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About the Author

And so the second book of short stories in this Blue Dog Club comes about.

I dedicate this book to friends; those who have poured parts of their lives into mine.  Those who saw some potential and sat with me, answered questions, was a good friend, allowed me to grow, make mistakes and still was there to comfort and help.

Thank you.
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Introduction
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I write.  Sometimes a story presses against my soul and I must sit and get it out.  Like these characters are real and speaking their words and I am just the transcriber.  So I write and try to tell their stories, express their emotions and put into sentences what it seems they are saying.

Again, these stories were written several years ago and put away as I had other pressing things to do in life (care giving for my aging parents).  But that task is complete and I look at old stories, adjust them, make them better (I hope) and now publish them.

Olivia was written as a gift to the daughter of a dear friend of mine.  A story to encourage this young woman to stand tall and true to her life in her generation.

Jack Sailing was a story that developed and grew on its own.  As I looked at life and how some get taken advantage of; I needed an outlet for a simple guy on a sailboat to find a way to help the “little guy”.  I really enjoyed writing this story and might revisit Jack one day.

Return to Teribithia was a challenge to me.  A friend asked me to consider writing a story that would continue the wonderful children's novel, The Bridge to Teribithia.  I bought the book, for I had not read the story  in many years, and as I read it, the continuation of the story seemed to flow.  We shall have to see how it develops over time.

Stories of Living was what happened when I sat, was quiet and considered what my ancestors might have been doing in their lives 200 years ago.  In my family there is a definite “mountain gene”, a “settled gene”, a “water gene” and a “wondering gene”.  I can name those in my generation with each.  I wanted to explore others in my past lineage who might have had those genes.  
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And so stories grow, develop, mature and then create other stories.

As the Blue Dog Stories continue, we shall see where they take us.

Thank you for reading and for sharing with everyone you know and might know!

I would also ask you to review my books on amazon.  Please feel free to contact me and introduce yourself.

S.A.

Winter 2017

edited July 2024

Cebu, Philippines

bdpfour2024@gmail.com

Olivia on Her Eighteenth Birthday

Vignettes of Olivia in New Bern, North Carolina

Colonial Life

I am tired of tramping through this swamp!  How long will it last?  I never thought I would be doing this.  Here I am, in this year 1718. Walking through a cold mucky area in the middle of winter.

We left the colony of Virginia in late fall.  They said we could easily travel south to that new place that German Baron had established.  They said land was good and cheap and that dreams were possible.  So my husband and I left.  We left our families (oh I miss my sister and mother!).  He left his brothers and parents.  We joined a group of people who needed to get away from the land of no hope and we all needed opportunity to begin anew.  We had nothing to sell.  We had the money and gifts given to us at our wedding.  So we used what we needed to get ourselves down to New Bern in the colony of Carolina.

Tom, my husband caught some cold with coughing and fever.  I had to stay with him in an abandoned cabin while the rest of the group moved on.  I took care of him and after several days he was getting better.  Then that cold north wind blew one night, he got a renewed fever and was dead by morning.

I was overcome with grief!  What was I to do?  I sat with my head in his dead lap and cried until there were no more tears.  After several hours my strength of life returned and I knew what I had to do.

I got a shovel and dug the grave for Tom, my beloved.  I wrapped him in a quilt and laid his wonderful, loving body in the earth and covered him back.  There was no one around to help me.  I prayed over him, that somehow God would find him and take him on, and that somehow God would find me and lead me into more of life.  I wrote on a piece of wood with a charred stick:  “Here lies Tom Yarbough, the good husband of Olivia.  Born 1697, Died 1718”.

I considered returning to Virginia and the comforts of my home.  But my family could not support me.  I decided at that abandoned cabin to continue and to discover what this 

new place of New Bern had for me.

And so I am walking through this swamp.  I met a group of travelers also heading south and they took me in.  I keep to myself as I brace myself for all that will lay ahead of me.  I am told we are only a few miles from the settlement. I know not what I will do nor where I will live.

Early January, 1719.  My eighteenth birthday.  A day I thought was going to be joyous.  I am alone; my husband is dead.  I sit on a riverbank and see the smoke of the few houses of New Bern across the river.  I could be having a grand party with perhaps cakes my mother had made.  But no, I am here.  I am half frozen from the cold, and half frozen in fear of the unknown.

The hopeful warmth of the fires seems to build strength in my heart.  I take courage as a small boat, really a raft, comes across this wide river towards us.  It seems as I step onto this raft that I am leaving my past behind and stepping into a future of hope, brightness and goodness.  Perhaps it is a good thing to be coming to my new town on the day I am 18 years old.

Two years have gone by now.  They seem to have gone like a wisp of wind.  That first winter in New Bern was not easy.  I got a job as a store clerk.  This allowed me to have a place to sleep in the back room.  The man who owns the store, a Mr. Wellons, was nice to me; showing me much affection.  He courted me and after that winter, I agreed to be his wife; actually, his third wife.  His first wife had died while crossing from Switzerland.  His second had died in childbirth (the third child).  

So I was now the wife of Jeremiah Wellons, store owner and respected businessman in town.  I was also the mother of three children:  a boy, William, age 8, another boy, Geoffrey, age 6, and little Molly, age 2.  I moved from the back room of the store into the house upstairs.  I can look out from my bedroom window across that wide river to the place I had sat depressed and dark only two years before without a hope in the world.  I was now the mistress of a fine house, mother of children, respected wife of a leader in this town and I still had hopes of more.

I am Mrs. Olivia Wellons.  I am 23 years old.  It is 1724 and I now own this store and house.  Jeremiah died 
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last winter, a severe coughing cold.  I am alone again; except for the 4 children, yes, we had a child two years ago:  a beautiful boy we named Joshua.  I bought a slave woman and her son to help in the house and raising the children.  I use her 14 year old son, along with three other slaves, to help me in the store and to expand the land Jeremiah and I bought below the Lawson place on the Trent River.  

Before the Civil War

How many people, how many women, have sat here on this corner piece of land where the Neuse and Trent Rivers meet?  The growing and prosperous city of New Bern is behind me.  I sit looking down the river.  I try to look for his ship coming in, but only trees, water and then the dim distance.

It is cold.  I wrap in my full coat and even a blanket around me.  It is January, right near my eighteenth birthday.  I long for so much more.  There has to be somewhere outside of this city for me.  I know everybody here, they all know me!  I am so bored of my family, my friends, and all the things I do.  What more can this town offer me?  

They say war might be coming, but I do not care.  All the old men in Washington DC are yelling and writing.  The people are planning for a new President in the election in 11 months.  They say we will be fine until then, but if the wrong man wins, we in the South might form our own country.  

But I do not care.  I long for the bigger city.  Should I go to Charleston or Boston again?  I have traveled to both cities; both cities pull at my soul.  I love the dances, the 
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welcoming gentlemen and oh, the luxury in Charleston.  Boston offers universities for me to study, opportunities for me to use my mind and soul beyond my womanliness.  I know I cannot have both....roads diverging.

So I long for Jason.  He is an officer on a ship returning from Jamaica.  He and I have been a couple for a few years and I hope, sometimes, he will return with a ring and our engagement.  It is time for me to become engaged.  But then, this will tie me and I cannot be tied.  OH!  I do not know what to do!

I am 18, a young, nice looking, intelligent, and wealthy woman.  My family has power, prestige and wealth in this town.  My father owns several ships and they return often from Boston, Jamaica and even England with stores, goods, and rum and then they load up again and leave this town with navy stores and farm goods.  He enjoys all of this.

My mother runs our large household and manages the slaves.  We have that nice plantation down the Trent River a little past the Wellons place.  It is before the Rheems place at the bend of the river.  We stay in town mostly, but the plantation is managed well.

––––––––
[image: ]


But I sit here.  I am bored and full of this town.  I want more.  I’m cold.  I look down the river, but no answers.  It is time to go for coffee.  I hope to be able to leave this town come Autumn to build and create my life as I desire without all those around me knowing all about my family, my brothers or me.

This late Autumn has found me sitting again looking down the river.  Jason never returned.  Father told me in mid-spring that his ship had gone down off of Cape Fear, no one survived.  I have been in utter and complete grief.  I sat throughout the past months in darkness of soul and with no hope.  I am lost.  Just this past winter I was care free, seeking promise in varied cities, hoping for a ring.  Now, my life falls apart, my brothers seek to go to Charleston to fight for the rights of the South, father is losing business over potential war coming now that Mr. Lincoln has been elected, and mother is quiet, so quiet.  I fear for what might come this winter.

Two winters have gone by.  Who was that girl sitting wrapped in a blanket looking down the river for Jason?  I seem not to even know her or find any part of her in my 
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soul.  The war has taken everything.  Father’s business has been destroyed through the northern blockades.  The slaves will not obey and just hum hymns as they wait for the northerners to free them.  Mother is beside herself as she awaits letters from the boys fighting somewhere.  Me?  What can I do?  There is no school to attend.  There are no men to court me.  There is nothing.  I am lost and without hope.

Now is the summer, all has changed!  General Burnside and his northern army marched into New Bern 3 months ago.  Father left along with most of the other businessmen in town.  Mother could not bring herself to even leave her rooms.  There has been no word from my brothers. We do not know if they are alive, dead or in prison.  The unknown is what breaks Mother’s heart.

I have met a Northern Captain.  He is in charge of the slaves over in James City.  His name is Thaddeus Henry Monroe.  He is from Indiana.  He has completed university and was an attorney before the war began.  He has been courting me for 2 months and I do believe I am in love with this man.  I want to tell someone.  Mother would 

not understand, for she is against all things northern.  Father is never here.  My brothers; where are they?  There is no one to talk to, to share my heart with, to ask for advice.  

But I do love Thaddeus.  He is a man of honor, integrity, hard work and oh so good looking.  He tells me stories of his life in Indiana and of his time as an attorney.  He tells me how he finds true joy in helping the freed slaves and teaching them their rights as Americans and helping them find useful ways for their freedom.

I do not know all about the freed slaves issues (these ideas are so foreign to me and the way I was raised).  But I see the glint in my love’s eye and the passion of his heart to help others.  What a joy it would be to live always with such a man and for him to be the father of the children I dream I might have someday.

Thaddeus has gotten me an assignment as a teacher in the new school in James City to teach freed slave children.  I am to teach the young children how to read, write and sing songs.  I cannot tell any person on this side of the River.  No one I know would approve that I would do such a thing.  So each day I leave early and with a 

covered head walk down George Street, across the bridge over the Trent River, walk next to the wharves where Father had his ships and into the part of town that “good girls” would never go.  There are other white women here; but they work at Madame Moore’s.  

I catch a ride a little past the bridge and journey to the school.  Oh the school!  It is a ramshackle building, but it is where I go each day to meet with the little ones
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