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Editors Note:

Many characters in this book have accents and
or different speech patterns. The author has attempted to
illustrate this phonically. These are not spelling errors.

 


 


Note. This novel and the five books that
follow I’ve written through the eyes and POV of one of the main
characters, Foster Bryant.

 


 


Foster Bryant never considered himself a
writer. In fact, he never read much in his young life except books
in school that were part of his schooling. But here he sat with a
pad and pencil in hand to write the most unbelievable story of his
life, and it all started with an antique watch. Because of the
woman Sarah and the watch, his life changed completely. And since
this story would be science fiction to the readers, he gave himself
a penname. Taking a deep breath, he wrote:
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One




I’m going to miss you gramps...

David Kish sigh, rubbed his eyes and recalled
the day’s events, living them as if they had just happened. It had
drizzled that day in Richmond, Virginia, but doesn’t it always rain
at funerals? Old Sam Kish, his legal guardian had died two days
ago. The aroma of fresh dirt still lingered in his nostrils; it was
a bittersweet smell. As well-wishers and family slowly walked away
from the grave site, David lingered there recalling happier moments
with his beloved grandparents. In 1990, when he was barely two, his
mother and father died in a car crash, so he never remembered them.
But he could recall the sadness in his grandfather’s and
grandmother’s eyes the day they picked him up at the Virginia
hospital. He had fallen asleep in the back seat of the vehicle and
came away from the accident unscathed, physically. Emotionally,
they said he didn’t speak for a long time, but now, he has no
recollection of that tragic day.

Although it was spring, the old house felt
especially cold when he entered. A chill wrapped itself around his
shoulders like a second skin. The house was now too big, too empty;
it was like an old coat that had become two sizes too large. He
walked through the hall, still able to smell the old man’s favorite
pipe tobacco as it lingered in the drapes and furniture. In fact,
the briar pipe still lay in the ashtray beside his recliner. David
stood in the den among civil war weapons, medals, and dozens of
books; along with his fondest recollection, his beloved
grandfather’s watch collection which he proudly displayed in a
cabinet. His gramps polished and kept the gold and silver time
pieces repaired as far back as David could recollect. Except for
one; the rare piece that never ran. He was allowed to touch all but
that old silver pocket watch. Slumped into his grandfather’s
recliner and could still hear his gruff voice echoing through his
head.

Remember son, never touch that one. Never… I
mean, never touch that one, David.”

Then he’d light his briar pipe and blow
ribbons of sweet smoke into the air. He had asked many times why
that time piece was forbidden. Gramps only confessed that it was
special, it had belonged to his great, great, grandfather, Brad
Kish. The piece was taken from a soldier in the Civil War and that
Brad’s collection had been handed down from one generation to
another. But that particular one never ran. Finally, he stopped
pestering his gramps when he’d grown and found girls to be of more
interest; the secret was buried along with his grandfather.

At the age of twenty-six David wondered why,
at this time, he should think of the collection. Maybe, because
when loneliness crept into his bones, the thought of that time
piece brought some comfort. He dragged himself over to the cabinet
and eyed the watches. Not a speck of dust on them; just like always
they shined from the last polishing. He’d have to remember to keep
them that way. Always. A deep sigh escaped his tight throat and he
was about to shut the cabinet door when a red box caught his eyes
and made him hesitate.

What harm could it do to take it out and hold
it? It would be like hugging his beloved grandfather once more. He
gave into temptation and carried the forbidden object to the desk
and sat in the overstuffed chair as if he were his gramps settling
into the lumpy seat that had molded to his gramps’ bottom. A big
clock chimed, it was late. Contemplating, he nervously tapped the
box a few times with his fingers before he slowly opened the lid
sending a chill of excitement down his spine. Like opening
Pandora’s Box, he wondered if his curiosity would be rewarded.
Would he set evils free?

David scoffed at his own foolish notion and
mumbled, “This is 2014, the twenty-first century you fool!” With
the weighty silver watch in his hand, he carefully fingered the
casing, rubbing his thumb over the engraved picture of a farmhouse.
A moment later, he snapped it open. On the mother of pearl face,
delicate shiny gold hands sat straight up. “Hmmm? What’s your
mystery?” he asked while rubbing it. Nothing! “A Genie with three
wishes would have been nice.” He laughed at his foolish words,
scratching the dent in his chin. Thinking out loud, he murmured,
“Gramps, I think you were toying with me; having your little fun,
eh?” With a tired shrug, he came to the conclusion that the damn
thing probably never ran. Surely, his grandfather was embarrassed
that he could never fix it like the others. Pulling out the stem,
he would see for himself and spun the hands forwards. Nothing! He
continued. Again nothing, so he tried backwards. Not a tick.

“I thought so!” he snorted, a bit
disappointed at the watch and his grandfather.

He wound the hands back further, still
nothing. No ticking, even after he wound it again. He sighed,
pushed in the stem and placed the watch in his pocket. Then he
rested his head on the desk and fell asleep, only to open his eyes
to pitch blackness thinking that he was hearing things. Tick. Tick.
Tick.

How long had he slept? What time was it?
Damn! It’s dark. Why hadn’t he put on a light? After scolding
himself, David stood and fumbled around. When he stubbed his toe on
the desk leg, he let out another oath. His hand struck out hitting
an object and he yelped recalling that there was nothing there
before! A foreign odor filled his nostrils. He sniffed; it smelled
like some kind of oil. Strange, he reflected. Again, he waved his
hands before him, only air filled his palms. David went searching
for the floor lamp by his recliner only to bump into a chair. His
colorful language continued as he patted around the arm. Where in
damnation is that lamp?! God! What’s going on? Something’s not
right. He shuffled his steps carefully as he went in the direction
of the wall switch. Upon finding the door frame, he frantically
patted the wall. No switch. He muttered another profanity. Had he
gone blind… or crazy? All he could hear was his own fearful
breathing.

This has to be a nightmare. Be calm, he
chided himself, there has to be a reasonable explanation. He pulled
a lighter from his pants pocket. Click!

“Oh...my...God! Where the
hell am I?” He stood in a room that looked unfamiliar. Except for
the desk, nothing was the same. Not a damn thing! Confusion curled
itself around his brain, the hairs on his neck rose and his stomach
tightened. Where in God’s name is he? He walked towards the huge
oak desk, squinting into the faint scene produced by his lighter’s
flame. A quick glance around the desk brought another wave of
terror; his grandfather’s collection was gone. The watches had
disappeared along with everything else in the room. His heartbeat
tripled and he was taking in quick gasps of breath trying not to
have an anxiety attack. David repeated over and over to himself
that it had to be a bad dream; he was overwrought from his loss.
What other explanation could there be?

In his confused state of mind, he hadn’t
heard the door open.

“Hands up and slowly turn around,
mister!”

The gruff command startled David and he
dropped the lighter and it rolled unnoticed under the desk.
Disoriented, he hesitated then turned. An elderly gentleman stood
in the door frame wearing a nightshirt and a nightcap on his head.
He held a lantern in one hand and a musket in the other. Before he
could say anything in his defense, as if he could find his tongue
to speak, a much younger man also appeared.

“Grandpa, what in the..?” The newcomer turned
to see that his grandfather was pointing his gun at him. David
tried to swallow the stubborn lump in his throat but it refused to
budge. How was he going to explain something that he couldn’t
comprehend? The old man waved the weapon impatiently and growled,
“How in tarnation did y’all get into my house? I should shoot you
where you stand!” His tone held no degree of concern and razor
sharp panic raced through David’s body.

“S-Sir… p-please,” he croaked, feeling his
innards grow cold.

“Go see if he has a weapon, Arthur!” the
armed man snapped at the younger one causing David to suck in a
nervous breath. This was insane, he thought.

Arthur nodded and gulped noisily. It wasn’t
until he came forward that David noticed his limp and the cane.
Being eyed curiously, he obliged by putting out his empty hand. “I
have no knives or guns on me,” he croaked. Noting he had no visible
weapons, he stood behind David and said, “He’s unarmed,
gramps.”

“Look,” he rasped. “This is crazy and I don’t
understand myself what’s going on, but I live here and...” He made
the mistake of reaching into his breast pocket. The pain in his
skull was the last thing he remembered before hitting the
floor.

“Why did y’all do that Arthur?!” barked his
grandfather and he walked towards the prone body.

“Sorry, I thought he was reaching for a
hidden pistol or something.” A bit shaken, Arthur sat on a chair
and examined his cane for any damage, knowing he had given the
intruder a good whack on the noggin. His grandfather grumbled and
laid the lantern and riffle on the desk. “See what he was reaching
for in his pocket.”

“Yes, sir.” Arthur slid from the chair onto
his knees to roll the intruder onto his back. Reaching into the
shirt pocket, he frowned and turned the silver time piece over in
his hand. “It’s only a watch, sir.”

“Humph! Give it here.” His hand shot out
impatiently and he studied it and murmured. “Nice piece.” He placed
it in his night-shirt pocket and patted his chest.

“What are we going to do with him?” he
asked.

His grandfather raised his bushy eyebrows in
thought. “Tie him up. We’ll turn him over to Confederate soldiers
tomorrow. He could be a spy.”

Arthur stood and rubbed his sore leg. A Union
soldier’s bayonet slashed his right leg up pretty bad, causing him
constant pain. Although he would never walk normally again, he
considered himself fortunate to be alive. He had lost two brothers
in this awful War Between the States.

“Why do you think he broke in?” he asked, now
sorry that he clobbered the man so hard. Apparently the intruder
was no threat to either of them.

“Hell, if I know,” grumbled his
grandfather.

Arthur scratched his head. “Do you think he
was looking for maps or information?”

“Wouldn’t do him any good, all the secrets
are in here.” He tapped his temple with a finger. “Go, get some
rope. I’ll send a message to Captain Smith in the morning; he and
his men are not far from here. The captain passed through these
parts two days ago and mentioned where he would be setting up
camp.” A moan caught their attention and his grandfather hollowed,
“Go!” he commanded firmly with a wave of his hand.

“Grandpa,” he said as he tied up the
stranger. “He’s not in a uniform. He’s in dress pants and a shirt.
Do you think he’s a spy? Maybe, he only came in our home to rob
us.”

“Horse manure son! His clothes are too fine
for him to be a bum, so he wasn’t looking for food. No, I say he’s
disguised to throw us folks off. He’s a spy all right. Now, tie him
up tight and help me carry him to the cellar.”

Arthur wasn’t very pleased by his actions. He
had seen so many men die, and too many men wounded. He was weary of
it all and if they were mistaken, this poor fellow didn’t deserve
the sentence his grandfather had handed the young man. But he
couldn’t go against the general’s wishes, so he went along with it
grudgingly. He decided that he’d go up north, away from all this
crazy business.

 



 


Two




Dear Lord, my head hurts, was his first
thought…

David tried hard to push his way up through
the agonizing darkness. Concentrating with painful intensity, he
opened his eyes. Damn, it feels as if my brain has grown two sizes
too large for my skull. And something inside my head is pounding to
be freed. It was cold and damp where he sat, with an earthy smell
that reminded him of the fresh dirt at his grandfather’s grave. He
wanted to groan but knew it would only cause more pain. When he
tried to sit upright, something was preventing him from doing so.
Ropes?

Trussed up like a turkey, David wondered what
he had done to be treated this way. With no clue as to where he
was, he was grateful for a lantern that had been left by his side.
With a painful grunt, he wrestled with the bindings but it was
fruitless. Although, it was a struggle, he managed to sit and to
lean his sore head against the cold wall. His legs pulled up, David
rested his bound hands on his knees and wondered. Where am I? Why
was I knocked into oblivion and tied up? Son of a gun! I need an
aspirin. Jeeze, I need the whole freaking bottle! This really
sucks.

Grateful, his hands has been bound in front,
David rubbed his eyes against is shirt sleeve trying to focus in
the dim light. His belly was queasy and prayed he wouldn’t puke on
himself and have to smell it. Only heaven knew how long he’d be
there. Taking a deep breath to calm his nerves, things began to
slowly seep into his brain. The watch?

He didn’t have to look down into his pocket
to know it was gone and he’d bet his last dollar that the old coot
took it. Things began to fall into place as he played the last
hours over again and again in his mind, coming up with the one and
only explanation: His gut told him that the old timepiece was the
key. He shook his head. Ridiculous! Impossible! It made no sense…
yet it did. David resigned himself to the truth of it. Given the
circumstances, how could he deny it? He had gone back in time.

“Gramps,” David spoke as if the old man was
sitting next to him. “Why didn’t you warn me?” He let out a deep
breath. “You did, why didn’t I listen to you? I definitely opened
Pandora’s box.”

He had to get the watch back in order to
return home, that’s if it worked in reverse. He prayed that he
could and that he could get back to his century. As an
afterthought, he wondered what century he was in; it was definitely
not a good era in which to appear. The two strangers believed him
to be a threat to them, but why? It not only boggled his mind, it
hurt to try and figure this out.

He’d had better days.

His eyes scanned the dim room and finally
grasped the fact that he was in his own cellar before cement had
replaced the dirt floor. David closed his eyes again and prayed it
was all a nightmare. When he sensed he was no longer alone, he
blinked seeing a small field mouse sniffing at his feet. Not
wanting to frighten the animal away, he sat still. There was some
comfort with its company, as small as it was. They eyed each other
for a few seconds, and then the mouse scampered to a corner, turned
and scrutinized him but didn’t run away.

“Hey, buddy, are you lonely, eh? No family?”
It wiggled its whiskers. David sighed. “Say pal, do you think maybe
you can gnaw at my ropes?” His answer was more whiskers wiggling.
But it did seem to him that his little pink eyes held sympathy for
the captive before he scooted into a small hole. He had no idea how
long he had sat when the sound of a creak caught his attention.
Moments later a shaft of light appeared overhead only to be blocked
out by a tall figure. He dared not move. Were they coming to kill
him? The wooden stairs complained under the stranger’s weight.
Dread pounded in his ears. Even though he knew it was useless, he
struggled against the ropes causing his writs to burn
painfully.

A stranger stood before him holding a lantern
and wearing a gray uniform with a saber strapped low on the hip.
The huge figure was intimidating and the weapon threatening. He
knew from his grandfather’s history books that this had to be a
high ranking Confederate officer. The soldier’s stone cold stare
warned him that he was in trouble. Deep horse shit! He pushed
himself hard against the wall, wishing he could evaporate into it,
disappear again. Since he could not, he bravely looked up.

“Who are you?” asked the officer, his voice
deep and commanding with much authority.

David believed his tongue had glued itself to
the roof of his mouth. This guy’s not one to be trifled with.
“Answer me!” the uniformed officer said with a prodding kick of his
foot making David curse under his breath, and then answered, “My
name is...” he gulped, “David Ki---”

“Who sent you to spy on General Brad Kish?”
spat the officer.

David blinked but didn’t reply. General Kish,
his great-great grandfather? No way! He contemplated this for a
painful second. Well, why not!? Then he realized that his
great-great- grandfather was named Brad. Damn, being knocked out by
a relative; now that really hurts. Total bummer. He kept the fact
that he was a Kish to himself; no one would believe him anyway. He
received another kick snapping him out of his thoughts.

“Dammit!” David lost his temper. “I’m no
spy,” he snarled. “This is my home, you bastard!” His answer was
met by being unmercifully yanked to his feet by his arms. A pain
shot through his head and spots appeared under his eyelids. If this
wasn’t a nightmare, he’d died and gone straight to hell. On shaky
legs he stared into the face of the meanest looking man he had ever
seen. The officer’s eyes were the color of onyx; pit-like. His nose
had to have been broken a few times and pock marks dented his
leather cheeks. Thick, facial hairs covered his upper lip and chin
but it was his eyes icy and unresponsive that frightened David the
most. If he was in hell, this bastard had to be Satin… himself!

The soldier snickered and it was then he
noticed two more uniformed men behind the ugly one. He slumped only
to be grabbed quickly by the soldiers and pushed upstairs, making
him stumble a few times. Bruised knees only added to his agony. The
sudden brightness of sunlight brought more pain to his head,
causing him to wince. Roughly shoved into a chair, he swore under
his breath. His profanity was becoming a distasteful habit but
these men were barbaric. With his eyes closed, he waited, for what
he didn’t know.

Voices buzzed in his brain but the throbbing
prevented him from understanding or even caring what was being
spoken. He only wanted to go home. He didn’t think it was possible
to be inflicted with more pain, but suddenly his head was pulled
back by his hair and he almost bit his tongue when he screamed in
protest. It did no good.

“What do you want of me?” he rasped. When the
painful grip on his hair was released, he leaned forward resting
his head on the kitchen table. “I’m not a spy,” he mumbled into the
table top.

“You were caught red-handed by General Kish.
What were you looking for?”

Again, his head was pulled back at a painful
angle. His innards blazed with hatred and he swallowed bile. He had
to regain some dignity and not puke. But he had no answer that was
believable so he remained mute. A crack across his face rattled his
teeth and blood spurted from his cut mouth. Licking his lips, he
swallowed the warm liquid but still he didn’t speak. What was the
use? What could he say? “Hey, guys, I only dropped in from the
twenty-first century by way of an antique watch.” Yeah, right! If
only he had listened to his grandfather’s warning.

The ugly officer snarled something, but David
didn’t realized until much later that he had passed out.

 



 


Three




The smell of blood was in the air.

This was what Sarah Flynn experienced every
waking moment. Something she’d never get used to in the little town
of Butterfield Grove, Virginia. Water troughs filled with
discarded, amputated limbs were a sight she had to witness every
day; men suffering with fatal wounds, screaming in excruciating
pain. Fear etched on their faces right before their eyes went
lifeless. The stench of death clung to her blood-soaked garb and to
her skin even after scrubbing her flesh raw every night. Gone were
carefree days when she had run in the meadow through wild flowers,
singing joyfully with her two older brothers and her cousins,
because of this damn Civil War. Now, meadows are trampled, flowers
crushed by bodies scattered like fallen leaves. Agony-filled
screams and explosions replaced songs. Pain and suffering wiped out
all her happy days.

Brother against brother.

Father against son.

Madness!

Sarah never intended to be a nurse but the
war demanded it of her. She had to do her part for her beloved
South. Already, her two brothers had gone off to war; she could do
no less. So, when Doctor Callahan asked her to assist him at the
saloon, now a hospital, she agreed. At first it was just to clean
wounds, bandage and stitch, but as weeks passed, she helped in
performing surgical duties. The first time she removed a ball from
a shoulder, she nearly fainted. As time advanced, she displayed
gifted hands and became a capable nurse.

Only twenty-one, dark smudges replaced the
light, ivory skin under her eyes. Sarah believed she looked years
older. But who didn’t? Only fifty, it had seemed as if the doctor’s
hair had turned completely gray overnight. The weight of all the
suffering lay heavily on his shoulders, preventing him from
standing erect.

“Scalpel,” the tired voice interrupted her
thoughts. Doctor Callahan, known as Bones, was covered with blood;
new and old. His sticky, crusted hands were suspended waiting for
the instrument. “Scalpel,” he repeated with a tired sigh.

“Sorry,” she said faintly and handed over the
tool.

Again, a musket ball was removed from a limb.
Sarah wiped her brow with the back of her hand. As tired as she
was, she dreaded going home. Home was where her mother cried
constantly over the loss of her two sons; her father had drunk
himself to death only a month ago. Every muscle in her body
screamed for attention and she rubbed her lower back. Trying to
lessen the pain was a daily ritual but it did no good; Sarah wore
stress like a second skin. She removed the bloody smock and changed
into her worn-out gingham dress. Though weary, she’d make her
rounds; there were always letters to write or read. She never
refused a simple request from a soldier.

Later, Sarah pushed through the swinging
doors of the Peddler’s Saloon. The silent piano she had passed now
served as a resting place for instruments, bandages, and medical
supplies. Behind the bar, cobwebs decorated half-filled liquor
bottles and dirty glasses. The owner had gone off to war and there
weren’t too many men left in town to drink anyway. He never
married, but had lost three nephews and a brother-in-law in this
awful war. His sister was so distraught that she hanged herself in
the barn. So much blood shed, so much suffering, she thought.

Outside, the doctor was puffing on his
corncob pipe and sweet smoke filled the cool air. She inhaled
deeply. The stench of blood lingered in her nostrils and the smoke
was a refreshing aroma. “Sometimes,” she commented in an
expressionless voice, “I feel like sleeping on a cot, instead of
dragging myself home. It never feels as if I leave this place.” She
removed her glasses and placed them in her dress pocket. People had
told her she was pretty but she was not vain and didn’t mind
wearing spectacles. If her only imperfection was poor eyesight, she
had no complaints.

“Sarah, you have that faraway look in your
walnut eyes I have seen it so many times. I understand your deep
frustration; the war had taken its toll on all of us. If I hadn’t
given an oath to save lives, I would have gone far away from here,
though my conscience would have followed me to the ends of the
earth. So I stayed, living each day like the last, finding no
comfort in sleep. Nightmares, day and night seemed to blur into
each other. God, help us all!” The sad shake of his head betrayed
his own frustrations. Bones grunted, tapped his pipe against the
hitching post and spat onto the ground. “This awful war has left
scars everywhere, I reckon.” He rubbed his bloodshot eyes. “I guess
I’ll turn in myself. I’m lucky to get any sleep at all.” He patted
Sarah’s arm, then staggered back into the saloon.

She nodded distractedly, walk to her wagon
and climbed in gathering the reins. She heaved a long sigh when she
looked at the diamond ring on her finger. It was the only sparkle
in her life. She and her child-hood sweetheart, Foster Bryant had
finally become engaged. As classmates, they met on their first day
of school, liking one another was easy. All the teasing of Foster’s
friends hadn’t discouraged him from carrying her books and walking
her home. When she got the chicken pox, so did Foster claiming she
shouldn’t suffer alone. They were inseparable and on her tenth
birthday, he stole his first kiss, smack on her lips.

Sarah recalled how a simple peck had kept her
a wake most of the night, causing her to nearly fall asleep at her
desk the next day in school. After that, they stole chaste kisses
every chance they got and on her eighteenth birthday, Foster gave
her the ring. The wedding was soon to follow, but when the war
broke out, all plans evaporated along with her happiness.

“C’mon,” she clicked her tongue and snapped
the reins, feeling her lids drooping. The buckboard jerked forward
and she winced. Old Gus knew the way home, so she allowed herself
to nod off. An occasional, distant explosion was her only company.
Once home she dragged herself up the wooden steps hearing them
creak, or was it her bones? Her mother, Rebecca sat in the corner
by the oil lamp reading her Bible, her face wet with tears. Sarah
came in and kissed her brow.

“Mama, go to bed, it’s late.” Sarah’s heart
was laden with pity. She helped her mother undress, and then tucked
her in for the night. She did the same and fell into an exhausted
sleep and awoke to the crowing of that annoying rooster. She
threatened it with an unladylike oath, “One day I’ll skin you
alive.” Rubbing the sleep from her eyes, she groaned and yawned
then sat and stretched, rotating her shoulders to lessen the
tension. It only worked its way up her neck and by nightfall it
would be back tenfold. She looked again at the ring and twisted it
round her finger. Foster was her only sanity. After she saw to her
morning toiletries, Sarah dressed. The aroma of strong coffee
wafted from the kitchen where she knew her breakfast would be
waiting.

“Morning mama,” she greeted her mother with a
yawn and attempted a smile, kissing her hollow cheek. Sarah’s heart
ached for her mother; she had lost so much and was still young.
Once proud and beautiful, now, at forty-eight, she was a mere shell
of herself. Brown hair that had shone with luster was gray and
dull. Worry lines replaced her smooth, rosy complexion and soft
blue-eyes no longer sparkled with life.

“Mama,” Sarah said patiently, “please, you
must eat something, and then go back to bed. Mrs. Perkins will be
over later to sit with you a spell.” Her frail mother nodded and
sat down, but as usual drank only coffee. Sarah let out a
frustrated breath. How long could her mother go on without proper
nourishment? She felt guilty leaving her every day but staying home
was fruitless. Thank goodness for her neighbor, Mrs. Perkins who
was also a widow and could talk to her mother about their common
losses.

Sarah ate in silence and then insisted that
she’d clean up; her mother left to read her Bible. She was
scrubbing the dishes when a knock on the back door startled her.
“Hello!” Sarah recognized Foster’s gentle voice and wondered what
he was doing here so early. He didn’t have to be at the bank for a
while and she directed a suspicious look at him not liking the
sinking feeling in her stomach.

Wiping her hands on a rag, she hid her
anxiety and smiled in his favor. He was so handsome dressed in his
gray suit, looking every bit a business man. He had the bluest eyes
that reminded her of robin’s eggs; his blond hair was slicked back
and his mustache waxed. His smile was belied by the tense look on
his features. Nervously, he twisted his hat in his hands. This act
only reinforced her fears; something was wrong. Sarah was afraid to
ask, but did so.

“What brings you here so early, darling?” She
heard the desperation in her own voice. Foster placed a chaste kiss
on her brow causing a warning bell to go off in her head. It was
ignored and he looked at her intently, and said, “Sarah, my sweet,
we need to talk.” He cleared his throat and stretched his shirt
collar. Ding dong! His tone was too serious. She began to shake,
believing fear was the root of her trembling.

He took her hand. “Sweetheart, err...”
Sarah’s knees knocked; she needed to sit but stood petrified.
“Would you be very upset if I’ve joined the Confederate army?”

No! Oh... God... No! She thought that was a
stupid question as soon as the words left his mouth. Sarah made no
response but she gave him a mutinous expression. She was his
fiancée, of course she’d mind. She could do little more than gape
for many heart wrenching moments before she was capable to clamp
her jaw tight. Now, she merely stared in disbelief.

“Sarah? Sorry love.”

He rubbed her knuckles softly as if he could
apologize by his tender touch. It would take more than that she
thought and fear hit her like a power blow to her stomach. She fell
limp into his arms. Foster escorted her to a chair and rasped,
“Honey, you are white, please do not faint.” Quickly, he pumped
water into a glass and handed it to her. She shook her head and
pushed his offering aside. Her voice barely a whisper, she said,
“Not you too? Why?” Her moist eyes pleaded for a good reason.

“I’m sorry,” remorse tinged his words, “but I
feel it is my duty to---”

“To what!?” she shrieked, “Get killed!” She
shook her head violently. That wasn’t a good enough reason, not for
Sarah. “No! It’s a stupid war. I won’t have it! How can you do this
to me? Us? I l-lost two b-brothers,” she sputtered. She flung her
glasses onto the table and sobbed into her hands begging him not to
leave. The food in her stomach turned to lead and she believed it
would not remain there.

Foster dropped down before Sarah and facing
her, covered her hands with his own. He gazed at her finger for a
second and she knew that the small diamond ring reminded him of the
day he proposed. They had been in love since childhood. Now it
seemed to mock their love; this was a terrible thing to do to
her.

“Sarah, please, I feel like a coward for not
going sooner. My brother, George returned without a leg but he can
replace me at the bank; it is all arranged. Sweetheart, please
don’t cry. You have to understand, I must do this. It’s a matter of
honor.”

“Honor? You men and your self-righteous
pride,” she spat. Where did it get my brothers? Bah! Men and their
stupid wars,” she cried bitterly. Withdrawing her hand quickly from
his grip, she turned away. “I prayed so hard, hoping beyond hope
that this day would never come. I can’t lose another.”

Foster sighed. “Sarah, don’t make this any
harder for me. I promise you, I’ll return and we’ll be married.” He
gathered her in his embrace, his arm firmly around her waist,
renewed his vow by placing a kiss on her wet face. He said that he
hated doing this to her, she had suffered so much, but it couldn’t
be helped.

“How will it look to my friends and
neighbors? I’m young and capable. Besides, the pain my own brother
suffered has plagued my conscience making me feel like a
coward.”

“So what, at least you’ll be alive,” she
snapped back. “You think because I’m a female, I have no knowledge
of what men felt?”

“Yes, I have my pride, and you have to
understand my position. Besides, I had heard it all from my
father.”

Many numb minutes later she asked, between
hiccups, “W-when do y-you leave?”

He hesitated, and then replied, “This
afternoon.”

“What?!” She shook with desperate rage. “So
soon?! Oh, God,” she cried anew and leaned against him. They clung
for a long time, then she declared the impossible, “I’m going with
you.”

Now it was Foster who stood shocked and she
noticed the pulse in his jaw twitched but he managed to croak,
“What?! You cannot be serious? Not on your life!” He no longer
controlled his anger and snapped, “I forbid it!” He folded his arms
and set his features in anger to show that he meant it.

Sarah stood, stretching as tall as her five
foot, three inch frame would allow. She gathered her wits and
voiced her thoughts. “Women follow their men, it’s done a lot.
Wives and sweethearts camp near the battle grounds,” she sniffled.
“I can be some help. I can attend to the injured.”

Foster’s mouth set in a stubborn line. “I’ll
not permit it! No!” He shook his head. “Sarah, if you are near,
I’ll not be able to focus on my own safety. My thoughts will be
constantly on you. I forbid it!” he ordered again, more firmly.

She took an abrupt step backward, her jaw
tightening. She wasn’t going to waste precious time arguing. He was
right. She didn’t want to be the cause of him getting injured or
killed. She would think of something. Now, she needed to hold him
for as long as she could.

That afternoon, tearfully but with pride,
Sarah watched Foster mount a horse. Because horses and mules were
confiscated by the army, and were in short demand, most soldiers
walked.

Since Foster’s father had a friend that was a
high ranking officer in the army, he was allowed to keep one of his
father’s horses. She shaded her eyes as he rode out of her life.
She had to admit he looked handsome in the double-breasted, gray
coat that hugged his broad shoulders. Two rows of brass buttons,
winked constantly by the reflection of the sun. The coat tapered
down to a yellow sash, tied jauntily around his narrow hips. A
saber, sheathed in a scabbard, hung at his left side and he held an
Enfield .557 Caliber rifle in his left hand. Black knee-high boots
covered most of his trousers and a gray slouch hat covered his
blonde head. With a heavy heart, Sarah waved good-bye then went
into the make-shift hospital. But the image of his clean uniform
covered with blood was the picture that stayed with her all day and
haunted her dreams.

 



 


Four


Something’s wrong, I do not smell coffee…

This realization struck Sarah the moment she
opened her eyes. Not wanting to put on her bathrobe or slippers,
she ran into her mother’s room. One look at her and Sarah knew her
mother had died in her sleep. She cried for a long time before
heading into town to make funeral arrangements. She needn’t worry
about coffins; many boxes were built in advance to accommodate the
dead soldiers. The doctor sent a few able men to get Rebecca
Flannery, and her mother was buried that afternoon along with some
army men. A handful of women attended and gave their condolences.
She thanked them, feeling bittersweet about her mother’s passing.
She was no longer in pain and was now with her husband and sons.
Sarah was completely alone. No one could stop her from carrying out
her plans.

She had only herself to answer to now.

“Are you going to stand there all day?” she
scolded her own reflection. It’s been two days since mother’s
death. You’ve had plenty of time to reconsider. Do it or forget it!
She had been battling her conscience for some time. Finally, she
held her breath, cursed for the second time in her life and did it!
She sniped! Sniped, sniped, until clumps of strawberry blonde hair
fell to the floor. Luckily, her hair had a natural curl and the
mane capped her head like a halo. She studied
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