she could.

      The last three weeks had flown past her, once she had read that condolence letter on Joseph. As if his death wasn’t enough, her father-in-law had had a heart attack and died. His mother flew into fits of mourning and anger, blaming the South and even Julia for her loss. And with his death, Joseph had not made a will, so the house that he bought was not left to her, but reverted back to his parents. To a mother, who promptly, in a fit a rage, evicted Julia, shoving an envelope of money into her hands, claiming they were buying her out of the third she’d get of the property. Little did she know that even without a will, that was the state law for a spouse to get, though being reduced to money felt demeaning. Worse yet, was after she gave Julia the inheritance, she promptly wiped her hands, as if expelling her, proclaiming Julia was nothing but wanton, living in sin with her son. It tore what was left of her heart into pieces with the woman’s wrath.

      Julia sat at the church, draped in black, mourning her husband, numbness engulfing her with every second.

      Was her mother-in-law right? Joseph married her right before he left for war. They’d never been together after the nuptials. So how could she have been what she was accused of?

      “Julia.”

      She glanced up and found Clara’s mother walking towards her, a very concerned, sympathetic look on her face. Before she could say a word, the woman hugged her tightly.

      “Clara sent word on what happened. I’m so sorry for your loss.”

      Julia’s throat tightened as grief overwhelmed her peaked, exhausted form. A truly sad and touching voice of Aunt Mary had broken through her void she felt, making tears form.

      “Thank you, Aunt Mary. It has been awful,” she managed to say through the grief seizing her nerves.

      “I’m so glad you came back with Clara. We will help you mend, with God’s help.” The woman gave her a smile.

      “I’m appreciative, truly.”

      Mary started to undo the clasp of Julia’s black linen cape. Handing the piece to Clara while she untied the bonnet.

      “Now, while don’t you rest. I’ll have a bath brought up with a pot of tea. Then you can rest until dinner.” Mary pulled the bonnet off Julia’s head.

      “Oh, that’d be lovely, but⁠—"

      “No, I insist,” Mary interjected, right as her servants carried in the sitz tub and pitchers of steaming water.

      In a whorl-wind of an orchestrated piece, the bath was set down, water filled, towel placed nearby with a cake of soap next to the bath. The tea set with pastry was set to the right of the chair next to the bed. And a moment later, everyone was gone, leaving her to her bath.

      Stress of the past few days drained as she undressed to step into the bath. The warm water eased her tense muscles and relaxation swept over her. Soaking up the bath and the warm welcome, she barely noticed her cheeks were drenched by the tears.

      
        
          
            [image: ]
          

        

        * * *

      

      Brandy Station, Virginia

      
      Wesley reined his horse in, whipped off his hat and wiped his forehead, realizing he wasn’t really that hot, just a habit he’d form and it was annoying. But his halting brought his command to a stop and the order to cease march echoed ahead. It was an order he hadn’t given, though he saw the rest of the brigade also stopped.

      Shaking his head, he frowned, grumbling, “Me halting doesn’t mean the whole brigade should.”

      “I don’t think it was you,” Eli interjected.

      Wesley didn’t think he’d been loud enough to be heard, but drowned his quick and rude comeback by taking a swig out of his canteen.

      “Since Brandy’s Station, they’ve all been a bit upset,” his friend continued.

      That made Wesley want to laugh. “Yes, and it should. We couldn’t be the only good horsemen around. Eventually, the Yanks would have time to train men and horses. In fact, the war’s been goin’ on for almost two years. More than enough time for them to get their act together.” He recalled one of the generals proudly boasting at West Point, it took cadets two years to train the mounts and them on tactics and warfare. It was 1863, two years into this mess, so of course, after the South beat them on horseback, they followed suit.

      War should’ve been over two years ago.

      His thoughts were interrupted as a hush silenced the battalion. Wesley couldn’t shake the anxious energy that raced through him. An energy that came from the trees ahead, as if the trees themselves had eyes. Even his horse twitched, the stallion’s ears forward and twisted, as he stomped the grown beneath Wesley.

      And within a split second, the scene erupted into Federal Cavalry bursting forth, coming straight at them.

      Orders flew down the line. Mounts turned, men readying their weapons. Wesley’s knee hit his sword scabbard lashed to the saddle and would’ve made him laugh, except even he could see the guns the opponents had poised. This would not be a hand-to-hand combat.

      “Charge!” he ordered, spurring his mount forward.

      The men fell suit and the two sides closed the gap, until the cannons of the horse artillery exploded. The explosives hit the ground, kicking up dirt and debris, with a dust muddying the view. But Wesley didn’t care. The excitement of battle raged through him and he raced head first into the mayhem.

      Within minutes, he found they had to fall back, though he refused to admit that. Especially since he heard from behind him the bugle sounding.

      “Captain Ayers!”

      “Yes, sir,” Wesley replied.

      “Sir, we have to keep them engaged and off track!” Colonel Williams of the 2nd North Carolina Cavalry ordered.

      Wesley frowned. “Drive them off, sir, is more what I expect. Sir.” Protocol and all the sirs drove him mad at times.

      “No, well, yes, beat them is always the case, though this time, we need to cover Lee’s troops, headin’ North, Captain, North! Don’t need these Yankees tellin’ them we’re comin!”

      “Aye, sir!”

      As Williams rode off, Wesley frowned. He was still in place when a bullet whizzed past his ear.

      “Come on!” Eli urged, laughing at the same time.

      “Whatcha laughin’ at?” Wesley turned his mount to catch up with the brigade.

      “That damn silly look on your face when that bullet done nearby gotcha!”

      “Keep that up, and I’ll have you cleaning the horse pickett!” he countered back, though he bet he did look odd. That bullet was close.

      Eli continued to laugh as he pulled his revolver out and aimed at the enemy.

      Wesley dove back into the fight, firing and whipping his horse around in all sorts of ways. He had men to lead, gun to load and fire.

      But this time, the Federals didn’t run. It was that notion, that the Southerners were not the reigning cavalry leaders anymore, that was hard to swallow.

      “Damn! They sure got better!”

      “Yessum, they sure have,” he answered. “Eli, quick left!”

      How he saw that artillery fire aimed at them, he wasn’t sure. He’d been concentrating on the soldiers around him, but he was the burst of fire from the side and ordered his unit to split.

      Right as he yanked on his reigns to move, Storm screamed, sidestepping oddly. Wesley didn’t think he was hit, however his horse was halfway falling. He jumped off the saddle, trying to move the limping animal out of harms way, which became difficult at the moment.

      “What happened?” Eli yelled.

      “No, don’t dismount!” Wesley hollered back as his friend started to turn in the saddle to leap off. “Storm must’ve stepped in the hole or somthin

      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
    

  


OEBPS/images/christicaldwell_chapterbottoms.jpg





OEBPS/toc.xhtml

  
    Contents


    
      		Cover


      		
        Title Page
      


      		
        Contents
      


      		
        Dedication
      


      		
        Acknowledgments
      


      		
        Quote
      


      		
        Chapter 1
      


      		
        Chapter 2
      


      		
        Chapter 3
      


      		
        Chapter 4
      


      		
        Chapter 5
      


      		
        Chapter 6
      


      		
        Chapter 7
      


      		
        Chapter 8
      


      		
        Chapter 9
      


      		
        Chapter 10
      


      		
        Chapter 11
      


      		
        Chapter 12
      


      		
        Chapter 13
      


      		
        Chapter 14
      


      		
        Chapter 15
      


      		
        Chapter 16
      


      		
        Chapter 17
      


      		
        Chapter 18
      


      		
        Chapter 19
      


      		
        Chapter 20
      


      		
        Chapter 21
      


      		
        Chapter 22
      


      		
        Quote
      


      		
        Chapter 23
      


      		
        Chapter 24
      


      		
        Chapter 25
      


      		
        Chapter 26
      


      		
        Quote
      


      		
        Chapter 27
      


      		
        Chapter 28
      


      		
        Chapter 29
      


      		
        Chapter 30
      


      		
        Chapter 31
      


      		
        Chapter 32
      


      		
        Chapter 33
      


      		
        Chapter 34
      


      		
        Chapter 35
      


      		
        Chapter 36
      


      		
        Chapter 37
      


      		
        Chapter 38
      


      		
        Chapter 39
      


      		
        Chapter 40
      


      		
        Chapter 41
      


      		
        Chapter 42
      


      		
        Chapter 43
      


      		
        Chapter 44
      


      		
        Chapter 45
      


      		
        Chapter 46
      


      		
        Chapter 47
      


      		
        Chapter 48
      


      		
        Chapter 49
      


      		
        Chapter 50
      


      		
        Chapter 51
      


      		
        Chapter 52
      


      		
        Chapter 53
      


      		
        Chapter 54
      


      		
        Chapter 55
      


      		
        Chapter 56
      


      		
        Chapter 57
      


      		
        Chapter 58
      


      		
        Chapter 59
      


      		
        Chapter 60
      


      		
        Chapter 61
      


      		
        Chapter 62
      


      		
        Author’s Notes
      


      		
        Bibliography
      


      		
        Also by Gina Danna
      


    


  
  
    
      		Cover


      		Title Page


      		Contents


      		Beginning


      		Bibliography


      		Also by Gina Danna


    


  


This Font Software is licensed under the SIL Open Font License, Version 1.1.
This license is copied below, and is also available with a FAQ at:
http://scripts.sil.org/OFL


-----------------------------------------------------------
SIL OPEN FONT LICENSE Version 1.1 - 26 February 2007
-----------------------------------------------------------

PREAMBLE
The goals of the Open Font License (OFL) are to stimulate worldwide
development of collaborative font projects, to support the font creation
efforts of academic and linguistic communities, and to provide a free and
open framework in which fonts may be shared and improved in partnership
with others.

The OFL allows the licensed fonts to be used, studied, modified and
redistributed freely as long as they are not sold by themselves. The
fonts, including any derivative works, can be bundled, embedded, 
redistributed and/or sold with any software provided that any reserved
names are not used by derivative works. The fonts and derivatives,
however, cannot be released under any other type of license. The
requirement for fonts to remain under this license does not apply
to any document created using the fonts or their derivatives.

DEFINITIONS
"Font Software" refers to the set of files released by the Copyright
Holder(s) under this license and clearly marked as such. This may
include source files, build scripts and documentation.

"Reserved Font Name" refers to any names specified as such after the
copyright statement(s).

"Original Version" refers to the collection of Font Software components as
distributed by the Copyright Holder(s).

"Modified Version" refers to any derivative made by adding to, deleting,
or substituting -- in part or in whole -- any of the components of the
Original Version, by changing formats or by porting the Font Software to a
new environment.

"Author" refers to any designer, engineer, programmer, technical
writer or other person who contributed to the Font Software.

PERMISSION & CONDITIONS
Permission is hereby granted, free of charge, to any person obtaining
a copy of the Font Software, to use, study, copy, merge, embed, modify,
redistribute, and sell modified and unmodified copies of the Font
Software, subject to the following conditions:

1) Neither the Font Software nor any of its individual components,
in Original or Modified Versions, may be sold by itself.

2) Original or Modified Versions of the Font Software may be bundled,
redistributed and/or sold with any software, provided that each copy
contains the above copyright notice and this license. These can be
included either as stand-alone text files, human-readable headers or
in the appropriate machine-readable metadata fields within text or
binary files as long as those fields can be easily viewed by the user.

3) No Modified Version of the Font Software may use the Reserved Font
Name(s) unless explicit written permission is granted by the corresponding
Copyright Holder. This restriction only applies to the primary font name as
presented to the users.

4) The name(s) of the Copyright Holder(s) or the Author(s) of the Font
Software shall not be used to promote, endorse or advertise any
Modified Version, except to acknowledge the contribution(s) of the
Copyright Holder(s) and the Author(s) or with their explicit written
permission.

5) The Font Software, modified or unmodified, in part or in whole,
must be distributed entirely under this license, and must not be
distributed under any other license. The requirement for fonts to
remain under this license does not apply to any document created
using the Font Software.

TERMINATION
This license becomes null and void if any of the above conditions are
not met.

DISCLAIMER
THE FONT SOFTWARE IS PROVIDED "AS IS", WITHOUT WARRANTY OF ANY KIND,
EXPRESS OR IMPLIED, INCLUDING BUT NOT LIMITED TO ANY WARRANTIES OF
MERCHANTABILITY, FITNESS FOR A PARTICULAR PURPOSE AND NONINFRINGEMENT
OF COPYRIGHT, PATENT, TRADEMARK, OR OTHER RIGHT. IN NO EVENT SHALL THE
COPYRIGHT HOLDER BE LIABLE FOR ANY CLAIM, DAMAGES OR OTHER LIABILITY,
INCLUDING ANY GENERAL, SPECIAL, INDIRECT, INCIDENTAL, OR CONSEQUENTIAL
DAMAGES, WHETHER IN AN ACTION OF CONTRACT, TORT OR OTHERWISE, ARISING
FROM, OUT OF THE USE OR INABILITY TO USE THE FONT SOFTWARE OR FROM
OTHER DEALINGS IN THE FONT SOFTWARE.


OEBPS/images/ginadanna_waitforme_hr.jpg
The memory of her kept him alive. But being on
opposite sides in the Civil War could tear them apart.

WAIT!

BEGAR,

UISANBOIANYSBIES TSELLING AUTHOR

GINA DANNA







OEBPS/images/blanksm_boxtopushtypedown.jpg






