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      After the Civil War, Lily’s life as a southern belle ends forever forcing her into heading west.

      

      A prairie fire rages toward their covered wagon. Caught between saving herself and leaving behind her mother’s cherished locket, Lily makes an impossible choice.

      

      This split-second choice changes her life in more ways than she could ever imagine.

      

      Second in a new series. If you like Kathryn Kaleigh’s Civil War series, follow her into the untamed west.
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        Somewhere on the plains

        1866

      

      

      Lily scrambled in the back of the covered wagon she shared with her best friend and cousin, Charlotte. She knelt on the mattress they’d crammed into the bottom of the wagon.

      Their heavy trunk lay open, pictures, papers, and notions everywhere.

      Heavy smoke was drifting in from outside, making it difficult to see, much less to breathe.

      With one sleeve over her nose, she dug in the trunk with her other hand. She’d found her Papa’s picture, but not her mother’s locket.

      The smoke was heavy now and her eyes were stinging.

      “Lily!” Charlotte called from outside.

      “I’m coming.” Lily leaned back, sticking her head out the back of the wagon.

      Charlotte was sitting there on her horse, holding tight to the reins. But the horse was prancing nervously. Everyone was riding off, abandoning their wagons.

      She had one more place to look. She turned back to the trunk and pulled out Charlotte’s Bible.

      “Lily, I can’t wait for you. The fire is almost here. Please.”

      Then she heard another horse approaching. A man’s voice. Hoof beats. Then it was quiet.

      There. Her mother’s locket was tucked in Charlotte’s Bible. The little chain lay nestled in the pages, leaving the little silver locket in the shape of a heart hanging out the top. In the frenzy, she’d forgotten they’d put it there.

      Grabbing the locket, she tucked it in her skirt and backed out of the wagon.

      She landed hard on the ground and turned, one hand still on the rough wood of the wagon.

      Charlotte wasn’t there. No one was there.

      The smoke was too thick to see much further than a few feet in front of her. She called out to Charlotte.

      Turning around, she looked across the prairie and saw the row of flames eating everything in its path, coming straight for the wagons.

      Stepping away from the wagon, she ran forward toward the Miller’s wagon. She looked into their wagon, but they weren’t there.

      She ran forward again, calling out for anyone. But no one answered.

      There was no one here. The oxen kept blindly moving forward at a snail’s pace.

      Grabbing hold of the nearest oxen, she pulled on his harness, but he continued his slow, plodding pace.

      She looked about frantically for a horse. But all the horses had fled. Horses were so much smarter than oxen.

      And so much smarter than she was.

      Why hadn’t she listened to Charlotte?

      Charlotte was always right. She was the smart one.

      Lily could dance like an angel and play the piano. She knew all the latest fashions. And kept herself always looking presentable.

      Even out here in this God-forsaken country, she’d done her best to keep up her standards. It was trying, to say the least. And if they ever got to wherever it was they were going, the first thing she was going to do was to take a hot bath and put on a clean dress.

      But now, she had to get away from this fire.

      Gathering up her skirts in her arms, she set off running away from the fire. Surely fire didn’t travel that fast.

      She didn’t dare think about what was going to happen to the oxen and other livestock. Surely they would start running away any time. She thought about getting back into her wagon, but decided it wasn’t worth the risk.

      At least for the moment, she was moving faster on foot.

      After a few feet of running, she bent over, trying to catch her breath, letting her skirts fall to her ankles. She should have followed Charlotte’s lead and spent more time walking.

      Again, Charlotte had been smart.

      Lily looked over her shoulder at the fire. It still hadn’t caught up with the wagons. She inhaled deeply, trying to take a deep breath of air in spite of the smoke.

      She thought she saw someone moving around the wagons, but decided it was a trick of the haze.

      Lily turned and stood up to her full five feet three inches. Everyone had fled. Everyone but her.

      Charlotte may be smarter than she was, but Lily had determination.

      She tightened the ribbon tied beneath her chin that held her bonnet on her head. The bonnet was in a pale blue cotton that matched her dress. She’d made them both herself. The dress and bonnet were probably the least fashionable clothing she’d ever owned. The lace she’d added around the rim of the bonnet was the best she could do under the circumstances.

      Right now, though, none of that mattered. She gathered her skirts back up and instead of trying to run, began walking as quickly as she could while dodging rocks and clumps of rushes.

      The true level of danger struck her when she heard the squeal of an ox.
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      Lily’s dress was soaked with perspiration. Her bonnet hung halfway down her back, her long blond hair flying in disarray. She swept the hair from her eyes and stumbled.

      The smoke followed her. No matter how fast she walked, she couldn’t seem to outrun it. The fire had caught up with the wagon train. With the oxen, chicken, and pigs that had been left behind.

      The sounds of the animals caught in the fire would forever haunt her, of that she was certain.

      She couldn’t go any further. She’d been walking for at least two hours if she read the sun correctly.

      She dropped to her knees. She was too exhausted to care anymore.

      If it was meant to be, she’d perish in this fire.

      So many hadn’t survived this trip west. Charlotte and so many others had romanticized this land. “Come west,” they’d said. “It’s the land of opportunity.”

      And though they’d set off with enthusiasm and optimism, either they or someone they knew had been left buried along the Oregon Trail.

      Lily was the only person she knew who had embarked on this journey with sheer reluctance. But then, she’d had very little choice. The only skills she had involved running a plantation.

      Sure, she could sew well enough to make a dress now and then. But she was better at picking out fashion than she was sewing seams together.

      After her father had been killed at a skirmish in Mansfield and her mother had died in a cave in Vicksburg, the carpetbaggers had taken her home from her. Taxes, they’d claimed.

      And then after she’d gone to live with Charlotte, she’d lost her family and home as well.

      So there they were, two cousins and childhood best friends left with nothing but each other.

      For seven months, they’d lived off the money they had hidden back. Since Confederate money had no value, they weren’t left with much.

      That was before Lily was accosted in the street just outside their boarding house. She hadn’t been hurt, but she’d been shaken up pretty bad.

      Charlotte, an avid reader, had come across an advertisement for a mail order bride. After Lily was attacked, Charlotte had begun corresponding with someone. Lily hadn’t even bothered to ask who it was.

      Nonetheless, she’d been assigned to marry someone named Thomas. Assigned.

      How did she end up being assigned a husband?

      What state had the world come to when women had to find a husband by mail?

      And a husband who was looking for a maid on top of all that?

      Looking for women of good character to marry good men looking for companionship. Must be able to sew on buttons, churn butter and make cheese, and be of child bearing age.

      She and Charlotte had laughed over the advertisement. But in truth, Lily had been appalled.

      It was only after she was accosted that

      
    

  

OEBPS/images/vellum-created.png





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


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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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


OEBPS/images/kst-publishing-logo-black.jpg
5@

KST Publishing





OEBPS/images/the-locket.jpg
KATHRYN K} 1

CHURNING BUTTER AND COMPANIONSHIP
A SHORT STORY






