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“Always bear in mind that your own resolution to succeed is more important than anyother.”

Abraham Lincoln

Elmira, New York

March 14, 1865

To the victor belonged the spoils, but to the defeated, humiliation and despair. Annabelle shivered against the northern wind and pulled her wrap tighter. Beside her, Matthew repeatedly clenched and released his fists as if they were itching to land a blow. Not that she could blame him. What kind of people did such things?

She studied the backs of those waiting in line in front of them. From all appearances, they seemed normal enough. Nothing about their heavy winter outerwear or their idle chatter marked them as heartless. But what else could they be?

When had the suffering of one’s fellow man become a means of entertainment?

Annabelle shivered again, and this time not from the biting cold and drizzling rain. The man in front of them took another step forward, moving the line and bringing their little group to the bottom of the wooden staircase leading to the observation platform above.

“This here ain’t right.” Peggy plopped her hands on her hips, earning more than one raised eyebrow.

Annabelle shot her a warning glance. They didn’t need to draw attention. Matthew’s piercing gaze—which would have cowed a more timid soul—only made Peggy scowl.

“What?” Peggy lowered her voice. “We’re all thinking it.”

Matthew stepped closer to Annabelle. “Perhaps your maid should wait for you over there with the others.”

Annabelle glanced behind her at the groups of colored folks gathered around hitched carriages and chatting among themselves. “Why don’t you wait for us, Peggy?” Peggy opened her mouth to protest, but Annabelle didn’t give her the opportunity. She leaned close to Peggy’s ear. “Keep your ears open. See what they know.”

Peggy hesitated. Ever since the three of them had been on the road, Peggy had clung to Annabelle like a wet shawl. Finally, she grumbled something and stalked toward the carriages.

The man ahead of them paid his fee and walked up the stairs as a well-dressed couple descended. Annabelle studied the woman’s fine furs. Did the wealthy people in this town have nothing better to entertain themselves?

“That’ll be ten cents, sir, for you and the lady.” The young man held out his hand expectantly.

The muscles in Matthew’s jaw tightened and Annabelle slipped her hand into the crook of his arm, giving it a small squeeze. His jaw barely unclenched enough for him to speak. “I was told it cost three cents to visit the observation tower.”

The youth shrugged. “Sorry, sir. It’s a nickel apiece now. Includes binoculars, though, so don’t worry, you’ll get your money’s worth.”

Annabelle could practically feel the anger seeping out of Matthew. “Oh, that’s good, isn’t it? We’ll be able to get a closer look….” She trailed off, hoping Matthew caught her meaning.

He thrust his hand in his pocket and shoved a dime into the boy’s open palm. Unfazed by Matthew’s glower, the boy nodded toward the steps. “Got refreshments for purchase, too, case you want to linger.”

Disgust bubbled in her stomach. Annabelle drew Matthew up the stairs before the boy found himself at the wrong end of Matthew’s ever-growing fury. At the top, they stepped onto a wide platform raised as high into the air as the top floor of Rosswood. It was like standing on a balcony, except this one was disconnected from a building.

The entire structure was a bit unsettling, being so high in the air with nothing beneath her other than some planks and a few poles. Annabelle tried not to think of the open void below and took a place near several other visitors, careful not to touch the railing. The flimsy thing didn’t look as though it would hold her weight.

Out of the corner of her eye, Annabelle watched Matthew snatch a pair of binoculars from a spindly man. Matthew stalked to her side, the veins in his neck bulging with fury. Without a word, he put the looking contraption to his face.

“Excuse me, miss?” The spindly man dangled another pair of the lenses from a short loop of rope. “You forgot to get yours.” When Annabelle hesitated, he wriggled his bushy gray brows. “You’ll get to see their punishment much better with these.”

Annabelle swallowed her disgust and grabbed the binoculars. He flashed a yellowed grin and continued down the platform to the next waiting group of onlookers. She turned the contraption over in her hand. She’d never used a pair before.

Matthew pressed the glasses to his face and scanned the area below. “I don’t see him.”

Annabelle put the smaller set of lenses up to her eyes. Immediately, everything in front of her appeared larger, revealing the scene with sickening detail.

Below the platform, a swollen river snaked between the town proper and the massive walls of Elmira prison. Tents lined both sides of the muddy banks. Scattered between the rows of sagging structures, small clusters of men huddled among piles of debris and refuse. With their pitiful clothing hanging loosely on gaunt bodies, they looked like little more than walking bones.

“Why are they out there in tents?” she mumbled to herself. “I thought all the prisoners were kept inside the walls.”

“Too many of them now.” A middle-aged lady to her left pointed below. “Word is they have nigh on ten thousand in there. Too many for the barracks to hold for sure. They stacked them in there until the walls nearly burst.”

How would they find George among so many? Most of them didn’t have jackets, and some wore clothing so shredded and ragged that it was little more than strips of cloth flapping in the wind. How could the guards not give them proper protection from the elements?

Annabelle tried to cool the anger churning inside her, lest it seep into her words. She lowered the binoculars. “Ten thousand seems like far too many.”

The woman lifted her shoulders. “They’re letting some of them out, at least. It’s a right shame. Traitors or not, no boy should be forced to live like that.” The sadness in her voice made Annabelle lean closer, close enough to smell the rosy scent of the lady’s soap.

“Letting them out?”

The woman nodded. “But only the ones that sign the allegiance papers, of course.”

Annabelle’s pulse quickened. Could it be that simple? All George had to do was sign his allegiance to the Union and he would be free to go? Matthew shifted his weight next to her. Was he listening to their conversation?

“I’d think men would be flooding out of there if that’s all they need to do.”

Matthew grunted. So, he was listening.

The woman solemnly watched the prison walls. “You’d think so, wouldn’t you? But it’s only one or two every few days.”

Annabelle studied her refined profile. “How often do you come here?”

The woman stuffed her hands back into her muff. “I best be off. Good day to you, miss.”

Annabelle watched her hurry down the steps. “That was rather odd.”

Matthew grunted. Resigned, Annabelle lifted her binoculars again and scanned the tents below. On the breeze, the stench of human waste drifted up to assault her nostrils. She swept her focus up from the tents and onto the tall stone wall peppered with men in blue holding rifles. What of the men inside those walls? Did they fare better than the poor souls at the river?

Rows of squat buildings huddled inside the wall, with scores of men crammed against the sides of them in an effort to escape the wind. Anger burned in her gut. Who was responsible for this place? Annabelle scanned faces until her shoulders cramped and her eyes burned.

Behind them, a man cleared his throat. “Excuse me? It’s, uh…getting dark, sir.”

Matthew tensed beside her but didn’t lower his looking glasses. Annabelle turned to the man, who appeared rather uncomfortable. Good. Someone who peddled misery deserved no less. Though she figured it was more Matthew’s imposing presence than the wretches below that had him shifting his weight from one shiny boot to the other.

He extended his hand. “Miss?”

Annabelle tried to force a tense smile but didn’t achieve more than a slight raise of her lip as she handed her pair over. Matthew didn’t move from his position.

After a few more moments the man reached out as if to touch Matthew’s shoulder. Annabelle shook her head, and he let his fingers drop. He might be a weasel, but she couldn’t let him unleash Matthew’s wrath. Otherwise they would probably never be allowed on the platform again or, worse, would be detained by Elmira lawmen.

The weasel man hesitated only a moment longer and then garnered a pinch of courage. He straightened his shoulders and spoke with more confidence. “I’ll have to ask you to hand over the binoculars now, sir. The platform is closing for the evening. You may return tomorrow.”

Matthew lowered the glasses and turned his heavy gaze on the spindly little man. They matched stares and Annabelle held her breath. Finally, Matthew reluctantly handed over the lenses. The man scurried away, clearly relieved. Annabelle slipped her hand into Matthew’s arm, gently turning him toward the staircase.

Dusk settled, and Annabelle suddenly felt guilty about the warm bed and hot meal she would soon enjoy while George sat out there somewhere, freezing. She gave Matthew’s arm a squeeze. He blamed himself for his brother’s capture, and Annabelle knew Matthew well enough by now to know that he would hold himself responsible for whatever condition they found George in.

Oh, please, let us find him soon.

Peggy waited for them at the bottom of the steps and fell in behind Annabelle and Matthew. They made their way across the dusty street and away from the abominable observatory deck toward the crowded inn just a few streets away.

Matthew had managed to get them a private room. While Annabelle was glad not to be put into a room she’d have to share with other unmarried females, Peggy had been quite upset about the arrangement. Matthew had adamantly refused to leave Annabelle and Peggy in the room alone, declaring the three of them could share the room just as easily as they had shared a campfire.

Despite Peggy’s protests, pleading, and prods at his sense of honor and propriety, Matthew had calmly insisted. Not only were his limited funds from David O’Malley running low, but Matthew had determined the women would be safer in a room with him. By the end of it, he’d somehow managed to gently bring Peggy over to his side. He’d treated Peggy with respect and, because of that, he’d gained a deeper level of fondness from Annabelle.

Fondness. That’s what she’d call the stirring in her heart.

Inside the inn, warmth and the yeasty scent of bread washed over Annabelle’s senses and stirred her hunger. They passed the crowded tables of people already taking their evening meals.

But rather than choosing a table, Matthew stomped up the stairs. Annabelle followed him, Peggy close on her heels. He burst into the room like a bull, the vein in his neck bulging in fury.

“Blasted, dirty Yanks!”

“Shhhh!” Peggy waved a hand at him, unfazed by his seething anger. “You want to let the whole building know you ain’t one of them?”

He cast her an annoyed look but clamped his mouth shut. Peggy shook her head and went to start a fire in the hearth.

Matthew paced like a caged bear. “Who pays a fee to watch men suffer and die? What a demented lot.”

Peggy struck a match and held it to the kindling until a flame leapt to life. “What you gonna do about it?”

Matthew stopped his pacing and studied her. “What would you have me do, woman? Burn the vile platform down?” He paused, as if considering it. “Would serve them right if the whole town went up.”

Annabelle gasped. “Surely you can’t mean that.”

He drew a long breath and rolled his shoulders. When his eyes turned to her, his features softened. “Forgive me. You shouldn’t have to witness my temper. If you’ll excuse me, I think I’ll go for a walk.”

She reached for him as he passed her. “Please, don’t do anything rash.”

He slipped out from under her touch and stalked out the door.

“That man’s wound tighter than a coiled spring,” Peggy said, tossing a log onto the fire and prodding it with the poker.

Annabelle plopped onto the bed, which sagged under her weight, and fingered the quilt. “Can you blame him? You didn’t see them, Peggy.” She shivered. “All those poor men. It’s a wonder they’ve survived such conditions. How could the government allow something so deplorable?”

“You know war ain’t nothing pretty. What you expect to see?”

“I don’t know. Not that.”

“Seems to me Captain Daniels got plenty of schemes in his head. He’ll think of something.” Peggy laid the poker beside the hearth and extended her hands toward the fire.

“Perhaps,” Annabelle mused, “but I’ve discovered a simple solution. I’ll call on someone in prison affairs first thing in the morning.”

“That so?” Peggy left the fire and busied herself spreading out sleeping mats, positioning herself between Matthew’s pallet and Annabelle’s bed.

She’d suggest they rotate use of the bed, but knowing that both Peggy and Matthew would adamantly refuse, Annabelle didn’t bother. “A woman on the platform said they release prisoners who sign allegiance papers.”

Peggy scratched her headscarf. “Hmm. Seems to me like they’d get lots of papers signed if that’s all it takes for freedom.”

Something in the way she said it made Annabelle’s heart ache. They called Lincoln the Liberator. Maybe if his emancipation papers were signed by the states, then Peggy’s people would be free as well. Annabelle gave Peggy a sad smile, which she returned. “I thought so, too. It’s entirely too easy. There must be more to it than we know. That’s why I need to speak to someone at the prison.”

“And you think they’ll give you whatever information you want?”

Annabelle shrugged. “Worked last time.” Going into the Commissary General’s office and asking for help enabled her to find George’s location in the first place. She didn’t see why doing the same wouldn’t help them now.

Peggy smoothed the blankets again and sat on her pallet. “Miss Belle, we need to talk about your plans.”

She shifted uncomfortably. “The plan is to get George out of that horrible place.”

Peggy rolled her eyes. So much for avoiding the subject of her odd betrothal, which, technically, the groom wasn’t even aware of.

“All right, then.” Peggy splayed her fingers. “Say you find him, get him outta prison, and ride off free as a summer chicken.”

Annabelle crinkled her forehead. What made a summer chicken free? All of Peggy’s chickens were kept in a coop. Then they went in the frying pot.

“Then what?” Peggy snorted. “Have you even thought about what’s going to happen then? When you have two Daniels men to deal with?”

Annabelle scrunched her nose. She had thought about it. Every night it kept her awake, and it wiggled into her thoughts at random moments throughout the day. The problem was that no matter how much she thought on it, she still hadn’t figured out what to do. “I suppose once we see George freed or escaped, we could go home.”

“Escaped? Lawd, child, you—” Peggy shook her head and pointed her finger at Annabelle. “No you don’t. We’ll talk ’bout that later.” She fisted her hands on her hips. “So you think you, me, and them two men is gonna go back to Rosswood?”

Annabelle nodded.

“Hmm.” Peggy crossed her arms. “We do still have Andrew to deal with, and your mean ole grandfather, if he’s still alive.” Annabelle nodded again, unsure where Peggy was going with this. “Yes, ma’am. Even after all this here gallivantin’ you’ve done, we ain’t found no solution to the problem that started this here mess.”

Annabelle balked. “Gallivanting? Really, Peggy?”

She waved a hand. “What? It’s a word I learned from Captain Daniels.”

“I’d hardly call what we’ve been through gallivanting. More like running for our lives!”

Peggy shrugged. “I reckon. But we did save the president, and I got high hopes for that man. He’s gonna set my people free.”

Annabelle grinned. “And if we can do that, well then, we can surely save George and Rosswood. Once we have George, then maybe the rest will work itself out.”

Peggy’s smile faded. “How you gonna tell him about the betrothal?”

Annabelle rose and lit the lantern. She set it down on the small table beside the bed, sending shadows dancing across the quilt. “I was hoping I wouldn’t have to.”

Peggy lifted her brows. “You decided to tell him the truth?”

Annabelle cut her eyes at Peggy, knowing exactly which he she meant. “I’ve told you, there’s nothing to tell.”

“Humph. Then what’re you talking about?”

Annabelle pressed her fingers into her rumpled skirt. “I’m going to let Matthew and George discuss it. I won’t be the one telling George anything.” She held up her hand. “And before you say it, there’s nothing I need to tell Matthew either. I’ll simply let the two of them talk before I go running my mouth.”

“Ha! And let them men decide your fate? Since when have you been all right with that?”

Annabelle crossed her arms. “George doesn’t know about any of this, and I don’t want to be the one to tell him.”

Peggy’s eyes softened and she came to sit by Annabelle on the bed. “You’re afraid he’s not gonna want you?”

Was she? Or was she more afraid that he would… and that Matthew would let him? “I….” She took a deep breath to keep tears from burning her eyes. It was bad enough her heart strained toward one brother who didn’t want her. But if George didn’t want to marry her so she could regain Rosswood, what would she do? “I fear he won’t like the deal Captain Daniels made.” She pushed her fingers into her hairline. “Then what? Andrew’s probably already seized Rosswood. I’ll need an alliance with a strong family in order to get it back.”

“There’s still hope your Uncle Michael will be able to help.”

“Maybe. But it’s been so long. Do you truly think he’s still alive?”

“Ain’t no reason to think otherwise.” She patted Annabelle’s knee. “You want to know what I think?”

As if her answer mattered. Peggy would tell her anyway.

“I think we still need to get to your momma’s family. We’re already in New York. Let’s see if blood can help you, child. Don’t put all your faith in these Daniels men.”

Annabelle nodded slowly. Peggy was right. Why leave her fate up to hoping someone would want to marry her? “I don’t have any reason to think they’ll help, but you’re right. We should try.”

Peggy wrapped her in a squeeze. “Good girl.” They sat there a moment, then Peggy grinned. “And besides, that boy needs to court you proper. It ain’t good he thinks he ain’t got to woo you.”

Annabelle gave Peggy a playful push. “Come now, who wouldn’t want to court a homely girl with a rundown plantation she can’t save? I’m sure I’d be first on George’s list of desirable ladies.”

Peggy sobered. “Miss Belle, it ain’t right you do that. Just because your grandfather was pathetic enough that he needed to put you down in order to make himself feel more important don’t mean you should believe him. You’re not a plain girl, and you got plenty to offer. Don’t go selling yourself short.”

Annabelle swallowed the lump in her throat and pulled Peggy into a quick hug. “I was just teasing.”

Peggy gave her a squeeze. “Well, I ain’t. No more talk like that.”

Annabelle stood. “I’m starving. I don’t suppose Captain Daniels will return for supper, so why don’t we see if we can get us some plates to bring up here? I’d rather we ate alone instead of with the crowd.”

A sad expression washed over Peggy’s face. “Don’t give up hope yet, girl,” she said, not allowing Annabelle to shift the subject. “I still think the captain cares too much to see you go to anyone else. Brother or not.”

Annabelle’s heart flipped in her chest, but she forced her features to remain smooth. “Don’t be silly. This is simply a matter of convenience.”

“Sure it is.” Peggy patted her hand and then stepped out the door, leaving Annabelle alone with an ache in her chest she could not ignore.
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“Good news at last. Mrs. S has arrived at our house from Richmond. She brought dispatches from that city for the Confederate agents inCanada.”

John H. Surratt

Elmira Prison

March 15, 1865

George Daniels rose from his makeshift bunk constructed of two discarded crates and pulled his Yankee overcoat over what remained of his ragged Confederate uniform. He hardly noticed his tent mates’ groans or the debilitating cold anymore. So what had roused him from his fitful sleep?

Light poked tentative fingers into the darkness, separating men from shadows. Roll call would come soon. He wove his way through the tent he shared with seven others, stepping over their huddled forms to make his way to the flap.

Outside, blessed silence cloaked the prison yard. The only movement came from the guard on duty as he swung his weapon in George’s direction. Daft man. Did he really think George was stupid enough to try to run?

Some had escaped, though. The prisoners talked often enough about the three—or was it four?—who had dug a tunnel under the wall and actually managed to get free. But that had been months ago, when the prison was still new. Maybe the Yanks didn’t watch it as well then as they did now. Or maybe the story was just a lie the men told themselves in order to find a measure of hope among the misery. As he passed along the muddy bank, his gaze drifted to the observation deck across the river.

As though guards trailing the prisoners’ every move wasn’t enough, the citizens of Elmira had apparently volunteered to watch the prison as well. All hours of the day they could be seen up there, spying on the despondent captives below. Some said the platform was purely for entertainment, but he couldn’t fathom how observing men at their worst could be a diversion. Surely they could find better things to do with their time. So George held to the idea that the Elmira citizens took turns keeping watch to be sure no stray Rebel contaminated their fair city.

George trudged to the trees at the end of the rows of tents and did his business by the edge of Ford’s pond, which had been designated as their latrine. Disgusting. Did the Yanks have no concept of sanitation? At least they’d finally dug trenches. Some of the fellows who’d been here longer than George said that before the trenches so many men were sick from the waste that they died too fast for the burial crews to keep up.

Not that they were keeping up now.

George trudged back down the tent row. At the opposite end of camp, a lone sapling had become George’s way of holding onto sanity. His friend Bill had said it would be better not to torture himself with knowing how many days he’d been here, but George disagreed. He couldn’t get trapped in an endless cycle of hopeless days, clinging to a pitiful existence without end.

If he had a blade, his morning ritual wouldn’t be so difficult. He’d had a sharp stick once, but they’d long since used it for firewood. Now all he possessed was his ragged thumbnail.

He ran his fingers over the smooth trunk, the middle area devoid of bark because the men in his tent had bloodied their fingers stripping the tree’s coverings. Someone had told them they could eat the inner bark.

It gained them little more than the comfort of chewing.

Nonetheless, the spot made a good place for George to keep his records. He put his nail into the soft inner wood and pressed, working it back and forth until he made an indention in the tree.

George ran his finger over each of the little indentions standing like tiny soldiers. The Yankees had loaded scores of captured Confederates on a train bound for New York. The days ran together in the cramped confines of those rail cars, and he still wasn’t quite sure how long he’d been forced to endure the smells of men locked inside without the mercy of having anywhere to do their business.

However bad he’d thought the train, at least it was warm.

When he rubbed the last mark in the bottom row, George traced his finger back to the beginning and counted all the marks on his tree. Then he wished he hadn’t.

Thirty-one! Despair clawed at him. Only a month? He’d already lost so much weight that he’d had to scavenge some twine to keep his pants up. How much longer could he make it on one meal a day? If boiled water with a few beans floating in it and a chunk of stale bread could even be called a meal.

How much longer before scurvy set in? By his estimation, it took men around here about a week—two if he was especially strong-willed—to die once sickness hit. Trying not to let his mood turn too sour, George gave one last look at his marks and turned to trudge back to his tent. Bill had been right.

Knowing only made it worse.

The morning bugle sounded, drawing men out into the daylight. No one slept past bugle if he was healthy enough to rise. They had only a few moments to see to personal business after morning call before they fell into the line, and no one wanted to be caught missing when the corporal took the count.

George nodded to some of the prisoners as he passed, but most ignored him. Several held up their hands to protect their eyes against the bright light as they scurried this way and that. George turned his face to the sky, having been too consumed with his thoughts to notice. Clear and blue, the sky offered cheer they could not feel and a promise of warmth it would not deliver.

Nonetheless, he’d choose the blue over the drab gray. His gaze roamed over the gaunt faces of the men still clad in bits of ragged Confederate uniforms as they took their places in line. Their vacant expressions, tinged with a faint ray of hope, drew his own gaze back heavenward.

How long had it been since a day dawned without a heavy layer of clouds? Long enough that any scraps of wood they’d tried to gather and burn for warmth were too soaked to even take a spark. They’d quit trying three days ago. Perhaps if they were lucky, the sun would be bright enough today to dry out some tinder so they could warm their feet by the flames tonight.

The hope of a warm fire soothed some of George’s festering despair. He tried to keep his focus on blue skies and warm feet as he waited at attention for the corporal to pass by and finish counting.

His first week at Elmira they’d called out each man in line by name. Now, they didn’t bother. The Yanks had two counts. The living, and the dead.

After they were dismissed, George fell into step beside Bill as they made their daily walk to the wall.

“Wonder how many more’ll need boxes today,” Bill said, pulling his patched gray cap low on his head. His shaggy beard swayed in the wind and bobbed with his jaw.

“I don’t know,” George said. “Hopefully not as many as yesterday.”

Bill snorted. “You say that every day, and every day there’s more than the day before.”

“Then why do you always ask?”

Bill lifted his scrawny shoulders. “Just making conversation. We should make a game out of it, you know. See who can guess the right number.”

George gave him a sour look. “That’s disturbing.”

They approached the guards at the gate and were gestured through to the inner section of the prison.

“Why?” Bill stepped through the iron gates and onto the primary road leading through the center of the prison. “Man needs a little entertainment around here.”

George eyed the poor souls crammed inside as he turned to the left to follow the wall. They might not have as much protection from the wind inside their tents along the river, but the men in here appeared sicker. And that was worse.

George’s gaze lingered on the listless faces of the men lining the inside of the wall. Some of the dirty faces of the Hopeless turned pleading eyes on him, but most had given up entirely. If a man was conscious, they added him to the line running from the hospital building all the way down to the gate. If he was lucky, a doctor would check him on his way to the hospital barracks—a place reserved for only the worst among them.

George suppressed a shiver. He didn’t want to be one of the Hopeless on the wall. Too sick to make it to shelter on their own, but not quite sick enough to be taken inside. They were lining up for the reaper, they were.

“So, what do you say?” Bill prodded, jabbing him in the ribs and breaking into his thoughts. “Let’s make a wager out of it. Whichever man gets the closest to the right number wins.”

George frowned. “Wins what?”

Bill stroked his beard and stepped over the legs of a man slumped against the wall. “Well now, let’s see. I’ve got three apples.”

They turned past the hospital building and under the guns of the men on the corner tower. “You do not,” George mocked. “You’re spinning tales.”

Bill grinned. “Says you. I snuck them out of the sack and hid them in my pants. I’ve eaten two already, but I’ve got three left.”

George stopped and stared at Bill, dropping his voice to a whisper. “You stole from the guards’ rations?”

Bill’s eyes sparked with a mad gleam. “How else do you think I’ve lasted this long?”

George’s stomach growled at the thought. Eating something other than bean water was enough to tempt a man to set aside his convictions. “Fine. If I win, I get your apples.”

Bill started walking again. “Nope. One. I ain’t giving them all up for some foolish game. They’s right hard to come by, you know.”

George cast an incredulous glance at Bill, but he didn’t point out that the foolish game had been his idea. “Fine. One.”

“And if I win, I get that fancy coat of yours.” His gaze flared with jealousy.

George couldn’t really blame him. The guards had brought in crates of supplies about a week into his stay at Elmira Prison. George had fought off two weaker men to get this coat. Shame over how he’d turned on his own countrymen still plagued him, but this blue wool was the only thing keeping him from freezing at night.

He hadn’t received a blanket when he arrived, since they’d been out of those. The first few nights he’d been too cold to sleep, and on the fifth night three of his toes had started to turn black. So when the guards gathered the river’s-edge prisoners and tossed out the contents of two crates, men who’d tried to maintain a sense of Confederate camaraderie had been reduced to nothing more than a pack of dogs fighting over a bone. The guards seemed to find that a more entertaining method of distributing supplies than handing them out.

George still wasn’t sure how he’d managed such a find, and he couldn’t help but think that the Union coat had mistakenly been put in with the stacks of threadbare blankets and used civilian jackets. For a week he’d expected one of the guards to take it from him, but they never did. Some of the men still sneered at him and called him “Yank” or “Guard,” but George didn’t care. No more of his toes had turned black with frostbite.

“You going to take the bet or not? You done thought on it long enough,” Bill said, slapping George on the back.

George shook his head. “Sorry. I won’t risk this overcoat for an apple.”

“Where’s the thrill of the risk if the stakes aren’t high?” Bill prodded.

They stepped into the rear corner of the prison used as the lumber area and picked up their saws from the pile. The guard motioned them away with the muzzle of his rifle. George had volunteered for sawing detail because the men sawing got an extra chunk of bread if they cut their quota of planks. It was the only way the guards were able to keep the prisoners on coffin duty alive long enough to build the boxes they would eventually find themselves buried in. A man used up too much energy sawing not to need another few bites. And at least the work kept his muscles moving. They didn’t get as cold that way.

They took their place by the stone wall. The sun had risen enough to shine on their little corner and chased some of the bitter chill from the wind. “So,” Bill said as he made his mark on the first plank and started sawing. “I guess twenty today.”

George ignored him and examined the edge of his saw. Would the guard let him sharpen it?

“What’s your guess?”

George sighed. The man wouldn’t leave him alone until he answered. “I don’t know. It’s not right to make guesses on how many men died and are going to need these poorly constructed coffins.”

“Ain’t poorly constructed,” Bill said with a snort. “I know my way around a saw.”

George lowered the tool. Why bother asking if he could sharpen the saw? They would just tell him to get back to work and stop looking for excuses to be idle. He positioned the blade on the edge of the plank and let the teeth sink into the wood. Bill mumbled something and George turned to look at him. “What?”

“Are you going to make your guess or not?”

The familiar scent of sawdust was a pleasant distraction from the stench that always lingered around the prison. “I’m not betting my coat,” he said loudly enough for Bill to hear over the sound of his saw. “And you won’t goad me into it by insulting my pride, my honor, or my manhood, so don’t try.”

Bill grinned, tilting his hat back. “Good for you. Fellow needs to stick to his guns.” He laughed and leaned back over his plank. “Naw, we won’t wager. Just guess.”

Knowing the man wouldn’t let it go until he did, George sighed. “Ten.”

Bill grinned and renewed his sawing. “No wonder you didn’t want to wager your coat. Done made fifteen yesterday, and I know for sure it’s going to be even more poor souls heading out to the holes today.”

George set his jaw. At least he wasn’t digging the holes. Grave duty was worse than saw detail. “I still say ten.”

“Suit yourself.”

Bill might find it foolish, but George had to hope each day could be better than the last. Otherwise, despair would consume him. He clenched his teeth and focused on the glide of the saw into the rough-hewn planks, praying that he wouldn’t soon find himself on the finished end of one of his boxes.


Three
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“There was no time to be lost, and if the South ever hoped to succeed, it was with the belief that we would faithfully carry out the plans she brought withher.”

John H. Surratt

Annoyance buzzed in Matthew’s veins. He sat with Annabelle at a table at the inn and waited for their breakfast. He pulled three Union coins from his pocket. How was he going to keep their room here and take care of the women if he ran out of money? He needed to get George out and return to Westerly, and soon.

He drummed his fingers on the table and absentmindedly watched the inn’s serving girl walk away as he tried to sort out his plans. He’d spent half the night wandering the town trying to figure out every possible way to get past the guards. A few ideas seemed plausible, but he kept getting stuck. Even if he got into the prison, how would he find George and get back out? He couldn’t risk getting caught and finding himself a captive as well. Who would be left to take care of Annabelle?

He glanced over at her and found her staring at him, face flushed. She lifted her chin and turned her gaze away. Matthew frowned.

What? Had he missed something? He glanced at Peggy, who stood behind her mistress with her back against the wall. She gave a small shake of her head and then turned her gaze to the serving girl who scuttled toward their table with plates of food.

She plopped Annabelle’s plate down in front of her without a word, then smiled sweetly at Matthew. “Here you go, love. Got you an extra two eggs, I did.” She winked at him. “Big fellow like you needs a hearty breakfast.”

Matthew nodded in thanks. She lingered a moment, but when he said nothing, she lightly brushed her fingers across his sleeve. “If you need anything more, you just call for Betty. I can give you anything you’re looking for.”

She swished off with an exaggerated sway of her hips. What had she meant by that? The fire in Annabelle’s cheeks told him he wasn’t the only one who’d caught the undercurrent of the server’s words. This was no place for a lady, but what choice did he have?

Annabelle pushed her eggs around on her plate, her shoulders stiff. A different thought occurred to him, and a small smile tugged at the corner of his mouth. He sat back in his chair. Could Annabelle be jealous of the attention the server had shown him? He crossed his arms and waited, but she wouldn’t look at him. “Well?”

She looked up sharply. “Well what?”

Matthew lifted his brows. “Oh, I don’t know,” he drawled. “You look like you have something you want to say. Why don’t you go ahead and let it loose before your ears pop off?”

Annabelle gasped, and Peggy let out a sound that seemed half snort, half contained laugh. Annabelle narrowed her eyes. “I have nothing to say.”

“My mistake then.” He picked up his fork and began shoveling browned potatoes into his mouth. He’d nearly finished off the eggs before she could no longer stand it.

“I don’t see why you encourage such behaviors. It’s hardly proper.”

He tilted his head. “What behaviors?”

She glared at him. “One would think you like such illicit attention, Captain Daniels.”

They were back to Captain Daniels again? Either she was truly angry at him, or her jealousy was worse than he’d thought. He shrugged. “Not many women are as beautiful as you, so they have to try harder. It doesn’t mean anything.”

He wouldn’t have thought it possible, but her face reddened further.

“Yet you still encourage it.” She dabbed her pink lips with her napkin. “Just like with that dressmaker,” she mumbled.

Dressmaker? When had they been to a dressmaker? Matthew thought back until he remembered the curvy brunette who’d let out some seams in the ready-made shirts and trousers O’Malley had purchased for him when they’d first started for Washington. He hadn’t given any attentions to that girl, had he?

Matthew chose to say nothing on the matter. He couldn’t remember enough about his time with the woman to rebuff Annabelle’s accusation, so it was probably safer to keep quiet. But after they’d both nearly finished their meals and she hadn’t said another word to him, Matthew began to think this was less of a flirtatious game and more something that truly bothered her. He cleared his throat. “I didn’t mean to upset you.”

She folded her napkin and placed it on the table beside her plate. The other travelers had already finished, and the dining room was beginning to clear. “Why should I care if you play with the attentions of random women?”

Her jab stung. He studied the determined glint in her eye. “I have no control over how people talk to me. I did nothing to encourage that young woman’s attention, nor do I have any intentions to return it.” He looked at her earnestly until the tension melted from her shoulders.

“I suppose you are right.” She sighed. “You can’t help that they throw themselves at you.”

He pressed his lips into a line to keep the corners from turning up. Throwing themselves at him? How had he ever thought this innocent young woman might be a camp follower? She apparently had no idea what women would do in order to tempt a man. And he loved her all the more for it.

His thoughts came tumbling to a halt. He could no longer deny it. At least, not to himself. He loved her.

Her clear blue eyes filled with a guarded hope and it churned his gut. Surely his brother would understand if—

Matthew lurched to his feet. George! They needed to be thinking about George. How could she have distracted him to the point he’d nearly forgotten why they were here?

Annabelle startled and rose with him. “What’s wrong?”

He tossed the coins on the table. “We should get going. I want to get up on that platform before the crowds start.” Disgust rose like bile in his throat and curled his lip.

Annabelle blinked at him. “Oh, yes, of course.” The hope in her eyes vanished, replaced by the cool formality Matthew had grown to dread.

Drat. Did she think the look of contempt was for her? Annabelle started toward the door. Peggy, ever the mother hen, trailed behind, shaking her scarf-wrapped head at Matthew’s foolishness. Not that he could blame her. Peggy had seen his feelings for Annabelle days ago, and it seemed her patience with him was wearing thin.

Matthew hurried to get in front of Annabelle so he could hold the door open for them, and the three stepped out into a clear morning.

“I was thinking,” Annabelle said, tugging the ribbon on her bonnet tight. “We should go to the prison this morning instead of to the platform.”

“What for?” He held out his arm and, surprisingly, she took it. Together they stepped onto the muddy street.

“That woman on the platform yesterday said that some of the prisoners were being released if they signed loyalty papers.”

A thin hope. George would never betray his country.

“If nothing else, inquiring at the prison office seems better than hoping we see him from the viewing deck.” Her voice tightened. “At least then we’ll know for sure he is here.”

Matthew tried to ignore the doubt threading her words. He couldn’t bear to think George wasn’t just inside those walls. He’d come through too much these last weeks to give up hope now. “I understand your point, but I don’t know if it’ll be a good idea.”

Something caught the corner of his eye and he cut his gaze over the top of Annabelle’s head and to the building on his right. A figure ducked behind the wall before he could get a good look. He tightened his grip on Annabelle and quickened his pace.

“Why not?” she asked, bobbing along to keep up with him.

“You can’t just sashay into a prison and ask if George is there. It’ll raise too many questions.” He guided her around a puddle.

Annabelle bristled. “That’s precisely how I found him in the first place.”

She had him there.

“You know, people often prove helpful if you’ll only ask them.”

He slowed his pace and glanced down at her, lowering his voice as he leaned closer. “If you go in there asking questions about him, it’ll bring him to their attention. Then it might be that much harder for me to break him out.”

She pulled her lower lip through her teeth. “That woman said they were letting men go if they signed the papers. That has to be easier than breaking him out.” She watched him closely, and seeing that he could not deny her logic, she continued. “What could be simpler? I’ll pose as a poor Union girl whose brother defied the family and chose the wrong side of the war. Then I’ll ask if he can be offered the papers and be returned to his family.”

Matthew frowned. She did make a good point. “Perhaps it’s not a bad idea.”

A gloating smile flowered on her lips. “Of course it’s not.”

“But you won’t be the one going in there.” He straightened and quickened his pace again, trying to nod at the loathsome people of Elmira as if they were decent folk. The way most hurried out of his path hinted he might be failing at the attempt at civility.

Annabelle came to a halt, her hand slipping free of his arm. “What? Why not?”

Matthew paused and looked back at her, cocking his head. “Too dangerous.”

She huffed. “As opposed to what? Fleeing Confederate soldiers across the South?” She narrowed her gaze, and he nearly recoiled from the anger erupting on her features. “Or perhaps you think that talking to a man at a desk is more perilous than trying to stop an abduction?”

Matthew snatched her elbow and drew her up close to him. She was getting looks from
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The "JSL Ancient" and "JSL Ancient Italic"  fonts  are  based  upon  two

nearly  identical  typefaces  of  seventeenth-century  English printers.

The first source used was "A compendious view  of  the  late  tumults  &

troubles  in  this  kingdom  by way of annals for seven years", by James

Wright, printed by Edward Jones in 1685; the second was  "Ars  Pictoria,

or  an  Academy  treating of Drawing, Painting, Limning and Etching", by

Alexander Browne, printed by J. Redmayne in 1668.



The two source typefaces are nearly identical, and the most  interesting

features,  such  as  the  descender on the italic capital N, are present

in both.  I used Redmayne's typeface primarily to fill  in  the  missing

letters  from  Jones'.  Both typefaces had several different versions of

certain italic capitals; I chose the more interesting ones.  One feature

of  Redmayne's  italic  typeface  that  was  lacking  in  Jones' was the

peculiar extensions of horizontal strokes, used to reduce the amount  of

whitespace used when justifying shorter lines of text. (I may eventually

produce  a  "JSL  Ancient  Italic  Bold"  which  includes these extended

letters.)



I used Fontographer 3.5.2 to produce  these  fonts.   Because  they  use

ANSI  encoding,  the glyph mapping will be somewhat different under OS/2

and the Macintosh.  For some reason, the TrueType version does not  work

under  OS/2,  so  I have generated both TrueType and Adobe Type I fonts.

Unfortunately, most of the cool ligatures are not used  by  the  default

OS/2  codepage (which all of the applications seem to use, regardless of

the config.sys setting), so they're pretty much inaccessible.



The ISO Latin-1 characters (32-127, 160-255) are all  present;  many  of

the  extended Windows characters (128-159) are present as well, but some

have been replaced in order to provide  certain  ligatures  and  archaic

characters:





Character                     JSL Ancient

  Code      JSL Ancient       Italic            Arial

-----------------------------------------------------------------

   0129                       Alternate 'v'     unused

   0130                       'sl' ligature     bottom single quote

   0131     Long 's'          Long 's'          florin (script f)

   0132                       'll' ligature     bottom double quote

   0134     'st' ligature     'st' ligature     dagger

   0135     'sh' ligature     'sh' ligature     double dagger

   0142     'ff' ligature     'ff' ligature     unused

   0143                       'is' ligature     unused

   0157     'ss' ligature     'ss' ligature     unused

   0158     'ct' ligature     'ct' ligature     unused



(A blank entry in JSL Ancient indicates that the code refers to the same

character as in Arial.)



Under OS/2, the only special character available is the long 's',  which

can be accessed as Alt-159.



Certain Windows 3.1 printer drivers do not output characters  which  are

"unused"  by the base Windows character sets (such as the 'ct' ligature)

unless the "Output TrueType fonts as graphics" box  is  checked  in  the

printer driver.  This problem may or may not occur under Windows 95, but

I can't say for certain.



JSL Ancient and JSL Ancient Italic are copyright (c) 1997 by Jeffrey  S.

Lee.   Permission  is  granted  to freely distribute them, provided that

they are distributed unaltered, both the roman and italic  versions  are

distributed  together, and they are accompanied by this text file.  They

may not be included in any commercial package without  prior  permission

from  the  author.   These  fonts  are "emailware"; if you like them and

decide to use them, please send me email at the address listed below.  I

will  not  charge  you  any  money  or send you annoying email spam; I'm

simply interested in who's using it, and I'd be  happy  to  receive  any

comments you might have about the fonts.
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