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1
An Urgent Plea

Be still, Daisy! I’m sick and tired of fooling with
you!”

Leah Carter, seated on a three-legged stool,
slapped the glossy hide of the surprised Daisy, who
turned to look at her and utter a long, low moo.

Leah endured the gaze of the enormous brown
eyes of her favorite cow, then sighed heavily. Patting
Daisy’s heaving side, she said, “I’m sorry, Daisy—it’s
not your fault. I’m just not fit to live with today.”

A rebellious expression on her face, she leaned
her head against Daisy’s flank and began milking
again. Streams of white liquid drummed into the
tin bucket, and soon frothy milk half filled the pail.

“That’s enough for now. You’ll need the rest of
your milk for Suky.” Daisy nodded her head as if in
agreement, and Leah stroked the animal fondly
between the horns.

“I’ll bet if it were your birthday,” Leah mut-
tered, “Suky wouldn’t forget it.” Again Daisy mooed
sympathetically—or so Leah took it. Her lips
pursed, and she touched the curving horns for a
moment, then whispered, “It’s pretty bad, Daisy, to
have your fifteenth birthday and not a single soul
even notices it!”

She opened the gate, and Daisy ambled out of
the stall, where she was greeted enthusiastically by
her calf. Suky at once began having his evening
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meal. Leah watched for a moment, then picked up
the bucket and started for the house.

Leah was a tall girl—too tall, she thought, call-
ing herself “tall and gawky.” Actually she was not
gawky, though she was taller than most girls her
age. She wore a pair of faded blue overalls that had
once belonged to her brother, Royal, and noted that
she was beginning to fill them out more than she
had the previous year.

Her eyes were an odd color, sometimes seem-
ing to be light green but at other times light blue. A
relative who had been to sea once remarked, “Your
eyes are just the blue-green color of the ocean at
certain times of the year, Leah.” Her braids, a rich
blonde, came down almost to her waist. Leah was
an attractive young woman—and on her fifteenth
birthday she had hoped someone might even tell
her so.

Reaching the fence that surrounded the barn,
she slipped through the gate muttering, “At least
somebody could say, ‘Happy birthday,’ you’d think!”
Leah kicked at Max, the black-and-white shepherd
dog that came loping up to greet her with his red
tongue lolling. Her foot merely grazed him, but he
let out a yelp and backed away, eyeing her cau-
tiously.

“Get away from me, Max!” she said and then at
once felt terrible. The two were very close, and she
at once bent over saying, “I’m sorry, Max. Here. You
can kick me if you want to—or bite me.”

Max clearly had no desire to do either of those
things. Being reassured by the note in her voice, he
came forward again, tail wagging furiously. He
licked her face, and, in an effort to get away, Leah
stepped into a slight hole in the ground.

10

gallant boys book.qxp:gallant boys book.qxp  3/11/11  2:10 PM  Page 10



“Noooo!” she cried, finding herself falling. She
tried to balance the milk, but as she went down full
length, it sloshed down the front of her overalls.
“That does it!” she muttered and threw the bucket
blindly as far as she could.

“Whoa! What’s going on, Leah?”
Leah looked up to see Ezra Payne, who had

approached without her noticing and now came
running. He put a hand out, saying, “Here, let me
help you up.”

“I can get up by myself!”
Leah scrambled to her feet and felt her face

flush with embarrassment. She stared at the boy
defiantly. “Well, go on and laugh. I can see you want
to.”

Ezra Payne was seventeen with warm brown
eyes and mahogany colored hair. Since he had
come to live with the Carters, the two had grown to
be very good friends. Ezra could never forget that
she had practically saved his life.

Ezra had escaped from a Confederate prison
camp close to Richmond, and it was Leah who
found him almost dead with fever. She hid him on
her uncle’s farm and, along with Jeff Majors,
arranged his escape. Ezra was an orphan with no
family at all and had been glad to stay on and work
for Leah’s parents as a hired hand.

Leah was usually good-tempered, but now her
brows were pulled down in a frown, her lips in a
thin white line. She seemed to be daring him to
laugh.

Ezra hesitated, then protested, “Why, I wasn’t
laughing.” He brought back the bucket, saying
mildly, “Everybody falls down once in a while.”
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Leah wanted to snap at him. She had already
lashed out at Daisy and at Max—but that had not
been very satisfactory. She had carefully hinted to
Ezra more than two weeks earlier that her birthday
was on June 15. Yet he had not said one word. But
then, neither had anyone else! She said almost bit-
terly, “The older I get, the clumsier I get.”

She started toward the house.
Ezra walked along by her side. He acted almost

afraid to speak. He was a mild-mannered young
Northerner, and living in Kentucky had been a trial
for him. Leah knew that. He had learned that
Southerners had a great deal of pride, and now
Leah, angry and with the front of her overalls
soaked with milk, must have looked rather formi-
dable.

“Well,” he said cheerfully at last, “your pa’ll be
back pretty soon, and maybe you and me can go
with him on another trip to take stuff to the sol-
diers.”

Leah’s father was a sutler. He sold supplies and
Bibles to the soldiers of the Union army. Leah had
gone with him on earlier trips and so had Ezra.
Ordinarily the thought of such a trip would have
pleased her, but she said stiffly, “I don’t want to go
out on any old wagon.”

Actually she would love to do that very thing,
for following the army had been adventurous and a
great deal of excitement. Her father believed that
God had called him to distribute Bibles and tracts
to the troops, and Leah had thrown herself into this
work with a great deal of pleasure. Now, however,
she was upset and simply shook the braids that
hung down her back in an angry gesture and
walked up the front steps.
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Ezra followed close behind her. “I think we’re
gonna have fresh pork chops for supper.”

“I don’t want any old pork chops!”
She marched into the house and started for her

room, but her mother called, “Leah, come into the
dining room, please.”

Rebelliously Leah shot a glance at Ezra, who
was standing watching her. Then she flounced
down the hall and into the large dining room,
expecting to see her mother.

“Happy birthday! Surprise! Surprise!”
Leah stopped as abruptly as if she had run into

a wall. The dining room was packed with people.
With a startled gaze, she saw a huge cake sitting in
the middle of the table, while on each side were
piled colorfully wrapped gifts. Her mother stood
behind the table along with her nineteen-year-old
sister, Sarah. Sarah’s arm was around ten-year-old
Morena. Several neighbors were there, including
the sons and daughters of the families that lived
close, and Leah felt absolutely awful.

Ezra came in to stand beside her. He grinned
broadly, catching her eye. “Well, you’re all dressed
up for your birthday party, Leah.”

Leah looked down at her faded, ragged blue
overalls soaked with milk, and she blushed. “This is
awful!” she said.

She turned to go, but Ezra caught her by the
arm and held on. “What’s wrong?” he asked. “You
look all right to me.”

Mary Carter, Leah’s mother, stepped out from
behind the table. “This was mean,” she said, but
there was a smile on her lips. “But we wanted to
surprise you.”
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“Well, you surprised me all right,” Leah said
ruefully. She felt ashamed of the way she had been
acting and managed a smile. “Let me go change
clothes, and I’ll be right back.”

She ran back to her room, but when she
opened the door and stepped inside she stopped
abruptly. There on the bed was the most beautiful
dress she had ever seen. It was light green with
small white flowers, and it was made of silk. Leah
knew her mother had made it, laboring over it
secretly, and she squealed with delight. Stripping
off her old overalls, she quickly washed her face at
the washstand, then slipped into the dress.

Now she saw at the bedside a pair of brand-
new shoes, the ones she had longed for for a long
time, high-topped, light tan shoes with high heels.
She pulled on stockings, then put on the shoes and
quickly arranged her hair in front of the mirror. She
was shocked at how mature she looked in the new
dress. And it fit perfectly!

The party was a complete success. Besides the
new dress from her mother and the shoes from
Sarah, there were smaller gifts from the others. One
that took her breath away was handed to her by
Ezra. It felt heavy, and with excitement she pulled
the paper off. When it was peeled away, she took a
deep breath and said, “Ezra, it’s beautiful!”

It was a wooden box made of walnut, exquisite-
ly carved and finished with a high sheen. She lifted
the lid and saw that the inside was lined with green
felt. When she looked up, Leah’s eyes were glowing.
“It’s beautiful!” she repeated.

“You can keep all your jewelry in there,” Ezra
said, rather embarrassed.
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One of the boys from the next farm grinned.
“Or all those love letters you get from Jeff.”

A laugh went around the room, and Leah
flushed. She stroked the lid of the box and said, “We
always had our birthdays together—Jeff and me—
before the Majorses left for Virginia.”

Sarah came over and put her arm around her
younger sister. Sarah was a beautiful girl. She had
dark hair, dark blue eyes, and a creamy complexion.
She said, “You’ll have your birthdays together again
when this war’s over.”

The mention of the war threatened to dampen
everyone’s spirits, and Mrs. Carter quickly said,
“Now, let’s have some more ice cream. Ezra, you
can turn the crank.”

When the party was over and everyone was
gone, Leah sat on the front porch with Ezra. The
two had been quiet for some time, and finally Ezra
said, “Have you heard from Jeff lately?”

“I got a letter two weeks ago.”
“What did he say?”
“He said he thought there’d be more fighting

soon.” She turned to face him and shook her head.
“I worry so much about him—and about Royal.”

Ezra had given his parole not to return to the
Union army, but Leah knew he remembered some
of the terrors and hardships of the war.

He said, “Well, I guess all we can do is pray for
them.”

Leah reached over and patted his hand. “Yes,”
she whispered, “I guess that’s all we can do.”

Sarah was standing at the window when a tall,
rangy man on a tall, rangy mule pulled up in front
of the gate. A smile touched her lips. She had

15

gallant boys book.qxp:gallant boys book.qxp  3/11/11  2:10 PM  Page 15



always thought that Pete Mangus and his mule
resembled each other a great deal. Pete carried the
mail in the mountains close to Pineville, Kentucky.

Sarah hurried out to meet him. The sun was
high in the sky, and this spring of 1863 had been the
mildest that people in Pineville could remember.
“Hello, Pete,” she said. “You have some mail for
us?”

“Shore do.” Pete fumbled in the leather bag
slung over the mule’s shoulders and came up with a
small packet of letters. He shuffled through them
and nodded. “Got two. One’s from your pa, looks
like. And the other is the one you been looking for,
I reckon.” Pete grinned down at her and handed her
the letters. “That young Rebel you’re so sweet on
shore keeps the mail hot, don’t he? But you was
sweet on him before him and his family left to go
South.”

Sarah sometimes got upset with Pete, who felt
that his status as mailman enabled him to know all
the private business that went on between those
who exchanged letters. However, everyone in the
valley knew that she and Tom Majors had been, as
Pete put it, “sweet on each other” before the war.
Now, however, Tom was in the Confederate army,
and her own brother was in the Union army. A great
problem, but that’s the way it was.

She longed to open the letter from Tom at once
but knew that Pete would demand to know exactly
what it said, so she said, “Stop on your way back,
and I’ll give you some of the gingerbread I’m mak-
ing.”

“Shore will!”
Sarah hurried into the house and opened Tom’s

letter, which was brief. Sitting at the kitchen table,
16
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she read it slowly, savoring every word. As she read,
she could see Tom’s face. He was tall and dark and
handsome like his father, Nelson Majors, a Con-
federate captain, and like his brother, Jeff, who was
a drummer boy in the same army.

Sarah’s lips grew tight, for Tom wrote of the
hardships that the people of the South were endur-
ing. She knew he did not do this to arouse pity but
simply to relate the facts. He did not mention the
fighting that was to come, but her heart contracted
as she realized that a young man in the Confederate
army—or the Union army for that matter—had lit-
tle chance of escaping without at least being
wounded.

The last paragraph said,

I love you more than I ever did, Sarah. I’d
give anything if we could get married and
raise a family. I know that can’t be, the way
things are, but I can keep hoping anyway.
Don’t forget me.

Love, Tom

Sarah put the letter down and sat for a long
time staring at it. There was a sadness in her that
she could not contain. Finally, with a sigh, she fold-
ed the letter and picked up the other one. It was not
from her father.

She did not recognize the handwriting at first,
and when she opened the letter she looked at once
at the signature at the bottom of the page. “Abigail!”
she whispered and smiled. But when she began to
read, the smile left her face almost instantly.

Abigail Smith had been her best friend since
early childhood. She had married a young man
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from the North named Albert Munson. It had been
one of the saddest moments of Sarah’s life when her
friend moved away to Pennsylvania. Now as she
read Abigail’s letter, lines appeared around her eyes
as she frowned at the fine script:

Dear Sarah,
You’ll be glad to hear that I am going to

have a baby. You remember how much we
always talked about how nice it would be to
have a baby to take care of—well, Al and I are
very happy to announce that we’re going to be
a mother and a father.

But I must also tell you something else,
Sarah. I’ve tried not complain since I’ve been
here, but I’ve been so lonely. I was spoiled
when I was home, and here I’ve had rather a
hard time. Albert has been gone with his regi-
ment, and he has almost no family. I have met
several people and have tried to make friends,
but the Northern people here are suspicious
because I come from the South.

What I’m trying to say, Sarah, is that I’m
going to have this baby—and I’m terribly
afraid because I don’t have a single close
friend to be with me. I know it is awful to ask
this, but is there any way that you could come
and stay with me at least until the baby
comes? I have the money to send you for your
fare, and it would mean so much to have my
best friend here during this hard time. Please
try to come. I’m depending on you.

Sarah put down the letter and frowned. She
had been apprehensive about her friend’s marriage,
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for Abigail had indeed been spoiled. Sarah had
liked Albert at once, but he was very young and
apparently had very little money.

She got up and walked through the house aim-
lessly. She sat for a while beside Morena, smoothing
her sister’s blonde hair and helping with the game
she was playing. Morena was ten physically, but
would never be more than two or three years old
mentally. She was a sweet, very beautiful girl and
won the hearts of all who saw her.

As Sarah guided the youngster’s hands in a sim-
ple game that involved a stick and a ball, she tried
to imagine what it would be like to be in a strange
place with none of your own family and be expect-
ing a first baby. And even as she sat there, she made
up her mind.

I’ll have to go to be with Abigail. Somehow I just
have to!

Sarah said nothing to anyone until late that
night. Just when her mother was getting ready to go
to bed, Sarah stopped her. “I want to talk to you,
Ma.”

“What is it, Sarah?”
Sarah took Abigail’s letter from her pocket and

handed it to her mother.
Mrs. Carter read it quickly and looked up. “You

want to go to her, don’t you?”
“I have to, Ma. She’s the best friend I’ve ever

had—and she’s so alone and so frightened. Will it be
all right?”

“It will be all right with me.” Then a thought
seemed to come to her, and she said, “One thing
troubles me. They say that the Confederate army
might be planning to invade the North again. Do
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you suppose they would get as far as Penn-
sylvania?”

“Oh, I don’t think so,” Sarah answered quickly.
“But in any case, I’ll have to go.”

Mrs. Carter had the same blonde hair and
green eyes as Leah. She was a warm-hearted, strong
woman, and now she made an instant decision.
“Your father may worry about you, as I will—but I
think it’s the right thing for you to do.”

Two weeks after that conversation, Sarah set-
tled into her seat and looked out the open window
of the wood-burning train. Her father was on the
platform, and her mother, and Leah, who was hold-
ing Morena’s hand. They all waved furiously, and as
the train picked up speed, she called out, “Don’t
worry about me! I’ll be all right!”

She could not hear their answer as the train left
the small town station, but she waved until they dis-
appeared from sight. Then she listened for a while
to the clicking of the steel wheels over the tracks
and felt a touch of fear. It was a long way to
Pennsylvania, and she had never gone anywhere by
herself—not this far at least. But then she thought,
I’m nineteen years old, and God will take care of me!

These two facts reassured her, and Sarah
Carter leaned back and watched the trees rush by as
the train moved steadily north.
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2
The Rebels
Are Coming!

When Sarah looked out the train window at the
Gettysburg station, she saw no sign of Abigail. The
trip had been long and arduous, and her back was
stiff as she rose and gathered up her two suitcases.

A tall, lanky sergeant wearing a blue uniform
stepped up, saying, “Here, lemme take that for you,
miss.”

“Why, thank you, Sergeant.” Sarah had been
besieged constantly by younger members of the
Union army on board the train. At first they had
been shy, but during the long journey more than
one of them had artfully managed to sit beside her
and strike up a conversation.

Sarah noted that the sergeant wore a wedding
ring. “You’re a long way from your family,
Sergeant.”

“Yes, ma’am, I am. They’re all the way back in
Indiana—but they’re doing well, last report.” The
sergeant picked up her two bags in his hamlike
hands and simply plowed his way through the pri-
vates who had clustered in the aisle. “Make way
there, you jaybirds! Give a lady room.”

The sergeant stepped off the train, put down
the bags, then reached back and helped Sarah to
the platform.
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“Thank you so much, Sergeant,” she said. “I
pray that the Lord will be with you in the days to
come.”

“Why, that’s right kind of you, miss,” the
sergeant said, his eyes opening wide. “I’ll appreciate
your prayers.”

Sarah smiled and began to search the crowd
that had met the train. Actually, no more than twen-
ty or thirty people were there, and none of them,
she saw at once, looked anything like Abigail
Munson.

I suppose she’s getting too close to her time to be
meeting trains, Sarah thought. She walked toward
the small building that served as an office, but
before she could step inside she was intercepted by
a feminine voice.

“Miss Carter? Sarah Carter?”
Sarah turned to see a young woman coming

toward her. “Why, yes, I’m Sarah Carter.”
The girl was no older than nineteen. She was of

medium height and had bright blue eyes and light
hair. “I’m so glad to find you,” she said. “My name’s
Jenny Wade. I’m a friend of Abigail’s. She asked me
to meet you.”

“Is she all right?”
“Oh, yes, she’s fine. Just not getting around too

much right now. I’ve got a carriage. Where are your
bags?”

Jenny Wade at once took over, and soon the two
girls were in a small buggy pulled by a single gray
mare.

“Get up there, Helen!” Jenny Wade said, slap-
ping the reins on the animal’s back. “That’s a funny
name for a horse, isn’t it? Helen. I named her after
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a doll I had that got burned up when I was a little
girl.”

“We have a horse on our farm back in Kentucky
named Gertrude.” Sarah smiled. “I didn’t name her,
but I always thought it was a nice name.” She
looked around the streets as they passed along.
“How many people are in Gettysburg?”

Jenny shrugged her shoulders. “I don’t know,
really. I suppose nearly a thousand if you count
everyone close by. There’s some students out at the
seminary, but most of the young men are gone to
the war.”

“How is Abigail doing, Miss Wade?”
“Oh, call me Jenny.” The girl smiled prettily.

“She’s not really doing as well as we’d like. The doc-
tor says she might have a difficult time.”

The two girls talked about Abigail and the baby
that was to come until finally they turned onto a
side street lined with white frame houses, most
with oak trees in the yard.

Jenny suddenly asked, “Have you got a sweet-
heart, Sarah?”

Sarah flushed at the question but then man-
aged a smile. “Well, not really, Jenny. Have you?”

“Oh, yes, I have—a soldier. I’m engaged to
Johnston Skelly. Isn’t that a funny name? I’ll be Mrs.
Jenny Skelly. And Johnston—that’s a last name I
always tell him. But that’s what they called him.”

“When do you plan to get married?”
“Soon. As soon as he gets back. He’s due to get

a leave—I think within the next three months some-
time.”

“You mean you’ll marry him before he goes
back to the army?”

23
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“Oh, yes. Johnston argued with me, but I
always could twist him around my little finger. He’s
so sweet, and I’m so mean to him that sometimes
I’m downright ashamed of myself!”

Sarah could not imagine this cheerful young
woman being mean to anyone, and she listened as
Jenny spoke of her fiancé. Finally Jenny pulled up
in front of one of a line of buildings on a fairly busy
street.

“Abigail lives upstairs over that shop there. See
the windows?”

Looking up, Sarah saw a sign that said
MATTHEW’S GUN SHOP. A set of stairs opened up
beside the shop, and farther up she saw curtained
windows on the second floor.

She stepped out of the carriage, and Jenny tied
the mare to the hitching rail.

“We can carry your bags up. You take this one.”
Jenny led the way to the stairs, and they ascended a
set of rather steep, narrow steps. There was no light
except from the doorway below, and Sarah climbed
carefully.

Arriving at the landing at the top, Jenny
knocked on the door. “Abigail? It’s us. We’re here!”

There was a long pause, and then the door
opened slowly. Light from a window blotted out all
except the figure that stood there. Then Sarah
heard Abigail’s voice calling her name. She stepped
forward and was grabbed at once in a close
embrace.

“Oh, Sarah. I’m so glad you’re here!”
Sarah hugged the young woman and then

stepped to one side so that Jenny could enter carry-
ing a bag. “I’m glad to be here, Abigail,” she said. “It
was so nice of you to ask me.” She put it like this so

24

gallant boys book.qxp:gallant boys book.qxp  3/11/11  2:10 PM  Page 24



that there would be no feeling of obligation or debt
in Abigail’s mind.

Jenny disappeared into a side room, then came
back. “I put her bags in the spare bedroom. I’ll let
you two talk now, but you’re coming over to have
supper with us tonight. Come about five o’clock.”

“You can tell me more about Johnston then,”
Sarah teased. “And I’ll bet you even have some pic-
tures of him you want me to see.”

Jenny laughed. “Yes, I do. Lots of ’em. I’ll see
you at supper time.”

When she disappeared, Abigail said, “Come
and sit down. You must be tired from that long
trip.”

“Actually, I’m more tired of sitting than any-
thing else,” Sarah answered ruefully. But she
allowed herself to be led over to a horsehide sofa
beneath the window that looked out on the street
and sat down beside Abigail.

Now she had a chance to look at her friend
closely and saw that the young woman’s face was
pale and lined with strain. However, she thought,
I’ll feed you up and get you to feeling better now that
I’m here. Abigail was a very small girl with brown
hair and brown eyes. She had always been pretty
but rather timid, and she had surprised everyone by
leaving her hometown to marry a Northerner.

“Now,” Sarah said, “tell me everything.”
Abigail’s narration was woven with the events

that had happened since she left Kentucky. She
seemed to be anxious to talk, as if she had had no
one to talk with, and she spoke a great deal of
Albert, her husband, who was in the Union army
serving under General Grant.
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Finally Abigail drew a deep breath and laughed
shortly with some embarrassment. “I’m going to
talk your ear off,” she said. “Why don’t we fix some
hot chocolate? You always loved that, didn’t you,
Sarah?”

“I still do. But you sit and watch me fix it. I’ve
come to take care of you, and I might as well learn
where everything is.”

The girls crossed to the part of the large room
that served as a kitchen. Actually the apartment
consisted of one large room—a combination
kitchen, dining room, and living area—plus two
smaller rooms, which served as bedrooms.

As Sarah prepared the hot chocolate, heating
water on a small woodstove, she thought, It’s a good
thing I came. Abigail always was a little afraid of
things—and she doesn’t look as well as I’d like.
However, when she poured the hot chocolate into
cups, she let none of this show in her face. “Now,”
she said, “let me tell you what’s been happening
back in Pineville.”

As the days passed, Sarah was even more satis-
fied that she had done the right thing in coming to
help her friend. Abigail’s husband had only an uncle
and aunt, who lived seven miles out in the country,
and his widowed mother, who kept an apartment
downtown. She was not in good health and was
able to do very little for Abigail. Abigail, of course,
was almost frantic with relief at having someone to
be with her. She missed her own mother and fami-
ly, and she threw herself into Sarah’s care.

Sarah soon discovered that Jenny Wade was
closer to Abigail than anyone else. Jenny was in the
apartment almost every day, bringing food, helping,
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making clothes for the baby, and, of course, talking
constantly about Johnston Skelly.

She brought all his letters. The young man was
a prolific writer. He wrote about his activities as a
soldier, and Jenny would carefully skip over some
parts, her face blushing.

“Those are the parts I really want to hear,”
Sarah teased. Jenny giggled. “You’ll have to get you
a sweetheart and get your own love letters.” Later
she relented and read aloud some of the more inti-
mate parts of his letters. They were rather sweet,
and the young man was very lonely and longed to
be back with his Jenny.

Every day Sarah walked the streets of
Gettysburg. The talk, of course, was all of the war.
Everyone agreed that the Confederate army was not
going to give up without a terrible struggle.

“I tell you, they’re headed this way,” Mr. T. J.
Thomas, the butcher, declared firmly. A group of
people had gathered in his shop, and Thomas was
chopping meat with hard strokes, punctuating his
sentences. “We’re not going to get by as easy as we
have. I know Robert E. Lee. He’s a fighter if ever
there was one. First thing you know, the Army of
Virginia’s gonna be headed this way.”

“What would you do if they did, T.J.?” an older
man named Burns asked. He had a look of hard
wear about him. His lips were tightly clenched.

T.J. Thomas said, “Why, I’d get me a musket
and fight ’em, that’s what I’d do!”

“I doubt if you even got a musket,” Burns said
and smiled slightly, “but that’s exactly what I’d do!”

“Do you really think they’ll be coming this way,
Mr. Thomas?” Sarah asked nervously.
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“Ain’t no doubt in my mind. They’re runnin’ out
of food down there in the South—so everybody
says—and Robert E. Lee is gonna bring that Army
of Northern Virginia north to feed his men. And
then—look out!”

Sarah said nothing. She bought her pork chops
and went home.

Later on, Jenny came over for supper, and the
three girls talked—mostly about Johnston Skelly
and about Albert Munson. Sarah knew Abigail and
Jenny were fearful for their men, though they tried
not to show it.

Finally Abigail said, “What about Tom, Sarah?
You still in love with him?”

Jenny Wade perked up at once, her blue eyes
sparkling. “Oh? So you do have a sweetheart, Sarah!
I thought you might. No girl as pretty as you could
get by without being courted.”

“Oh, well—” Sarah shrugged “—we were court-
ing, but he left Kentucky and joined the
Confederate army. He and his whole family moved
to Virginia.”

“Oh, that’s too bad!” Jenny exclaimed, her tone
sympathetic. “That must be very hard on you.”

“Yes,” Abigail put in, “especially since your own
brother’s in the Union army. Wouldn’t it be awful if
they met each other on the field of battle?”

Distress came over Sarah, for she had thought
exactly of this possibility. That had been the reason
she could not agree to marry Tom Majors. “I try not
to think about it,” she said finally.

Abigail and Jenny exchanged glances, and then
Abigail said quickly, “Well, when the war is over, I
expect you and Tom can get together.”
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“What do you think will happen if the Rebels
come this way?” Jenny asked.

“Oh, they’ll never get this far north,” Abigail
said firmly. “There’s not enough of them, and
General Grant would never let that happen.”

Then she turned the talk to babies, and Sarah
felt relief to talk of something other than the war.
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