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Prologue
 
Hickerau, Santee River, South Carolina-1716
 
Just after midday, over a thousand members of the Etiwaw and Cusabo tribes begin their respective attacks from the north and south. Their combined tribes are extremely skilled in combat and outnumber the nearly three hundred Santee warriors immensely.
 
The Santee have disrespected both tribes by deciding not to join bands and participate in ceremonies. The Santee chief refused to offer his daughters to marry into the other tribes. He feels that the blood of his Siouan language people is sacred and should be protected. They have called the fertile soil of this land home for over a hundred years and they have known peace for the majority of that time.
 
Chief Red Hawk has no premonition of the atrocities that would soon manifest from his decision.
 
The horse warriors attack first as they ride in on their resolute steeds. These men are war hardened and fierce. They have hatchets and knives affixed to their bodies and ride feverishly while grasping eight foot long, wood carved spears. The first group of surprised and horrified villagers are slaughtered gruesomely. Even the fleeing women and children are trampled and mutilated. No one is spared. By the time the Santee warriors assemble, the remaining invaders are already inside the perimeter. 
 
Dozens of melees commence on the hallowed ground. 
 
Two Etiwaw warriors savagely molest a young girl before being tackled by a defending Santee native called Blood Moon, who impales one in the back of the head with a spear and slits the other from crotch to sternum with his knife. He then turns to engage another. After pulling his hatchet, he swings for the man's head. His attack is successfully blocked by the dismounted horseman's spear. Blood Moon dodges a spear thrust, spins around and buries his death instrument in the marauders back, dropping him. He puts his hand in his enemy’s wound and paints his own forehead with fresh warm blood before moving on. 
 
A Cusabo marauder shoots Blood Moon with an arrow in the thigh as he approaches on his horse. Blood Moon shows no pain while breaking off the arrow and shoves the sharp stick in the approaching horse's chest causing the massive beast to stumble and collapse. The fiend is trapped beneath the dying animal. The sweat soaked Santee warrior puts his knife blade to his attacker’s neck and slowly and purposefully pushes it in, severing the jugular. He then gets shot with two more arrows in his back from another foe, also approaching on horseback. Blood Moon lets out a blood curdling war cry as he takes a nearby spear and throws it at the mounted native, hitting him squarely in the chest. The man falls from the horse and Blood Moon mounts the newly acquired steed. He rides swiftly toward his chief who is about to be scalped by the enemy. 
 
Arriving a moment too late, he jumps on top of a Cusabo fighter, who reacts with cat-like reflexes. Blood Moon gets savagely stabbed in the throat by the same knife that just killed his chief. Bloody and defeated, Blood Moon rises to his feet, but is too weary to attack. The young warrior thrusts his knife deep into Blood Moon’s stomach repeatedly until he falls. 
 
Blood Moon’s brother River Horse witnesses his death and charges vehemently toward the assassin. He receives a deep chest wound while violently disemboweling his brother’s killer. He cries for his brother for a few seconds before running off to the next battle. River Horse fights off numerous natives before eventually succumbing to his chest wound.
 
The rich fertile soil is quickly absorbing the dark red blood from the hundreds of dead bodies that continue to pile up.
 
The Cusabo chief watches the battle from afar. Atop his white horse he sobs. He plays witness to many of his men being killed. The Santee are a proud and spirited nation. They are not vanquished quite as easily as he had hoped. 
 
The battle lasted only about twenty minutes but the carnage and death toll was devastating to all tribes involved. 
 
The dead Santee were burned in piles showing purposeful contempt and disrespect. 
 
A small band of Santee are able to flee unnoticed. They would later make encampments in the hills. Never staying anywhere too long, they adopt a nomadic lifestyle to survive. These Santee eventually integrated into the Sioux nation.
 
	When the attacking tribes retreated back to their homes they left nothing but torched huts and bloody burnt corpses behind. 
 
For more than 100 years, settlers respected the tragedy and avoided the parcel of land completely. The land was left vacant until the early 19th century due to its horrid provenance. 
 
Eventually homesteaders that weren’t privy to the history of the cursed acreage would try and make a go of it. One by one, they would all move on after a relatively short amount of time. Some experienced a loss of a loved one. Some had unexplainable fires. More than one suffered from insanity due to supernatural experiences. No one lasted long.
 
The longest resident was Joseph Wyatt. He and his brother visualized two cabins on the property. One for each of their families. Carl was a gifted carpenter and constructed both of the residences. Joseph’s expertise was farming. He learned the trade from his grandfather, George.
Joseph and Carl lost their parents to smallpox when they were young. George raised them on a forty acre farm in Virginia with his sister, Ruth. 
 
It was there that Joseph’s passion for farming flourished. He learned all he could about soil, weather, pests, fertilizer and every type of crop George ever grew. From cotton to tobacco and corn to wheat, he soaked up the knowledge like a sponge. He took pride in his work and dreamt of owning his own farm someday.
 
Carl always preferred working with wood. He built George’s kitchen table and chairs when he was only fifteen. He also built an armoire for Ruth that she adored. With his grandfather’s help, he erected an enormous barn behind the main house. 
 
The brothers sport a near identical look even though they're not twins. Both are blonde with freckles. Both are six foot tall. Ruth had a tough time telling them apart most days.
 
As soon as the boys were old enough they homesteaded and started their own lives. They married a set of sisters in the same small town and Carl had twin sons with his wife, Helen. Their sons were named Jacob and Jeremiah. Joseph and his wife Hannah had a daughter named Amelia. 
 
When Amelia was two, she was bitten by a southern copperhead that made its way into the house. Joseph heard her scream after she was bitten and he quickly ran into the house and cornered the snake. After beheading it with a shovel, he rushed to his daughter’s aid. Joseph couldn’t do anything to save his daughter. She died within an hour. The entire family was devastated. A distraught Joseph turned to the bottle while Hannah suffered in silence. Carl tried to comfort his brother but didn’t know how. He kept Helen and the twins away for a while.
 
A few months afterward, Carl started having night terrors and walking in his sleep. Hannah and Helen were very close and never lost their faith in God. They prayed every day and understood that to live was to suffer. Unfortunately they had no idea how right they were.
 
Carl’s nightmares culminated in a gruesome scene one rainy winter night. He rose from his chair where he fell asleep and roamed the house in a ghostly possession. He grabbed his gun and walked into the room where his family was sleeping. Raising his weapon, he shot and killed his wife and kids without hesitation. 
 
When Joseph heard the three shots he ran to Carl’s house and made his way to Carl. Joseph stopped and stood in awe. His brother was standing over the bloody bodies humming to himself. Joseph approached a transfixed Carl and wrestled the gun away, knocking Carl to the floor. Carl jumped to his feet and lunged at his brother. Joseph, acting quickly, shot him in the leg. Carl finally awoke from his mental takeover, crying in agony. The bullet had just grazed his inner thigh but it was extremely painful. After Joseph explained what he did, Carl quickly collapsed and sobbed uncontrollably. At sunrise the next day, Carl shot himself in the head. Joseph was never sober again.
 
When Joseph and Hannah dug graves for the four bodies, they kept finding bones from previous families. They gathered the bones and reburied them in an unmarked grave. They tried to continue their farm life and deal with the tragedies the best they knew how. Carl’s empty house was a constant reminder of the horrible past. Joseph slowly lost his mind over the next several months. On Amelia’s birthday, Joseph tied up Hannah and threw her in Carl’s house. She prayed silently as he set it on fire. Joseph could not witness his wife die. Instead, he walked calmly to the river and drowned himself, ending his agony.
 
 
Chapter One
 
Inception
 
 
 
 
Santee River, Lowcountry, South Carolina-1861
 
Palmetto Lane is flanked on both sides by seemingly endless rows of beautiful flowering dogwoods. The cloud white petals that bloom in spring would eventually flutter to the ground, covering the Carolina soil in a smooth blanket of softness. 
 
Near the end of the lane, a magnificent white structure stands tall. A Greek Revival style manor that boasts huge imposing columns that accentuate and support an oversized veranda. It also features an enormous wrap around porch and is one of the largest plantation homes ever built. There are nine bedrooms and four bathrooms. 
 
The adjacent five hundred and fifty acres play host to cash crops of sugar cane and cotton. There are many out buildings that include butler and maid quarters, stables, farm hand quarters and a feed and seed storage facility. There is also a huge white barn that houses all of the farm equipment.
 
The man that recently bought the land and commissioned the house to be built is Lasalle Hamilton. He was born and raised in Virginia. Lasalle has a younger brother named Louie who couldn’t be more opposite from him. Louie is pudgy with red hair and freckles while Lasalle is tall and thin with a fair complexion and dark hair. They never got along with each other. Louie noticed at a young age that their parents seemed to dote on Lasalle. It bothered him so much that he ended up moving to his aunt and uncle’s house when he was twelve. Their father, William,  is a physician and well respected member of his community. Their mother, Henrietta, died shortly after Lasalle turned seven from complications of Typhoid. 
 
As soon as Lasalle became of age, William sent him to The Citadel where Lasalle had the distinction of being valedictorian of the very first graduating class. 
 
He and his family have just moved from Richmond and are currently settling into their spacious new home. Lasalle’s wife Clara loved living in Richmond but supported her husband in the move. She is a short, stocky, dark haired woman and has given birth to one son and three daughters during the course of their twenty year marriage. 
 
Their eighteen year old son, Edgar, will soon be attending The Citadel and hopes to make his father and grandfather proud. Edgar is the spitting image of his father except for his bright reddish orange hair. He works very well with his hands and is very excited to get the chance to follow in his father’s footsteps.
 
Lassalle supervises a group of four men who are hanging art and tapestries. He then heads outside to bring Clara in for her opinion.
 
Clara is standing on the porch getting familiar with the wait staff. The maid, Frida, is a short and rotund black woman in her mid twenties. Franklin, the butler, is a tall thin black man of the same relative age.
 
Lassalle walks up to his wife as she excuses the help.
 
“How are you doing dear?” asks Lasalle.
 
“I am well. I’m just going to miss our son. I hope he will do alright.”
 
“I can assure you he’ll be fine. He is not leaving for another two months. Let us just enjoy the time we have left with him. He will miss your cooking though.”
 
“Of course he will.”
 
“Don’t fret darling, he will graduate before we know it.”
 
“I know, I know. And it is only a two hour carriage ride from here.”
 
She looks around and takes in the solitude.  
 
“It is so isolated here isn’t it?”
 
“Yes, it’s wonderful! I love this place. Where are the girls?”
 
“Ahh. They’re probably still fighting over who gets which bedroom.”
 
“Great. Maybe I’ll just have to go up there and assign rooms.”
 
“No sweetheart, let them work it out.”
 
Lasalle forgets about the wall decor and walks upstairs to check on his daughters. Elizabeth, sixteen, is the oldest girl and he finds her quietly brushing her long brown hair in front of a wardrobe mirror. She can be found doing this on most days at some point.
 
“Everything okay sweetheart?”
 
“Yes father.”
 
“Do you like your room?”
 
“Well it is the biggest one, besides yours I mean. So I like that.”
 
“I’m glad you like it. You are lucky Edgar did not choose this room.”
 
“Well, he will be gone soon so he told me I could have it. He took the small room by the stairs.”
 
“Please put my mirror back in my room where it belongs when you are done.”
 
She nods in agreement.
 
He continues down the hallway and finds his two youngest daughters setting up a bedroom.
 
“What are you girls up to?”
 
“Oh hello father. Nothing much, we were just fixing up our rooms,” answers Anne, his youngest daughter. 
 
Anne is twelve years of age and likes painting and playing her violin. She is very artistic and creative and Lasalle and Clara strive to cultivate her talents. She recently had her hair cut very short because she didn’t want to be confused with either of her sisters. Even though Anne is very cultured, she always feels more comfortable running around like a tomboy. She loves to climb trees and play sports. Edgar and Anne have a special bond as they are always doing something together. 
 
“So who’s room is this?”
 
“It’s mine father,” answers Victoria. “Anne is helping me get my room ready and then I’m going to help her.”
 
“Well, that’s nice. I’m glad to see you two getting along for once.”
 
Victoria just turned fourteen and she has always been very quiet and keeps to herself. She likes to read and has a very impressive book collection. She has very long blond hair and resembles her sister Elizabeth. 
 
Lasalle heads back downstairs and walks out to the front yard. Clara is standing there looking at the front of the house.
 
“What are you looking at dear?” he asks.
 
“This house is beautiful Lasalle. Thank you. I feel like Harriet Lane.”
 
“Really? Well that’s great to hear. I know it’s not the White House but I just want you and the kids to be happy. You deserve it.”
 
They head inside.
 
“After you first lady,” he says jokingly.
 
She walks in front of him with a smirk.
 
Over the next few days the plantation workers prepare the soil for the first crop season. Lasalle feels very proud to see his plantation dreams coming to fruition. As he sits on the front porch with Clara, they notice a horse and buggy coming up the dirt road to the house. He walks to the road to greet his unannounced guest.
 
“Hello, may I help you?”
 
“Hello, I’m your neighbor,” says a middle aged man dressed all in white with a large brimmed hat. His seventeen year old daughter is sitting next to him. She is a stunning young blond girl wearing a blue lace trimmed dress.
 
“Oh. That’s great. You are the first people we have met since we arrived here. I am Lasalle and this is my wife Clara.”
 
“Yes..well..we’re all pretty spread apart. I have a place just north of here. Oh, excuse my manners. This is my daughter Laura and I’m Reginald, Reginald Johnson. Pleased to meet you.”
 
Clara walks up.
 
“Pleased to meet you folks as well. Would you like to come inside for some lemonade?”
 
“Sure, if it’s no trouble.”
 
“No trouble at all, come on in.”
 
Reginald and Laura go inside and receive a tour of the beautiful home while enjoying a cold refreshing drink. Edgar walks in to meet the neighbors.
 
“Look at this young man here, is this your son?” asks Reginald.
 
“Yes. That’s Edgar,” says Clara.
 
“He’s leaving us for The Citadel soon,” adds Lasalle while proudly putting his arm around his boy.
 
“Oh! You must be so proud.”
 
“We are,” confirms Lasalle.
 
 “However, with all the civil tension these days he may be called into action soon,” says Reginald.
 
“I’m sure he will do whatever needs to be done,” says Lasalle.
 
Edgar and Laura shake hands and lock eyes for a moment.
 
Just then, old man Willoughby, who was hired by Lasalle to oversee the grounds and keep the staff in line, walks in to find Lasalle.
 
“Excuse me. I have a matter that needs your attention sir.”
 
“Please excuse my rudeness everyone. I must see to an urgent matter.”
 
Lasalle walks off to tend to his business. 
 
“Thank you for your hospitality ma’am. We should be heading back now. If you need anything at all we are just a stretch down the road. Please don’t hesitate to ask.”
 
“Why that’s very big of you Reginald. Thank you kindly.”
 
Reginald and Laura climb back into their buggy and ride away.
 
Frida and Franklin start working on supper. Edgar hopes to see Laura again soon as he is smitten.
 
A week later, Edgar approaches his father in the stables.
 
“Hello father.”
 
“Son.”
 
“Have you hired anyone new lately?”
 
“No. Why?”
 
“I keep seeing a man with long dark hair and dark skin wandering the grounds. I cannot be sure but it seems like he is holding an axe or hatchet.”
 
“Yes. I have seen him as well son. I went to confront him yesterday and he disappeared into the woods.”
 
“Oh.”
 
“If you see him again do not approach him. Come and get me.”
 
“Okay. Has anyone else seen him?”
 
“Actually, yes. Many of the staff have asked me about him. I told them exactly what I am telling you. I do not know who this person is but he needs to stay off our land. He is not welcome here.”
 
“I understand.”
 
“By the way, I ran into Mr. Johnson. He has two plow horses for sale. I just don’t have the time to go and...”
 
“Really? I’ll help!”
 
“I knew you would not pass up a chance to see that pretty girl again.”
 
Edgar laughs.
 
“I told him you would be there tomorrow
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