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Chapter VI 
 
 

Georgia, July 1863 
 
The slow cadence that Sonny kept his horse in was more indicative of his lack of direction than 
his hunger or thirst.  Yes, he was hungry.  His rations had mostly run out on the second day.  
And his thirst was there, but the occasional stream provided enough water for himself and his 
horse.  But what kept him moving slowly was the knowledge that he had no idea where he was 
headed, which was always followed by the added thought that even if he knew where he wanted 
to go; he had no idea how to get there.  Instead, he just moved in a western direction, traveling 
mostly at night so as to avoid enemy troops. 
 
But of course, now he had two armies to worry about.  He gave some thought to surrendering to 
the Union forces.  After all, they were quickly making their way south and it was not impossible 
that he might pass some.  But he knew that they would most likely not treat him kindly.  But if 
they would treat him poorly, what would a southern army do?  He knew very well the answer to 
that question.  Jackson had made sure of that. 
 
Rather, Sonny kept on the move figuring that at some point, his mind would hit on the correct 
path, both figuratively and literally.  Neither had happened yet.  At the very forefront of his 
thoughts was Bill Tanney.  He had not forgotten the son of a bitch, nor would he ever.  But he 
knew that Tanney had to still be somewhere in the west, probably still harassing Missouri or the 
surrounding areas.  It was not safe to try that yet. 
 
So instead of Tanney, Sonny’s immediate plan was to try and get to Texas.  Gus had told him of 
the unrest there.  At the very least, he could make it down to Mexico, or perhaps the territories.  
It would not be easy for the armies of either the North or the South to track him that far, at least 
not yet.  Just keep moving – that’s all he could say to himself. 
 
At one stop, he had stripped his horse of any tell tale signs that it had belonged to an army man.  
He would have liked to do the same with his clothes, but as he had nothing else to wear, it was 
not possible yet.  He kept on the look out for a stray farmhouse, always sure that the one he 
chose would most likely be a stringent southern man and have him hanged for his act of 
defiance. 
 
He needed food, too.  He still had some hardtack, but that alone could not sustain his needs for 
long.  At least the horse could eat grass.  He could always hunt, but with the fear that someone 
would hear the shot and come looking for it’s owner.  The risks involved in this venture were 
becoming more apparent as the days passed.  Maybe he had not made the right decision.  But he 
knew that regardless of it all, he had.  Better die of starvation than from the hand of a Union 
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soldier, he tried to say to himself.  But did he really wish that?  Sometimes, as he bided his time 
during the days waiting for nightfall to move again, he thought better of that idea. 
 
He would be moving into Alabama soon, he was sure.  If there were a worse place for him on the 
entire continent, he knew not where it was.  But he had no choice.  To get to Texas, you had to 
go through the rest of the Deep South. Even to leave by boat, it would take him through the state, 
the very home of the makeshift southern capital.  The fear in his gut continued to grow as each 
day passed.  But he stuffed it inside with the rest of his internal baggage.  Unload it later, he said 
to himself.  Just keep moving.  Moving to…wherever. 
 
The sense of uncertainty ate at him.  He wondered what Gus was doing – if he had healed up and 
was fighting again.  He wondered if Lee had been able to push back hard enough to buy some 
time.  But time for what?  He wondered if Jackson was looking down on him in disgust, but 
persuaded himself that he had no idea of the afterlife and Jackson may very well be gone without 
a trace.  That soothed him somewhat as the former gave him a very deep sense of dread.  He was 
already haunted – no need for another ghost to follow him. But it did anyway. 
 
And more than anything, the one name that kept back to him almost as much as Tanney was 
Will.  Where was he?  Did he live?  How could he find him?  The prospect seemed even harder 
than exacting revenge. He wanted everything to go back to normal.  He wanted to be with his 
mother and father again on the farm.  He wanted to get into a fight with Dinny.  He wanted…to 
stop thinking about things that could not be.  He wanted to just keep moving…just keep moving.  
And so he did. 
 

* * * 
 

Wyoming Territory, 1881 
 
Sonny looked around the room.  The morning light was evident through the closed curtains and 
he could feel Corinna’s head at rest beside him on the bed.  As he had so often in these few days, 
he stroked her hair gently. He didn’t want to wake her.  He just wanted to remind himself that 
she was there, that she was real. 
 
He tried to prop his aching head up, but it was no good.  Instead he lay there looking up at the 
ceiling and thanking God that he was still alive.  He started to move his shoulder to see if it still 
hurt and the resounding answer told him it did.  He had been through a nasty night, but he had 
come out of it, and the fever seemed to have subsided.  He felt comfortable under the sheets and 
decided to stop trying to move at all lest he lose some of that comfort. 
 
He thought about the dreams that passed through his head the night before.  Not pleasant.  But no 
worse than the others.  And he thought about the last deep thoughts he had as he awoke.  God, 
that travel was some of the worse he had ever gone through.  How had he done it?  By just 
moving along and keeping a steady pace.  By not dwelling too much on what he did not have and 
instead thinking on that that he still possessed – his life, and the chance for something else.  
Well, he had that now…sort of.  But he had almost lost it once again. 
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He would have to tell Corinna the story when she awoke.  But he was not ready for that yet, and 
neither was she, he decided.  How would she feel about him when she heard the whole story?  
Would she still love him?  He hoped so.  But he would need strength to get through it all, and 
that seemed far off at this moment.  Get some rest, he told himself.  There will be time enough 
for that in a few days…or weeks.  And thank God for that, he thought as he closed his eyes once 
more and fell back to sleep. 
 

* * * 
 

Alabama, July 1863 
 
It had been close to a week of slow travel.  Sonny had come upon the Chattahoochee River again 
and was forced to follow it south to find a passable forge.  That had taken a few days and he 
began to curse the fact that there was no map in Monroe’s saddlebags.  Worse still, the longer he 
had to look at the river, the more he thought of the failed efforts on the same river many miles to 
the north.  But finally he had found a place to forge and had crossed over to the other side.  But 
there were no trees there to offer shade, only more land to cross. 
  
Now, a few days later he was on the move again in the heart of the Confederacy, or what was left 
of it.  He had started earlier in the evening while there was still some light left.  He knew it was 
risky, but he was getting anxious and needed to keep in motion.  He kept it slow and he was 
constantly on the look out for his enemies – two nations and who knew how many citizens. 
 
Slowly traveling down a small dirt road that seemed to pass in the midst of cornfields, he was 
startled to hear a nest of birds take off, startled themselves.  He stopped his horse to look around 
and see what might have caused it, but seeing nothing started back again.  It was then that he 
heard the click – the ever so familiar sound of a gun cocked and ready to fire.   
 
Turning to meet the gaze of whoever put him in such peril, he found he was looking at a tall and 
light skinned black man.  His clothes were torn and he looked as if he had not bathed in many 
days, but the look in his eyes told Sonny that he was a good shot with his revolver and was not 
afraid to use it.  As Sonny’s hand slowly went around to his back, the man shouted out, 
 
“You put dem hands up in the air.  Lemme see ‘em!” 
 
Sonny did as he was told.  He heard noises to either side of him and looked both ways to see 
three or four other men standing from where they had been laying on the ground between the 
corn.  And each of them had a weapon as well. 
 
“Ain’t here to cause no fuss,” Sonny started to say but was cut off by another man to his right. 
 
“He southern.  He wear dat gray.” 
 
The light skinned man in front of him nodded and gestured for Sonny to get down off his horse 
with an added warning of, “Slowly.” 
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Sonny followed his order and quickly found himself grabbed by two very large men. Field hands 
that had seen their fair share of work over the years.  Late evening sweat glistened on their dark 
skin and Sonny felt like they could pull him in half with their bare hands.  He did not resist.  
Soon, they had disarmed him and the lead man played with Sonny’s knife, tossing it up in the air 
and catching it with what seemed some proficiency. 
 
“Where you get dis?” he asked. 
 
Sonny did not answer at first, but a quick jerk from his handlers made him quickly rethink, 
“Stole it.” 
 
The man nodded with what seemed satisfaction and walked up next to Sonny. 
 
“You ain’t look like you wit a regiment or none.  What you about here?” 
 
Sonny thought quickly and decided the best advice to himself was to tell the truth, “I ain’t with 
an army no more.  Cut loose.” 
 
“Yeah – but ya was,” came the reply.  “Fighten to keep us here, wadn’t ya?” 
 
“No,” Sonny said defiantly.  “I aimed to protect my country.  But I saw there ain’t no use in it.” 
 
“So you jus up an lef?” 
 
“Yeah,” Sonny answered. 
 
“Where you come from?” the man asked, looking him up and down with a slightly different 
light, but one that Sonny knew could change back at any moment. 
 
“Atlanta.” 
 
“Dat where you was born…where ya peoples from?” another of the men asked. 
 
“No.  Ain’t got no family no more.  They was killed up to Missouri.  Been fighten’ since then.” 
 
At that moment, another sound was heard off in the distance, the sound of men walking through 
the corn.  But the black men holding Sonny did not seem startled themselves.  They all turned 
and a smaller man walked out from the corn by himself.  His face was coal black and he was 
easily in his sixties if not older.  But he seemed to have no trouble getting around. 
 
“Samuel,” he said as almost an order.  “What you got dere?” 
 
The light skinned man turned and answered that they had caught another soldier.  The smaller 
man walked up to Sonny and could tell instantly that he was with no army.  He turned and the 
two had a conversation that Sonny could not hear.  Samuel seemed to get upset but was clearly 
not the equal of the smaller man and finally relented at whatever his disagreement was. 
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“You come wit us,” the smaller man said and the two huge black men holding Sonny pulled him 
along, leaving Samuel with his horse and what little belongings he had.  Quickly that was 
rectified when the smaller man called back for Samuel to bring them along too. 
 
They did not have to walk far before they came upon a small camp made of tents, a few mud 
huts and not too many wooden shacks.  Located next to a small stream, he could see small black 
children running around, seemingly at play, a few of the women rushing around doing whatever 
chores they might have and very few men other than those he had come across already. 
 
They led him to one of the larger shacks and sat him down on the dirt floor as the other men 
piled in behind him.  The smaller man seemed to have gained enough information from Samuel 
to place things right in his head and when he spoke, he seemed much more sympathetic than the 
younger ones. 
 
“Wise to move at night.  But why you start early today?” 
 
Sonny didn’t answer. 
 
“Dat’s alright.  You ain’t got to tell me nothing boy.  But you best to listen.  Deys all kinds 
runnin’ around dese here parts.  Marauders, army men looking for de likes of you, what little 
farmers dey got lef hopin’ to find a meal ticket with a reward, and folks like us.” 
 
“Who are ya?” Sonny asked. 
 
“What you think, boy?  Slaves…or were.  When de men went off to fight an de women can’t 
keep us around no more, we start to move about…find dems that we knowd…try an get our 
families back.  But we gots to be right careful.  Dey already kilt most of de mens…and some 
womens too.  Seems dey don’t like us wonderin’ around like dis.” 
 
“That’s understandable,” Sonny answered and then looked up to make sure he had not offended.  
He could tell that this man was not out to harm him.  But he did not yet know what the agenda 
really was. 
 
“Names Moses…like in de good book.  Spent near my whole life in dese here parts.  Don’t 
rightly knowd what to do if’n I lef.  But can’t stay…can’t go…got to watch ya back.  Front too.” 
 
“Sir…I mean ya no harm. I ain’t got no quarrel with ya.  I jest want to get out west…get away 
from this war.  Ain’t no place for me in it…and no place for the war no more.” 
 
“Some says dey is.  Some says dey see de boys from the north winnin’.  If’n dey do dat, 
well…we’s free ain’t we?” 
 
“I reckon’.  Don’t rightly know, Moses.  And as much as I understand what ya say, I honestly 
don’t care too much, neither.” 
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“I figure dats about right.  An if’n you right…and you ain’t out for hurtin old Moses…well…den 
Moses ain’t out to hurt you neither.” 
 
“I preciate that,” Sonny said with sincerity. 
 
Moses turned and hollered out of the shack and sent most of the men out as well, keeping 
Samuel to stay and listen as he had been doing.  Sonny could tell that Samuel did not agree with 
Moses leniency, but as long as the elders held sway with these people, he felt safe to take Moses 
at his word. 
 
Soon, several black women walked into the shack and whispered with Moses for a bit.  An older 
one walked up to Sonny and helped him stand. 
 
“You hungry, son?” 
 
“Yes’m,” Sonny answered tentatively.  He had not expected such kindness. 
 
“Well, let’s get ya some food den.” 
 
The old woman turned out of the tent and started holding court, “You dere…get dem tables set 
up…and get dem chilluns out de water, deys gonna catch death that a way…get them pots a 
boilen’ and make sure dem fish get on in de pan.  Ain’t gonna have no fish lesson it’s cooked.” 
 
Sonny had never seen a soldier follow orders better or quicker than these people followed her 
command.  It turned out that the older woman’s name was Sarah and she was Moses’ wife.  
Samuel was a distant relation as were most of the people in the camp.  They had set up crude 
tables made out of old boards on top of barrels, and they had what seemed a decent amount of 
food to serve on it – fish, beans, okra, cornbread – Sonny had not had food like this since 
probably Bowling Green.  And he was not shy about eating it. 
 
Over dinner, with many of the younger men looking on with what felt like irritation, Moses 
talked to Sonny about his plans.  Sonny had said that he had few, other than to head west. 
 
“You keep headen west right now boy, an you head right into da Montgomery.  Ain’t no place 
for you, dats for sure,” Moses had counseled as he thought. 
 
“Seems like your best thing to do is move south for a piece and then turn west agin…you keep 
on dat headen’ and soon you be on top of de Alabama River – maybe two weeks ride…maybe 
more.  Follow dat south and it takes you right down Mobile way.  Probably get a boat or 
somethin’ I figure.  But ya best be careful.  Deys everywhere around here, and dey catch 
ya…dey string you up or maybe worse.” 
 
Moses allowed for Sonny to sleep the night if he wanted to but Sonny said no with deep thanks.  
He had no idea why he had encountered such kindness – what had he done to deserve it?  But he 
was grateful.  He packed up his gear and thanked Sarah for giving him something else to wear 
other than his uniform, or what little of it he had left and said his goodbyes. 
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“You keep on de watch – understand?  I ain’t maken’ no joke ‘bout dem ruffians.  And the Lord 
be with you, Mr. Gamble.  Let him watch over you journey and he’ll guide you right, dat der is 
for sure.” 
 
Sonny nodded and started his horse to moving as he looked back and watched them put his old 
uniform on the fire to burn.  He had to nod at that – a fitting end to his Roswell grays.  He 
noticed that Samuel still looked on with some anger that this white man had been allowed to 
move on without paying for what he considered obvious crimes.  Sonny had to be thankful that 
there was one man among them that saw past all that and judged the man by more than his 
appearance.  But he knew they did not know the whole truth.  In fact, neither did Sonny…yet. 
 

* * * 
 

Alabama, August 1863 
 
Moses had been right, both about the direction and the length of time it took him to make it to 
the Alabama River.  And he had certainly had his facts straight regarding those to watch out for.  
Sonny had, and by doing so, he had kept himself safe and free.  But each day brought the fear 
that he would starve to death as he did not want to call down heat upon himself by shooting the 
stray deer or bird he saw.  Maybe he could fish when he got to the river.  But he wanted to stay 
clear of the banks for fear a boat would spot him. 
 
So he was riding in the tree line that looked out over the river.  He was sure he had lost more 
weight than was healthy.  And he was tired.  Trying to sleep during the day wasn’t easy, even 
after riding all night.  So by the time he did get back on his horse to travel further, he could 
barely make it a few miles before the cool night air and the darkness that surrounded him crept 
up on his eyelids to close them. 
 
This night had been no different.  The tree line itself moved somewhat further from the bank and 
he found himself taking an uphill climb that must have gone on for a mile or so.  His horse was 
as tired as he was and he had been damn lucky to keep the sandman from taking him most of the 
night.  A few hours before dawn, he decided to go ahead and bed down.  Maybe he could 
actually get some sleep. 
 
He tied his horse to a tree behind a decent size boulder and spread his bedroll just a few feet 
away.  It was getting colder, so he covered himself and started to close his eyes.  Barely more 
than two minutes after doing so, he began to hear a sound off in the distance.  He could not 
figure if it was close or not, or even what it was.  It sounded like a deep moan.  Some animal? 
 
It certainly didn’t sound like a group of men, and that was Sonny’s biggest worry.  After a few 
more minutes, he got up and started to investigate very quietly.  It did not take him long to 
discover what had been making the sound.  As he reached a very small clearing between a heavy 
patch of trees, he saw a blanket covering what looked a human form.  He walked a few steps 
closer to it and then he heard the sound again.  He decided to risk it as he pulled his revolver. 
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“Who’s there?” 
 
Sonny heard another groan and then the body moved, slightly rolling over and uncovering a face 
that seemed as pale as a ghost, even in the little moonlight available. 
 
“Who’s there?” Sonny repeated. 
 
“You gonna kill me?” the body asked with slow, heavy words. 
 
“Dunno.  Who are ya?” 
 
For the first time, the body tried hard to really look at Sonny.  He saw that there was a gun on 
him and did not see anyone else around. 
 
“You a bounty hunter?” 
 
“No,” Sonny replied but was getting tired of the questioning.  If anyone should be worried about 
being killed or bounty hunters, it was Sonny.  “Just askin’.” 
 
“Good.  Names Franks…William Franks…but you can calls me Billy if’n ya want.” 
 
“I don’t care to call ya nothin’, Billy.  Why don’t ya tell me what you’re doin’ out here and what 
in blazes is wrong with ya?” 
 
“Shot.  There’s a cavalry force camped ‘bout two miles to the south…right by the river.  They 
seen me come up on ‘em this morning and could tell I was…I deserted,” Billy admitted. 
 
Sonny figured if Billy was going to be honest, then he might as well too. 
 
“Same here.  Come from Atlanta.  They’s pushed the line clear down past the city.” 
 
“Can’t say I’m surprised,” Billy answered without much care in his voice.  Sonny understood it. 
 
“I was headin’ back up to Arkansas.  See if my paw still lives.  Ain’t seen him since this thing 
started.  I thought I got past them boys to the south, but one of the scouts saw me and they started 
to firin’.  Got me purty good in the gut.  I was able to lose ‘em comin’ up through the woods 
here, but alls I been doin’ since is bleedin’ out.  Thought I saw the birds a circlin’ late this 
evenin’.  My times a comin’…quick.” 
 
Sonny knelt down next to Billy as he pulled away the blanket and put away his revolver.  He saw 
that his uniform was soaked through and blood was caked over everything. 
 
“Yup…you’s hit bad.” 
 
“I done told ya that,” Billy said with just a little bit of sarcasm.  “I figure it’s my time.  Wadn’t 
ready for it though.” 
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“Who is?” Sonny repeated in the same soft tones.  “Ain’t got nothin’ to give ya myself.  Damn 
near ready to starve to death.” 
 
“Well, wait till I die to eat me,” Billy said making Sonny grimace. 
 
“We best get some sleep though.  When the sun comes up, they gonna come lookin’ up here,” 
Sonny said as he started back to his own gear. 
 
“Where ya goin’?” Billy asked.  
 
“Just getting’ my gear.  Ain’t had too much company in the last couple a weeks.  I figure you 
ain’t neither.  Might as well make the last moments of probably both of us as much comfort as 
possible.” 
 
He gathered his things and slowly led his horse to where Billy had tied his own.  Strange that 
Sonny had not seen it before. 
 
“She’s a quiet one, that mare.  Damn near the only thing that saved my life was how well she 
moves.  I spect you shouldn’t eat her if’n ya get too hungry.  I couldn’t bear the thought,” Billy 
said as he saw Sonny looking at his horse. 
 
“Ain’t gonna eat either one of ya.  Now hush up.” 
 
They sat there through the next few hours, Billy quiet except for the same moan that Sonny had 
heard before and Sonny in deep thought.  He didn’t need any baggage, but how could he leave 
this man out here to die?  What did it matter?  He didn’t know this Billy, why should he care 
about him?  Something to do with their similar circumstances, Sonny guessed.  He laid back and 
closed his eyes for a moment that turned into an hour. 
 
When he awoke, the sun was barely inching over the horizon and the birds were starting their 
morning song.  He sat up and looked over to Billy.  He was still. 
 
“Billy?” Sonny called out quietly.  There was no answer. 
 
He pulled the blanket off of him and he could instantly tell that Billy had died sometime during 
the night.  Now he knew why the moaning had stopped. 
 
“Well, I guess that answers the question then, don’t it?” he said out loud to the horses. 
 
But then Sonny started to think again.  He hated to do it, but he knew he had to go right past that 
cavalry to the south if he planned on following the river.  This might just be the luck he needed 
to do it.  He quickly rummaged through Billy’s gear and found little to assist him – a little 
hardtack, but hardly enough to sustain his hunger, no maps of course, a goodly piece of rope and 
some ammunition.  He took the ammo and hardtack and placed them with his own gear.   
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Loading that onto his own horse, he struggled with what little strength that he had to lift Billy 
onto the other one.  He was able to get Billy’s arms down around the neck of the horse, and he 
tied his hands together so he would stay on.  Then he got on his own horse and began to move 
southeast and down the hillside through the trees.  It was not long before he started hearing 
sounds of an encampment.  They were just getting up. 
 
Sonny stopped and got down off his horse and led them on foot towards the edge of the camp.  
When he was just to the southern edge, he pulled back into the woods just a bit more to tie his 
own horse off.  Then he returned to the spot with Billy and his mare.  He directed the mare 
towards the camp facing north and then fired off a round with his revolver causing the horse to 
take off at a quick pace.  It sped forward and moved right through the center of the camp and 
kept on going just as men were getting out of their tents to see what had happened.  The cavalry 
took no time to take after Billy in pursuit. 
 
Sonny went back in the woods and got back onto his own horse to continue heading south along 
the river.  One near miss averted and one deserter caught.  At least it wasn’t him.  He had to 
laugh a bit at his good luck but the rain that started to come down hard made him stop.  He kept 
moving south anyway.  He had to make some distance before the rain stopped and bed down so 
he could start back later that night.  As the water poured down over his hat and into his face, he 
wondered how long it took those men to catch up to Billy.  Hopefully not as long as it would 
take them to catch up to him. 
 

* * * 
 
The trot of the horse had slowed and Sonny barely felt it.  He was doing his best to sit up straight 
in the saddle but his hunger had weakened him and the sleeplessness had grown worse since his 
encounter with Billy.  He had still managed to steer clear of soldiers and bounty hunters, but a 
few more days like this and he would be hard pressed to even notice if he were moving into 
dangerous territory. 
 
The horse stopped.  Sonny took a few moments to see what the problem was, and his heart began 
to sink thinking what it could be; but as he looked forward in the soft morning light, he saw a 
fence of medium height made of cross tied logs blocking the path.  With his attention increased, 
he gave the reins of the horse a quick pull to move to the side of the fence and had it step a few 
feet to the left to gain a decent vantage point to look through the trees. 
 
What he saw ahead of him was a large field of some sort, though there did not appear to be any 
crop planted upon it.  Beyond that, he saw little.  Looking one way, he could see the river in the 
distance and the fence seemed to carry all the way there.  Looking the other way brought much 
of the same, except with the absence of the river; the fence seemed to carry on endlessly.  Should 
he follow it?  He decided to jump. 
 
He backed up the horse to a distance and then, with a gallop, jumped the horse over the fence 
and landing safely, he pulled on the reins to affect a stop.  Now what?  This could be dangerous 
if he came across whoever farmed this land.  But the area looked so vacant, he was sure that 
whomever tended to it had not done so in some time.  He decided to risk it.  Luck had been with 
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him so far, to his slight shame, and he would chance it once again.  Perhaps he might find a barn 
to hold up in throughout the day. 
 
A spur to the horse had him on the move once more and he slowly made his way across the field.  
He began to see a house off in the distance.  It was two stories, Greek revival – a plantation 
house.  But what of the plantation?  There were no slaves milling about that he could see.  He 
looked around to try and find their quarters, and upon spying them noticed that there was zero 
movement.  In fact, the look of them was dilapidated.  Something had caused the owner to let 
them rot.  For how long, he wondered. 
 
He kept his slow progress as he inched closer to the manor and still noticing the lack of 
movement began to feel both safer and more at risk at the same time.  One would push him 
forward and the other, keep him at the ready.  Drawing up alongside the house eventually, he 
trotted towards the front.  The white boards of the exterior were darkened by months of ill 
treatment and the grass that surrounded the property was overgrown.  Someone had not taken 
care of this place over the summer.  By why? 
 
Upon reaching the front porch, he looked up and down the veranda.  He saw no one.  He steered 
his horse to the front steps and looked past the large columns that adorned the place.  A large 
wooden door stood slightly open and for a moment, he thought he saw a flicker of movement at 
one of the side windows; the curtains still save for some slight rustling.  He started to go for his 
gun but was surprised by a sound off to his left, coming from the side of the house he had yet to 
investigate. 
 
“You hold yourself right there, sir.  I have you sighted and will not hesitate to shoot if need be.” 
 
Sonny kept his fingers on the gun as he slowly looked to his left.  There stood a medium sized 
woman wearing a clean but obviously worn white dress.  There was no ruffled petticoat that one 
might expect from a southern lady, but she was surely one of the upper class.  Her language 
spoke to that.  Her brown hair was tied up to her head but was mussed and her face was dirtier 
than her dress suggested she should be. 
 
“Ain’t here to do no harm, Miss.  Jest movin’ through,” Sonny said with some effort.  He had not 
said a word out loud since leaving Billy, near a week before. 
 
“Then you had best keep movin’, sir,” she replied with obvious anger and fear. 
 
“I’d be right obliged to sit a spell, if’n ya might allow it,” Sonny asked. He needed to get off his 
horse to give them both some respite. 
 
“I have nothin’ for ya, if that’s what your thinkin’.  No food.  And I don’t care to entertain guests 
today, thank ya sir.” 
 
Sonny thought about his prospects for a moment and decided not to push the issue.  He was weak 
with hunger and his mind would not work around trying to persuade her any further. 
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“Perhaps I should jest move on then,” he said as he began to turn his horse around.  But he got 
no farther than a few feet before he slumped to the side and fell off, unable to catch himself 
because of slowed reflexes. 
 
Coming to a crash on the ground, his horse spooked slightly and darted off to the side, leaving 
Sonny exposed.  He tried to roll over and get up but the will in his body was not there.  He 
slumped back to the ground and waited for the woman’s response. 
 
“You there…get up,” she demanded.  He did not. 
 
She walked over to him and nudged him with the shotgun she was carrying.  He tried to comply 
but had little success. 
 
“What’s wrong with ya?” she asked in a worried tone.  “Ya sick?” 
 
He tried to answer but his mind seemed to grow darker, tiny white dots covering his eyes in 
dizziness.  She prodded him again, but seeing little further movement, she set the gun aside and 
knelt down to tend to him. 
 
“My goodness…you are sick.  You have not had anything to keep up your strength in days, have 
ya?” 
 
Sonny was able to answer a soft “No” in response. 
 
After a few moments of silence, finally she answered, “I…well, let’s get ya inside.” 
 
Sonny did not realize the next steps taken as she dragged him to the steps and then helped him 
stand with his arm around her shoulder. She walked him slowly up the three large front steps and 
into the house, dropping him with a grunt in a chair in the front foyer. 
 
“I was lyin’ when I said there was no food, sir…but there is not much.  I suppose you might have 
some soup.  Might bring your strength back…enough to be on your way, I suppose.” 
 
She walked off and left Sonny alone in the hall.  He lifted his head slightly to look around; 
amazed that weakness came upon him so suddenly.  There was not another soul there that he 
could see.  The hall was bare save for the chair he was sitting in and a long table along the 
opposite wall.  Little adorned the surface of it. 
 
The house was of medium size.  Certainly not the grand mansions that he had heard about, but 
larger than anything he was used to seeing.  But he thought little else about it as he could not 
really think clearly.  Instead, he dropped his head back against the wall and waited. He did not 
wait long. 
 
The woman rushed back into the room with a larger black woman behind her. 
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“Rose…please help the man into the kitchen and see that he gets some of the soup from last 
night.  If ya have trouble movin’ him, then you will have to serve it to him here.  Lem isn’t back 
yet.  Gone over to Miss Betty’s place to see if they have any salt.” 
 
“Yes,m,” was the only reply as Rose went over to Sonny and helped him to his feet with little 
effort.  She was obviously far stronger than her lady. Rose led him down the hall and into a 
dining area set up in the back of the house.  It was no dining room, but it was connected to the 
actual kitchen just outside. 
 
“You set here,” she said as she sat him in a chair by an oak table and left him alone once more.  
She returned quickly with a slightly heated bowl of some sort of soup.  None that he had ever 
tasted.  But as he ate it, he was pleased to find small chunks of chicken in it. 
 
As he grew some strength from the soups sustenance, he was able to look up at Rose.  In her face 
he saw hardship, but not from any sort of hard work.  She seemed weary from struggle and her 
age seemed far more advanced than he had assumed from her strength. 
 
As he gulped the last bit from the bowl, he sat back, the white dots gone.  He sat for a moment 
waiting for word that he should leave.  It did not come.  Rose did not speak, but merely set 
opposite him and watched on with curiosity.   
 
After some time of this silence, Sonny finally spoke, “So who might you be?” 
 
“Rose,” came the response.  “I works for the Misses.” 
 
“And she is?” Sonny tried to lead her. 
 
“She be the Miss Elizabeth…Elizabeth Butler.  Wife to the Colonel Butler?  He servin’ with the 
3rd Alabamans up north a here.” 
 
“Oh,” Sonny answered with no little amount of disappointment. 
 
“How ‘bout you?” Rose asked. 
 
“Gamble,” he replied hoping to keep this part short.  “Sonny Gamble, ma’am.” 
 
“And what you doin’ this a way?” Rose asked pointedly with her face pursed just slightly.  She 
was obviously distrustful. 
 
“I…like I said to the lady…jest passin’ through.” 
 
“Ain’t nobody just passin’ through,” she responded, emphasizing the last words as if to mock 
him.  “What you doin’ here?” 
 
“Could I possibly see Miss Elizabeth again,” he asked trying to get out of this interrogation. 
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“That’s Mrs. Butler to ya, boy. Don’t you forget your manners.  Ya look like ya come from 
southern stock.  Mind ya keep your head about ya.” 
 
“Of course…I’m sorry…but could I see her?” 
 
“No sir, not right now.  The lady takes a nap right bouts now.  I figure you could use some rest 
yourself.  I make up a bed for ya.  Think you can walk by yourself now?” 
 
“That’s right kind of ya, Miss Rose.  Would she mind?”  Sonny asked with hope. 
 
“No sir, I spect she don’t.  Just see that ya keep in the room and I send Lem to fetch ya when the 
time is right.  Ya look right strong when ya gots some strength in ya.  Might be handy round here 
of late.” 
 
Sonny nodded, not quite sure what to say or what to think.  Rose stood and gestured for him to 
follow.  She led him to a room on the first floor at the back of the house.  It looked to be a 
storeroom of some sort, but there was a small bed in the corner.  She quickly pulled some fresh 
sheets from a shelf off to the side and dressed the bed for him and then motioned for him to take 
it. 
 
“Best ya don’t mess them sheets.  That there is Lem’s bed and he be mighty sore if ya make it 
useless.  Get some sleep, boy.  We’ll be back to see to ya.” 
 
She left the room, closing the door behind her.  As Sonny sat gingerly on the bed, several 
thoughts rushed through his mind, the first brought on by the noticeable snap of a lock on the 
door.  He was locked in.  Where was his horse?  His gear?  Who were these people?  Was he 
being set up?  He dropped back onto the bed, resting his head upon the pillow, his drooping eyes 
betraying the worry.  Soon, he was asleep. He would find out what he needed to know when he 
awoke.  He hoped. 
 

* * * 
 

Wyoming Territory, 1881 
 
Sonny awoke with a fright, unsure of where he was.  He looked around expecting to be in the 
supply room again, but instead found himself back in the Doc’s recovery room.  He craned his 
neck to look out the window and recognized it as daytime.  How long had he been asleep? 
 
He realized that Corinna was not by his side anymore.  He looked around the room to find her 
and noticed that the Doc was also gone.  He was alone. He wanted to holler out, but before he 
could, the door swung open gently and Corinna walked in the room looking as lovely as she ever 
had.  The curls in her hair were slightly matted from sleeping by Sonny’s side, and he could tell 
the wear of the last few days on her beautiful face, but to him it only made him care for her 
more. 
 
“Awake finally?” she asked with a tiny smile. 
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“Yes…how long have I…” 
 
“Nearly the whole day,” she anticipated the question and gave answer.  “I was about to think 
maybe we lost you,” she continued with a laugh as she saw the look that followed on Sonny’s 
face. 
 
He started to try and sit up but she stopped him. 
 
“You just lie still and don’t put up such a fuss.  I’ve some soup for you.” 
 
Sonny’s face twisted a bit at the mention of soup. 
 
“It’ll be good for you.  Help to get your strength back,” she said as she fluffed a pillow and 
placed it behind Sonny’s head. 
 
“How ‘bout your strength,” Sonny asked her, worried that she had been getting too little sleep. 
 
“I declare…if one more person asks about me today…well…well I’ll just scream!” 
 
“OK…OK…no need to get your feathers ruffled…” Sonny tried to calm her. 
 
“Oh…I’m sorry.  I just can’t get over people trying to look after me when you’re the patient.  I 
can take care of myself just fine. Been doing it all these years anyhow.  How do you think Bert 
eats so good every night?  Who do you think does all the sewing?  The laundry?  I mean…well, I 
didn’t mean to raise my voice, but…” 
 
“I understand.  Maybe it’s time for that soup?” Sonny asked. 
 
“Oh, of course.  Silly girl…just going on and on…you hold on and I’ll be right back with it.” 
 
She quickly left the room with the grace he had grown accustomed to and he watched after her 
longingly.  He wished he were out of the bed and able to rush to her at that moment. He was not 
ready to tell her his whole story yet, but at that moment he might have tried.  He pulled the 
pillow from behind his head with his one good arm and rested it on his chest, holding it in an 
embrace as he let his mind drift once again… 
 

* * * 
 

Alabama, August 1863 
 
Sonny awoke.  He lifted his eyelids with some effort and tried to look around the room. It was 
not quite dark outside, what little light there was coming from a small window near the ceiling 
over his bed.  He was confused at first.  Where was he?  How long had he been out?  He lifted 
his legs and threw them over the side of the small bed and his feet hit the ground with a slight 
thud. 
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Where were his boots?  He looked around the room and found them placed neatly under a small 
table with some clean clothes draped over the top.  He looked down at himself and he was still 
wearing the dirty clothes he had been given at the refuge camp.  Rubbing his hands over his eyes, 
he tried to think back on what had happened.  He had come across the house…and had some 
food…and then they put him in this room…and locked the door! 
 
He heard the sound of the latch on the door click from someone unlocking it and his hand 
immediately went for his revolver.  It was not there.  Neither was his knife.  The door opened 
and Rose walked in and placed her hands on her wide hips. 
 
“’Bout time you come to life.  Near about thought you was about to sleep through Christmas.” 
 
Sonny remained silent for a moment and then uttered a slight “Thanks” as Rose’s eyebrows 
pursed. 
 
“Well now, you sure is welcome.  Now maybe you wants to eat again?  The lady has suggested 
that you have some more of that soup.  Feel up to it?  Got to puts some muscle back into you, 
boy.  Way too scrawny if ya asks me.” 
 
“Might be nice.  Thank ya ma’am.”  Sonny managed to say before he got Rose irritated again.  
He stood and shifted over to the clean clothes. 
 
“You put them clothes on after I walk away, ya hear. Ain’t nobody want to see ya business.” 
 
She walked out and left the door open hollering after to say that he should come on into the 
kitchen when dressed.  He took off the dirty shirt and pants, and looked down at his 
underclothes.  They were just as filthy.  He rifled through the pile of clean clothes and found a 
fresh pale red union suit.  Stripping off his current one, he briefly glanced around as if to make 
sure no one saw him and then had to laugh at his own modesty. 
 
Dressed finally in a pair of wool socks, clean brown pants and a fresh blue collarless shirt, he 
placed his gun belt back around his waist and looked around to see if there was anything else of 
his in the room.  Satisfied that he had it all, he picked up the boots and walked out to make his 
way to the kitchen as ordered.  He had some trouble finding his way but passing the door, he 
heard Rose humming softly to herself and walked in. 
 
“Well, now…don’t you look the gentleman,” she chided slightly.  “Gots your soup heated and 
waitin’ for ya.  You just sit right down and take in a bit more strength.” 
 
He did so and quickly began slurping his meal. 
 
“Slow down, boy.  You gonna burn your tongue like that,” she scolded. 
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He made the effort to do as she suggested and looked around.  He could tell the sun was going 
down by the soft light coming in through the window, and he did not hear any other noise in the 
house except for Rose busying herself with chores. 
 
“How long have I slept,” he asked. 
 
“Near two days.  You come in Friday mornin’ and it now Saturday evenin’ just abouts. Must a 
been plumb tuckered out, seems to me.” 
 
“Yes’m,” he answered between sips of his soup.  Rose turned from the counter and placed a plate 
with a small slice of bread on it. 
 
“You go on and eat that too.  What little we gots, we can share.  Hardly no flour left though.  No 
salt neither lessen Lem gets on back.” 
 
She went back to her work and Sonny greedily bit at the bread, almost swallowing it whole.  He 
finished up his small meal and did not know what to do next.  He wanted to know about Mrs. 
Butler, and more importantly about Mr. Butler, the Colonel.  When was he to return, he 
wondered? 
 
Rose finished up what she was doing and turned back to see him sitting silently. 
 
“Well, that didn’t take ya long,” she said with a chuckle.  “Guess we gonna have to find ya 
something bigger to eat next time.  Ain’t seen an appetite like that since the Mister left.  Not 
even old Lem.  And us women folk, well, we eats like birds anyway.” 
 
She saw Sonny looking her over slightly.  “I may be big, but that’s just how I’s born.  Darn near 
lost too much weight as it is.” 
 
Rose picked up his dishes and began to walk out of the kitchen.  “You best stay here while I 
clean these up.  I’ll be back to gets ya and show ya around.  Not much to see this time a day, 
though.  Lord almighty, the boy almost slept…” she trailed off as she pushed the screen door 
open with her hips and walked out of the room.  
 
Now alone again, Sonny stood and walked around.  He wanted to wait for Rose.  He felt safe 
enough with her.  But he was concerned about his weapons and gear…and his horse, where was 
his horse?  He quietly walked back to the door he had come in through and looked up and down 
the long hallway.  Seeing a soft and shimmering light nearer the front of the house, he wondered 
why he had not seen it before. 
 
Walking towards it, he realized that the sun was now down over the hills and it was close to 
becoming pitch black save for that one light.  As he got closer, his concern grew wondering what 
or who was in the room.  Hoping for Mrs. Butler, he was relieved to see the shape of a female 
form sitting silently in a rocking chair by a fireplace.  No fire was lit.  After all, it was still 
summer.  But by her chair was one lone glass covered candleholder with a candle flickering it’s 
soft light around the room. 
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Sonny shuffled his feet slightly to make his presence known.  He did not know exactly what to 
say.  She startled for a moment and them turned to look at him. 
 
“Our guest has arisen.  I…hope your sleep was sound,” she said with an air of sadness to her 
voice, and maybe still a little fear. 
 
“Yes ma’am,” Sonny quickly answered wishing to express his thanks. 
 
“I was reluctant when Rose told me you had stayed.  I must be honest and tell ya that I wish you 
had been gone when I myself awoke.  But we must consider kindness a virtue, and I have always 
said that a person in need requires such kindness.” 
 
She noticed Sonny still shuffling his feet slightly, “Please…won’t ya have a seat?  We have little 
furniture these days…but I believe there is a chair there to your right.” 
 
Sonny looked and found it.  She gestured for him to bring it over next to her and he did so, 
making sure to lift it so as not to scratch the floor.  As he sat, she continued, 
 
“Most of the furniture was sold early in the war…or as it progressed.  I am afraid we are to our 
last bit of inventory now.  And no one has the money to purchase it at any rate.  My how the 
times have changed.” 
 
Sonny remained silent as she spoke, watching her small head bob up and down as she spoke as if 
to show her distaste of the situation.  He did not recall what she looked like from their initial 
encounter and the small candle light did not help him to get a good look at her face now. 
 
But he could tell that her body was petite, and her hair was gathered on top of her head, but not 
neatly.  He could just barely make out the hair color…a dark brown or light black perhaps.  She 
gently rocked in the chair, and he could see her breathing as her chest worked in and out as she 
spoke. 
 
“Sir…have I begun to bore ya?” she said at last after several minutes of silence on Sonny’s part.  
He had not realized she had stopped speaking. 
 
“Oh, no ma’am.  I…jest don’t rightly know what to say.” 
 
“Well, you could begin by tellin’ me a bit about yourself.  Where do ya come from, and pray tell 
what has become of ya to find yourself sufferin’ so from starvation?” 
 
“Well,” Sonny began, not quite sure where to start or exactly how much he should say.  
“I…well, I lost my regiment ‘bout two weeks ago.” 
 
“Lost?  Seems rather careless,” she interrupted with a sense of humor. 
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“Well, that is to say I got separated.  Guess I got lost myself.  And…um…well, finally drifted 
this a way.  You kind folks were nice enough to give me bed and food.  And I can’t thank ya 
enough.” 
 
“Yes, well…what of your people?” 
 
“My people?  Well, um…they’s up to Missouri.  Um…well, they were I guess.” 
 
“Ya mean you don’t know where they are either?  My, you are careless, sir.” 
 
Sonny started laughing a bit and realized that she was not.  He tried to find the best way to say it 
and then decided not to after all. 
 
“Ain’t seen ‘em since the start of the war.” 
 
“Well, I must suppose you are of southern stock, yes?” 
 
“Of course, ma’am.” 
 
After a moment of silence, she questioned again, “Do ya mind tellin’ me who you were with…I 
mean, your regiment, or division….my, I don’t know what these things are called…so confusing.  
With whom did you fight…that is if ya fought at all?” 
 
Sonny was saved by the sudden appearance of Rose at the parlor door.  “I done told ya to stay 
where ya was.  I’m sorry Miss.  I told him to stay in the kitchen.” 
 
“It’s quite alright,” Mrs. Butler responded almost absently mindedly.  She seemed elsewhere for 
a second. 
 
“I’ll gets his dirty clothes washed and ready for him in t’morning,” she said as she scowled at 
Sonny. 
 
“That’s just fine, Rose,” she responded still thinking in the distance. 
 
After Rose walked away, she turned back to Sonny completely forgetting her line of questions 
before the interruption. 
 
“Ya must know of my husband, if ya fought north of here.  Colonel Butler?” 
 
“Uh…well, no ma’am.  I can’t rightly say if I do.  I meet all kinds out there.  Maybe if I say a 
face, I might recall.” 
 
She seemed slightly confused for the moment but let it pass.  Then a look of almost surprise 
came across her shadowed face, “My, I don’t even know your name.” 
 
“It’s Gamble, ma’am.  Sonny Gamble.” 
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“Is Sonny your Christian name?” she asked with some distaste. 
 
“Well, no ma’am.  I was born James.  But my family always called me Sonny and so did my 
friends.” 
 
“Well, I shall call ya James.  It’s a much nicer name, if ya ask me.  Which of course, ya did not.  
But still, I prefer it.” 
 
“Of course ma’am.  Call me anything ya like.” 
 
“Anything?” she asked almost coyly. 
 
“Um…sure,” Sonny answered, slightly confused. 
 
“Well then James.  Ya don’t intend to murder me.  If ya did, ya might have done so as we sat 
here speakin’.  And ya seem nice enough that I suppose we shall have to ask ya to stay for a 
spell.  You are in no condition to travel anyway.  I imagine ya have a question or two for me?” 
 
“Well, yes ma’am.  Mind tellin’ me wear my things are?” 
 
“Oh…your things.  I believe Rose has them stashed away somewhere.  It wouldn’t do to just 
leave them lying around, ya know.” 
 
“And maybe my gun?” 
 
“Do ya have need for it?” she asked, little worried that he did. 
 
“Well, not rightly…but I would like to have it.” 
 
“Perhaps when we know each other a little more. And where are my manners, speaking of such.”  
She held out her hand for Sonny to take.  “My name is Elizabeth Butler.” 
 
Sonny took the hand and bent to kiss it but she pulled it away before he could. 
 
“I apologize.  I don’t know what came over me.  How very forward of me,” she responded, just a 
little embarrassed.  “One must remember that we are not where we used to be.” 
 
She stood and bent to pick up the candleholder. 
 
“If ya will follow me, sir…” she said as she began to walk from the room, turning just at the 
door. 
 
Sonny stood and followed her as she led him up the flight of stairs at the front of the house. 
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“There is a bedroom just at the top of the stairs.  It is made up with clean linens.  I hope it is 
satisfactory.” 
 
Sonny followed her as she opened the door to the bedroom and gestured for him to enter.  He 
walked in and she motioned towards the nightstand next to the bed. 
 
“There is a candle in the drawer if ya wish to read or some such.  But of course, I imagine ya 
might still wish to rest up.  Besides, we are low on wax as well, wouldn’t ya know it.” 
 
Sonny nodded as she went to close the door behind her.  But before she closed it completely, she 
cracked it slightly and said, “Ya must excuse the precaution of locking the door, Mr. Gamble.  I 
still hardly know ya, after all.  But it was a lovely conversation we had.  I look forward to 
speakin’ with ya in the morning.  I do hope ya have pleasant dreams.” 
 
And with that, she closed the door fully and locked it.  Once again he was a prisoner of sorts.  
But this bed looked far more comfortable than his earlier sleeping arrangements, what he could 
see of it anyway.  He realized that he had left his boots downstairs, so he simply sat on the bed 
and thought silently for a moment.  Was this luck or something other?  He was willing to find 
out.  Mrs. Butler had a strangeness about her that he could not quite put his finger on.  But she 
seemed earnest enough in the trust she had so far shown, so he figured to repay her that. 
 
He lay back on the bed and the pillow was soft enough to put him to sleep almost instantly.  He 
was still very tired, but the food had brought him around somewhat, and the company was surely 
nice enough, even Rose and her scowls.  He figured to give it a chance and see what came of it.  
He realized it was still not safe to be out on the road.  His eyelids began to get very heavy.  As he 
wondered what would happen next, he slowly drifted off into sleep once more. 
 

* * * 
 
Sonny brought the axe down swiftly and split the log in two with ease.  This was work he had 
done before and he somewhat enjoyed the comfort of the memory.  It had been five days since he 
had arrived at this house and Rose took very little time in getting Sonny to work. He did not 
mind.  He wanted to pay for his keep in whatever way he could, and if they needed anything 
other than food right now, it was labor. 
 
He wondered what this Lem did around the place.  Rose had mentioned his name several times 
but he had yet to show.  They had mentioned him going somewhere for salt but Sonny began to 
wonder if perhaps he had run out too as it was quite obvious that much of the rest of the slave 
population at this plantation had done so.  But there had been little further conversation with 
Mrs. Butler since that night three days ago and he still did not have the entire story. 
 
Mrs. Butler was a strange one to figure out.  She had spent a good deal of time sleeping, so he 
gathered for he did not see her and mostly watched Rose take her up some small portion of food 
each afternoon.  When she was up and around the house, he had been out in the yard doing work 
– caring for the two horses they had, one of which was his own, trying to make sure the chickens 
they still had left were fed and cared for, and splitting logs as he was doing now.  There were no 
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other animals to tend to, no cows or pigs.  Not even a rooster, which suggested that there would 
be no further chickens either. 
 
He wondered how they had survived this long.  Perhaps it had been a recent situation.  Perhaps 
the money just ran out.  He wanted to know, but he would wait for Mrs. Butler to offer the 
information.  He had no desire to press his good fortune at finding this place of kindness and 
respite.  He put it out of his mind as he pushed the split logs off the chopping block and picked 
up another to feel the blade’s swift verdict.  
 
Setting it up on end, he placed the axe blade calmly on the top of the log and then with practiced 
ease pulled it back around his head and back down starting a split.  One more just like it and the 
log would be in half.  He remembered the day when he was awed by how his father could split it 
with one quick chop.  He still did not have the strength to match that.  But he tried with yet 
another log.   
 
As he brought the blade down on its next victim, he caught the sight of something moving just 
slightly on the back porch and looked up to see what it was in full.  Mrs. Butler was standing 
there silently watching him, a very slight smile on her face but a vacant look in her eyes from 
what he could tell.  He straightened his back and pulled the axe blade from the log still keeping 
her in his sights. 
 
“Oh, do go on…please,” she said.  “I had not realized that you had such strength back.” 
 
“Must have been the work, I reckon,” he answered as he took another swipe at the log, this time 
splitting it.  He dropped the axe and bent to stack the bit of wood that was already split as she 
gracefully descended the back stairs. 
 
“It’s such a shame it is not already winter.  Wouldn’t a fire be lovely?  Perhaps you should put 
some of that in the parlor in the event it takes chill.” 
 
“Yes’m,” Sonny answered making a mental note to do so after putting the rest outside the 
kitchen house. 
 
“One thing we seem to have plenty of…wood,” she said slightly bemused. 
 
“Yes’m,” Sonny repeated. 
 
“Would that we were blessed with other such abundance,” she continued as she looked off in the 
distance surveying what must have been a place of plenty at one time. 
 
Sonny took the chance to look at her finally in the daylight and realized that she was quite pretty, 
and much younger than he had supposed at the first encounters.  Her hair was the dark brown he 
had thought he had noticed, and her cheekbones were high on her face.  Her realized just how 
petite she was, standing a good foot under his own height that had grown to such that he really 
had no idea how tall he really was.  She turned back to look at him with her emerald eyes just a 
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moment before Sonny caught himself studying her and turned back to his work stacking the 
wood. 
 
She stood watching him for a second before turning back towards the house and then suddenly 
stopped.  Spinning back on him, she said with an embarrassed tone, “I must have lost all of my 
senses.  I did come out to speak with ya for a reason.  Our Lem has returned and has given us 
some good news and some bad news.  I imagine you might have interest in it as well.” 
 
“Yes ma’am?” Sonny enquired as he kept up with his work. 
 
“Well, I should like to tell ya over supper if you are free,” she added the last bit with a small 
laugh. 
 
“Nothin’ else to do tonight,” Sonny answered half playing along. 
 
“Good…then it’s settled.  I will have Rose lay out one of my husband’s suits for ya on your bed.  
I think it should fit ya fine.”  She looked at him a bit more and he stood to watch her watching 
him.   
 
Frowning slightly she said, “And you simply must do somethin’ about that facial hair.  I 
understand you have been without a chance to care for it, but it really is frightful.  I’ll make sure 
she sends up a shaving kit as well.” 
 
Sonny ran his hand over his face and realized how long his beard had grown.  He never had to 
shave before leaving the farm.  When did it start growing, he wondered?  Funny that he had 
missed it. 
 
“Of course, ma’am,” he acquiesced. “I apologize.” 
 
“There’s no need for that. It is simply good southern etiquette to look your best at the table.” 
 
She turned and walked away leaving him there to ponder what this was all about.  But the 
curiosity was piqued and he wasted no time in washing up and preparing himself for the evening.  
When he went to shave, he looked at his face in the mirror and realized that it had been the first 
time he had seen himself in two years.  Not while he was in Memphis, nor Richmond.  Not even 
as he was taking care of General Jackson at Harper’s Ferry.   
 
The beard covered his face and had grown fairly thick; making it difficult to shave off but with 
some effort he washed his face and saw that it was gone.  Where was the boy’s face that he left 
behind in Missouri?  But that thought brought back quite a few others that he preferred to keep 
silenced so he turned to the bed and dressed in a clean suit that Rose had left him.  It fit mostly, 
though a little short in the arms.  But when he turned to survey the full transformation, he was 
almost overcome by how different he looked.  When he walked downstairs and into the dining 
room, he would get much the same reaction from Mrs. Butler. 
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“My!” she exclaimed.  “Is this the man that showed up at this house earlier?  It does not appear 
so.” 
 
“Thank ya, ma’am,” he responded as his face grew flush. 
 
“And I thoughts you looked the gentleman before,” Rose interrupted as she walked in the dining 
room with plates in her hand and began to set the table. 
 
His face grew hotter still. 
 
“I do apologize for not having things ready,” Mrs. Butler said as she rushed around adjusting 
where Rose had put down the plates.  “I have spent the afternoon restin’ and just got myself 
together not ten minutes ago.  And here the lights dim outside.  I am afraid we shall have to eat 
by candle light.” 
 
“Ain’t no problem, ma’am.” 
 
“Isn’t, James…isn’t,” she corrected as she continued about her business.  When she was finished, 
she gestured for Sonny to be seated to her right and she took the place at the head of the table. 
 
“I hope you will enjoy what we have prepared.  That is the good news I have to share.  Lem 
returned with some tenderloin from Miss Betty’s and I have had Rose prepare it for us to enjoy.  
And I hope ya will.  It’s more than any of us have had for months.” 
 
Sonny nodded his head and looked around the room realizing that only two places were set. 
 
“Lem and Rose ain’t…won’t be eatin’ with us?” he asked. 
 
“Well, of course not,” she answered without a beat.  “What a silly thing to say.” 
 
Not quite knowing how to respond, Sonny changed course, “Well…about the bad news…what is 
it?” 
 
“Oh, let’s just us enjoy our meal first.  We shall speak of it later, if ya please.  It is simply too 
ghastly I am afraid.” 
 
So they set about eating the tenderloin Rose had prepared.  Some green beans were served with 
it, though not many.  Mrs. Butler was quite silent throughout the meal, other than to exclaim how 
divine everything was.  She was most enthused to open a bottle of wine that she claimed she had 
been saving for ‘just such an occasion’ as she put it.  Sonny thought it tasted fine, though nothing 
special.  He would have preferred something with a bit more bite. 
 
At one point, Mrs. Butler had pointed to the china, “My grandmothers, of course.  Terribly old.  I 
simply could not part with it.  I imagine it would fetch quite the price had we tried, but I just 
could not.” 
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“No’m.  I guess family things is somethin’ to holt onto,” was all Sonny could think to say. 
 
“Yes,” she replied as she stared out into the night through the window and went back to eating in 
silence. 
 
Soon after they completed the meal, Rose had come in to clear the dishes and Mrs. Butler had 
asked about some coffee. 
 
“I do think it would be lovely to help our digestion, Rose.  And perhaps a little of the Colonel’s 
brandy?  Is there any left?” 
 
“I’ll check on it, Miss,” Rose answered not in the least put out. 
 
“I do love somethin’ after the meal to warm me.  Such a delightful feelin’, don’t ya think?” 
 
“Don’t know…I spect,” Sonny answered getting a little nervous.  He had only had one small 
taste of such finery in his life and he was just as nervous now as he had been at the time.  But this 
time, there was no Jackson to save him. 
 
To try and change the subject, he brought up the bad news again.  “Do ya think you could 
mention it now?  The bad news?” 
 
Her face turned down slightly and she stood and walked over to the window.  “Yes, I suppose I 
shall.”  She remained silent however for a few seconds longer.  Eventually she turned and took 
her seat once more. 
 
“It appears that Texas has decided that they no longer wish to remain part of our Confederacy.  
Can you believe it?  What cowards must live there,” she said with disgust. 
 
“Not surprisin’, Miss.  I understood them to be out a sorts for a while now.  Matter a time, I 
spect.” 
 
“Really?  I had no idea,” she responded with shock.  “And my husband said they were such good 
shots.  Such a shame.” 
 
She stayed quiet for a minute or so and Sonny could tell that there was more she wished to tell.  
Rose came back in with the coffee and brandy and set it on the table for Mrs. Butler to pour, 
saving her from having to mention the rest just yet.  She went about her matronly duty and then 
sat once more sipping on the brandy as the coffee steamed away untouched. 
 
“There is more…I shudder to think of it.” 
 
“Yes ma’am?” Sonny tried to coax it out of her. 
 
“Lem tells me that there are Union ships in the Gulf of Mexico.  Miss Betty…that’s my cousin, 
of course…she says that the talk is all of where they will land.  Do they plan on taking on Texas 
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as well?  Or will it be even worse and see them take New Orleans finally…or even Mobile!?” 
she said with genuine horror.  “Oh, I couldn’t bear it.” 
 
“Near time for it to happen, I guess,” Sonny said more to himself than to her. “I would a figured 
they might already a done it. Only a matter of time now.” 
 
Mrs. Butler’s face seemed near tears at these words and she stood again to walk back to the 
window.  Sonny took the moment to drink some of the brandy and enjoyed to warmth it gave 
him. 
 
“Guess that means your husband will be comin’ home soon, though,” he mentioned both to ease 
her pain and remind him of the potential danger. 
 
She did not move or turn to look at him but only answered with a soft, “Yes…yes, I suppose he 
will.” 
 
“Ain’t that a good thing?” 
 
“Isn’t, James…and of course it is,” she said changing moods and returning to her seat once more 
with enough speed that the candles flickered slightly with the breeze. 
 
“My husband shall be home soon with enough money to surely return this land to a place of 
beauty.  Yes, that is true.”  She sounded almost as if she were trying to convince herself. 
 
“It’s been so hard since he has been away.  So many days wonderin’ what we might have left to 
eat.  Tryin’ to convince the slaves to stay.  That horrible overseer Mr. Crabtree just disappeared 
one day and there was simply no way to stop them after that.” 
 
She was off in the distance again and Sonny was hesitant to push but tried, “What about 
Rose…and Lem?” 
 
“Oh…well, they have always been with me.  Ever since Montgomery.  I dreaded the move but it 
was an awfully good match…” she stopped and looked past Sonny.  He started to turn to see 
what she might be looking at but then she continued, “I simply could not bear to be without dear 
Rose.  Practically raised me, she did.  My mother was insistent that I have someone to look after 
me as well.  After all, I was only twenty-one.  I had never been away from home.” 
 
Sonny was growing more curious as she let slip this personal information but remained silent and 
let her speak. 
 
“Yes, those days are gone now.  Grown far older than my years, I am afraid.  Why, just look at 
me.  My hands…my hair…oh, the days have been so very harsh.” 
 
Sonny almost wanted to laugh.  He wondered if she had any idea what it was like for the soldiers 
fighting this war.  Would they spend so much time caring about such things?  He certainly had 
not…not until today at least. 
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“And that was only five years ago!” she said, almost in tears before she caught herself and 
changed the subject.  “Listen to me prattling on such…please forgive me, sir.  I meant this to be 
a joyous evening and look how I have spoiled it.” 
 
“It’s been right nice, Mrs. Butler,” Sonny countered even though he knew the bad news far 
outweighed the good. 
 
“Yes?” she asked.  “Yes, I suppose it has.  But now I have grown weary once more.  Please 
forgive me, James.  I simply must lie down.  I hope you won’t consider me too terribly rude.” 
 
Not knowing what else to say he simply stood and nodded his head.  “If you are tired, then 
please do.  I dare not keep ya.” 
 
“Oh – nothing of the sort, sir.  I have enjoyed our little conversation.  I wish that I could keep at 
it.  Perhaps another time…yes, that would be nice.  Though I dare not think we should have such 
good fortune as this again,” she said gesturing towards the table and the kitchen.  “It is rare these 
days to find such savory foods.  But one can hope…” she drifted off again and slowly moved 
towards the door. 
 
“Please have a pleasant evening, James.  I shall speak to ya again when I am more rested.” 
 
She walked from the room taking one of the candles, leaving him alone with his thoughts.  What 
a strange night, was his first.  But the food was good, was his second.  He thought about 
venturing out to the kitchen house to see if Rose needed any help but instead decided to go sit on 
the front porch.  He made it halfway there before deciding that he too could use some rest.  He 
had worked hard over the last couple of days and it caught up with him quickly at night.  He was 
sure he would have time to figure out what caused such strangeness later.  Tonight he just 
wanted to enjoy the good food and not think too much on the rest.  He suspected much the same 
about Mrs. Butler. 
 

* * * 
 
Two days had passed since Sonny had dined with Elizabeth Butler and very little had been said 
once again between them since that time.  She was an oddity to him, in so many ways; but she 
also had a certain charm, something he was not used to.  He felt safe, safer than he had been in 
quite a long time, and he was willing to put up with the uncertainty, at least until her husband’s 
inevitable return. 
 
This day, Rose had set him to work on the front porch repairing a step.  The weather was still 
quite warm and the afternoon sun beat down on him, broken up by a cool breeze that blew by 
occasionally.  He stopped briefly to sit and look out upon the visage that was once this plantation 
and watched as the slight wind blew the dirt around the long road leading to the place.  As he sat, 
his eyes began to make out a figure on horseback moving slowly up the road…a sight he knew 
very well.  He strained to look to see if he recognized a color – gray. 
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Without a thought, he stood and walked back into the house hoping to find Mrs. Butler.  But it 
was still before noon and she had yet to show herself.  He made his way back to the kitchen 
house and found Rose busy with cleaning the place, humming quietly to herself. 
 
“Miss Rose…there’s somebody comin’.” 
 
She looked up at him with a face mixed with both alarm and pleasant surprise. “I best tell the 
Misses.” 
 
Quickly she was away leaving Sonny to his thoughts.  Were they coming for him?  Surely not.  
They had no idea where he was.  But he could not show himself.  He had to stay silent and 
invisible, if he could.  The minutes waiting for Rose to return seemed far too long and finally he 
decided to see what was happening.   
 
He returned to the main hall just in time to see Rose peeking through the front window of the 
parlor and Mrs. Butler slowly descending the stairs.  She looked the picture of hospitality except 
her face betrayed that sense of ease that southern women were known for.  She calmly walked to 
the door to have it open when the rider arrived and Sonny decided that he had best return to the 
kitchen.  Rose followed after him. 
 
“Where you goin’, boy?” 
 
“I…well, it don’t seem right for me to show myself.  He…the soldier…” 
 
“How you know it a soldier?” 
 
“The uniform,” he replied watching carefully the look that came across Rose’s face. 
 
“So?” she asked with purpose. 
 
“I…don’t know.  Jest better to stay here unless she calls…don’t ya think?” 
 
“Don’t know what to think,” Rose responded with an accusatory tone.  “Don’t see no reason to 
be hiden’ back here when the Misses might be needin’ some strength.” 
 
“It’s jest that…well, it’s a long story, Rose.  I jest need to stay here, ya understand?” 
 
She looked at him long and hard and suddenly a look of understanding came over her face.  She 
stepped back a few feet and sat in a chair by the wall.  Fanning herself for a moment with her 
hand, she sighed heavily. 
 
“Ain’t gonna make ya say nothin’ ya can’t say.  But ain’t no reason to be hiden’ neither.”  She 
sat silent for another moment and then finally continued,  “Well, if it’s hiden’ ya need, then it’s 
hiden’ ya gets.” 
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Rose stood again and walked out of the room and back to the door leading into the house, taking 
another look at Sonny, but this time with more understanding.  He could not help but follow, out 
of curiosity and perhaps more.  Rose walked into the house and Sonny hesitated at first, but the 
gasp he heard Rose signal made him enter behind her. 
 
Inside, they heard shouting.  Low at first, it became louder but they could barely make out what 
was being said.  The words “alone”, “scandal” and “too proud” were distinctive and Rose looked 
back at Sonny with a worried face.  She ushered him back out to the kitchen quickly. 
 
“What is it?” he asked unsure of what exactly was happening. 
 
“That there is a southern officer,” she said with a certain tone.  “I think the Misses may be in 
trouble!” 
 
“Then give me back my gun,” quickly escaped Sonny’s lips. 
 
Rose looked at him closely for a moment broken up finally by a scream in the front hallway loud 
enough for them to hear. 
 
“Now, Rose! Ya got to give it to me!” Sonny said with force enough to break her from a seeming 
stupor. 
 
She did not hesitate now.  She walked over to a tall cabinet and reached up to the top pulling 
down a brown can.  Lifting the large lid, she pulled his revolver from it and placed in Sonny’s 
hands with a stern warning on her face.  He wasted no time checking to make sure it was still 
loaded and finding that it was, he made his way back into the house. 
 
He silently moved through the dining area and stopped just as he was about to get to the front 
hall.  He still heard Mrs. Butler trying to protest and the officer was yelling back for her to stay 
calm.  “Only take a minute,” Sonny heard him say in a menacing tone meant to sound soothing.  
Then, with a slap, the screaming stopped followed by a soft, muffled cry and with swift action 
Sonny turned the corner and pointed his gun.  He was just in time to see the last bit off 
Elizabeth’s white dress as she was dragged up the stairs.  He made after it. 
 
As he cautiously moved up the hall, he began to hear grunts and her same muffled cry.  He 
reached the front steps to his left and turned to see a gray uniform enveloping the white dress of 
Elizabeth Butler.  She on the ground with her back braced against the top step and he struggling 
to get his pants down around his ankles. 
 
Sonny made his way softly up the first few stairs giving the man enough time to say, “Think ya 
gonna tell me no?  What ya got now that’s worth savin’!” 
 
Sonny hollered out, “Hey…you there!” 
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The man turned suddenly and let go of Elizabeth.  On instinct, she scampered up the last step 
onto the landing as the officer went for his side arm now down around his feet.  The look on his 
face was of shock and surprise.  He fumbled for his weapon but it did not last long… 
 
The gun went off with a cloud of smoke following quickly behind and when it cleared, the man 
was laying face down, his hand still reaching for his gun.  Sonny took one step at a time, his 
revolver still leveled to fire again if he needed to.  He reached the top step and gave a kick to the 
body.  It did not move.  He reached down with one arm and turned the body over.  Blood 
covered his chest and the same look of surprise was on the man’s face. He never knew what was 
coming. 
 
The gasp from Elizabeth Butler made him turn to see her sitting on the floor, holding her torn 
dress around her chest.  Tears flowed freely from her eyes but she made effort to dry them 
quickly, almost as if embarrassed. 
 
“Ya all right?” Sonny asked slowly. 
 
She took a few moments and finally answered, “Yes.” 
 
In her hand she still held a piece of folded paper, and Sonny looking at it made her take notice of 
it again.  With the last few sobs she was prepared to let go of, she looked down at it. 
 
“It’s my husband…” she said and stopped. 
 
Sonny looked down at the body and she shook her head from side to side. 
 
“No…the letter.  My husband has been killed.” 
 
Sonny did not know what to say.  He knew the feeling, almost.  But he had no words to comfort 
her at the moment.  Rose rushed to the top of the steps in time to save him. 
 
“Now Miss…ya jest get on up here and let Rose tend to ya.  Come on now.” 
 
She slowly stood with Rose’s help and they started off to her room before Elizabeth stopped and 
turned back to Sonny.  Her face was changed now, as if nothing had happened.  But the words 
she struggled with proved that it had. 
 
“That man…would have surely taken my honor.  I…I thank ya, sir.” 
 
Sonny only nodded and tucked the gun into his pants.  He looked down at the body as Rose 
walked Elizabeth into her room.  He would have to get rid of it.  He reached down to make sure 
the man was dead once more, and finding no pulse, he calmly helped the cold body over his 
shoulder and made his way back down the stairs.  Taking the man out back, he hollered for Lem. 
 
“Laws, mercy!” was all Lem could say when he came out of the barn and saw the body on the 
ground.  “Who done this?” 
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Sonny stayed quiet for a few moments as he looked at the cold form and then looked up at Lem 
to reply, “I did.” 
 

* * * 
 
Sonny had buried the body with Lem’s help and had not seen Mrs. Butler for the rest of the day.  
Rose, too, was preoccupied caring for her lady.  By nightfall, Sonny was tired and assumed he 
would talk with Mrs. Butler again the next day.  He still did not know how to comfort her for the 
death of her husband, but he could not help feeling a certain sense of relief.  He felt bad about 
this, but it was simply true.  As for the death of the soldier, Sonny felt nothing.  And for this, 
there was no thought, one-way or the other. 
 
Stripping down to his union suit, he climbed into bed and with a sigh, placed his head on the soft 
pillow.  He knew it would not take long to fall asleep and he was right.  But a few hours after 
closing his eyes, he was stirred by the form of another body sitting on the bed next to him.  In the 
darkness of the room, he could barely make out the figure of Elizabeth Butler. 
 
“Ma’am…can I do somethin’ for ya?” he asked unsure of what to say. 
 
“I admit that this is terribly rude of me…but,” she started to say as she lowered herself to lie next 
to Sonny in the bed, running her hands over his hair, “I find that so much has happened today.  I 
feel so terribly lonely, ya see?  I simply need somethin’, or someone to hold.” 
 
Sonny was not sure what to think.  She was running her hands over his face and somewhat 
dreamily looking almost past him. 
 
“Please don’t think me forward, James.  But I have not had the warmth of another soul in so 
long.  And now my husband shant return.”  She continued stroking his hair and then asked as if 
to gain permission, “If only for a few hours?” 
 
“I…of course,” was all Sonny could think to answer.  His body was rather stiff from uncertainty 
and she noticed it. 
 
“Does this bother ya?” 
 
“N...No ma’am.  It’s jest…” 
 
“Just uncomfortable?” 
 
“Yes.” 
 
“Then perhaps we should both get under the covers and pretend we have done this every night.  
As if we were a married couple.” 
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He was astounded at this change in her nature.  Having never been with a woman intimately, he 
knew nothing of what it meant to even pretend as she suggested.  But he allowed for her to move 
under the covers with him and felt her slightly warmer body join with his. 
 
“Yes, this is much better,” she said with a slight laugh.  She ran her hands down Sonny’s chest 
and back up to trace the arm. 
 
“You seem to have gained much of your form back, James.” 
 
“Um…yes ma’am. I guess it’s been the labor you have been kind enough to let me do here, Mrs. 
Butler.” 
 
“Must we be so formal at this moment?  I should rather ya call me Elizabeth.” 
 
“Yes ma’am…Elizabeth,” he answered becoming excited in ways he had never felt. 
 
She pulled his head closer to hers but resisted the obvious temptation it presented.  Whispering, 
she said, “You have saved me.” 
 
“Ma’am?” Sonny asked to counter the tension. “You mean about today?” 
 
She let go of his face and turned her body away from him as she answered, “Let’s not speak of 
that.” 
 
Sonny’s instinct took over now and he pulled his own body closer to hers as if to cradle it.  She 
took his arm and wrapped it around her own. 
 
“Yes, that feels nice.  So warm…so familiar.” 
 
She turned her head slightly and Sonny could no longer resist the temptation the proximity of 
their faces presented.  Lightly he kissed her on the forehead.  Her response was to turn towards 
him further.  As she ran her hand up Sonny’s arm, she kissed him fully on the mouth, lightly at 
first and quickly gaining passion. 
 
The feeling was unbelievable.  Only once before had Sonny ever so much as had a kiss from a 
girl and nothing ever so brilliant as this.  He allowed himself to be swept away by it and began to 
move his own hands towards exploration. 
 
“It might be easier if we…” she started to say.  Then, instead of finishing her thought, she began 
to unbutton the front of Sonny’s union suit eventually able to move her hand to touch his skin 
directly.  Sitting up in the bed for a moment, she looked at him and his adjustments to seeing in 
the dark allowed him to catch the expression on her face.  She was suggesting…directing…but 
shyly waiting for him to follow. 
 
She moved her hands below the covers and with a few shifts came back with the hem of her 
gown in hand ready to pull it over her head and off.  She waited for him to act likewise.  He sat 
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up and moved his legs over the side of the bed, pulling the top half of his undergarment off of his 
frame and then down around his feet.  In modesty, he quickly moved back under the covers and 
found her there likewise exposed. 
 
Her body was warm but she bristled slightly at the touch of his cold hands.  But she allowed the 
movement they made to warm them and in the process, herself.  As his clumsy exploration 
proceeded, she reached out and pulled his face to her and once more passionately kissed him.  He 
responded without thought.  The newness of the experience was overcome by the pleasure of it. 
 
They continued on this way throughout the night, both of them playfully caressing, kissing and 
joining to one another.  She said not another word and he was not inclined to break the silence 
other than to occasionally speak her name, “Elizabeth…Elizabeth…Corinna.” 
 

* * * 
 
When he awoke, Elizabeth Butler was gone.  He was still naked under the covers but his mind 
was a swirl of questions, answers and a certain breezy feeling he could not quite put his finger on 
– perhaps ecstasy?  Others might call it the prolonged after glow of a pleasure found and 
enjoyed, the movement from child to man, the discovery of something totally new and 
completely unknown just hours before.  But why?  Why him, or a better question, why her? And 
why now? 
 
He knew it had to do with her loneliness.  After all, she had said so.  But so soon after finding 
her husband was dead?  What little he knew of women, this begged the question of her quality 
perhaps, or maybe her true feelings towards the husband in question.  But she was gone and 
unable to answer these questions. 
 
He dressed and found his way downstairs and into the dining area.  Here he found her, silent and 
looking out the window as if in a dream. 
 
“Good morning,” he said not sure if he should be familiar or not. 
 
She turned to look at him and her expression was burning, almost accusatory. 
 
“Is there somethin’ wrong?” he asked wondering he she somehow thought he had been too 
forward. 
 
“I should have liked to have known your circumstance, Mr. Gamble.” 
 
Back to formality, it seemed.  “My circumstance?” 
 
“Rose tells me of your desire to stay hidden.  Have ya run away from something?  And why have 
ya not told me?” 
 
“How could I trust ya,” he asked in response. 
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“Trust me?  I should think the feeling is mutual.  More so now, wouldn’t ya think?” 
 
“I deserted.”  There – it was out.  “That calls for death if I was caught.  I couldn’t run the risk 
that ya might turn me in.” 
 
“Perhaps I should have anyway.  Here comes this lone soldier from nowhere and one that should 
have been fightin’ to save this land of ours.  Do ya know that New Orleans has fallen?  And what 
have ya done to save it?” 
 
At this, Sonny began to get angry. “I have done my share in this war, ma’am.  I have seen my 
own brother die in front of me.  And untold others too.  Ya have no idea what it is to be out on 
those lines, to see death so close.  And what are we fighten’ for now anyway.  It’s over!” 
 
She stood and walked closer to him, her expression unchanged. 
 
“Yes, it shall soon be over.  The rider…” she stopped for a moment to collect herself after the 
memory.  “The rider that came yesterday was a Major under my husband’s command.  The letter 
he brought me told not only of my husband’s death, but also that his entire army was scattered 
and fleeing.  They are routed and it is only a matter of time before we shall find this place 
covered by southern and northern troops alike.  Yes, Mr. Gamble – it will soon be over.  And I 
should think ya might be wary of either party if your situation is as dire as I think it is.” 
 
Sonny did not know what to say.  Last night so warm and today so cold.  He could only think of 
one direction to go. 
 
“Elizabeth,” he spoke her name to try and find that familiarity from the night before.  She did 
respond at first, the look of anger briefly leaving her face. He took the opening, “Last night…did 
it matter if I was a deserter?  Did it not make ya feel somethin’…somethin’ more?” 
 
She remained silent before answering the question, not sure even if she should.  “It did…yes.  
But do not mistake loneliness for love.” 
 
“Was that all it was?  Am I just some warm body for you to use at your desire, whenever ya see 
fit to do so?” 
 
Turning away from him she said, “I do not have to answer that query, sir.  My husband is dead 
and I have been alone for some time now.  I dare not think it proper for me to be talked to in this 
manner.” 
 
“Proper?  As you said…your husband is dead.  And yet ya climb into bed with me after just 
findin’ this out?  Then what is proper…Mrs. Butler?” 
 
She turned on him with fury.  “How dare ya speak to me like this?  Who are you to judge how I 
live my life?  Why must everyone assume that I should be so prim and proper?  My God, why 
must everyone feel it is for them to decide how I act?” 
 



 -35-  

This was a different side of her.  He felt there was more to her than she had so far shared, but 
how to ask it?  Should he even try?  But she had been so accusatory to him; he felt he had little 
choice. 
 
“Is there somethin’ I’m missin’ here?  What causes this anger?” 
 
“It is none of your business, sir.  I should like to be left alone.  I will not ask ya to leave at the 
moment.  But I am profoundly disappointed.” 
 
“I’ll go if that’s what ya want.” 
 
“I did not ask ya to leave the plantation, James.” 
 
“But why should I stay now?” 
 
“Because,” she started to answer and Sonny could sense confusion within her.  “Because I’m 
askin’ ya to stay.  I just said I was disappointed.” 
 
“Disappointed,” Sonny repeated.  “Sure.” 
 
He walked towards the door leading to the kitchen house and then stopped and turned back to 
her. 
 
“I’ll be out back when the disappointment wears off.”  
 
And then he walked from the room leaving her alone to think, be mad – whatever.  Sonny did not 
care at the moment.  He had no idea what caused this woman to act the way she did and she 
seemed unwilling to help him figure it out.  But he was also hurt that she would be so familiar 
one moment and then turn on him completely.   
 
He almost wanted to leave, and in fact probably should given that armies of blue and gray would 
soon be making their way there if what she said was true.  But she had asked him to stay.  And 
he loved the feeling she had given him the night before.  So he would stay, for now.  He would 
respect her wish.  But he would watch her carefully.  He had no doubt she would do the same to 
him. 
 

* * * 
 
Suspicion of someone can easily be overtaken by charm, as well as absence of the very person to 
be suspicious of.  Elizabeth Butler had first taken Sonny aback, but soon after, her charm, and 
certainly her body, had won him over.  It was likewise with her, he suspected.  But as usual, 
when faced with uncertainty, Mrs. Butler had stayed to herself in her room for the previous three 
days. 
 
Rose, on the other hand, had been ready and willing to give Sonny a crooked eye when she saw 
or spoke to him.  No words passed between them of what had transpired either at night or in the 
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daytime between Sonny and Elizabeth, but she knew.  And he knew that she knew.  So he kept to 
himself as well, doing whatever she asked and mostly working with Lem. 
 
Lem was almost as old as Rose, but moved as if he was ancient.  Sonny was not a talkative sort, 
but Lem was.  Whenever they would work together, Lem would go on and on about his life.  He 
had been a field hand early and then transferred to the house when he had broken a leg as a 
young man.  Years of easier work had softened him, but he still tried his best and the work he 
had been made to do since the rest of the slaves had left had kept him tired, but somehow, still 
agreeable. 
 
In the hours they spent together, Sonny had learned that Lem and Rose had both come with 
Elizabeth from Montgomery.  That she had been a right pretty girl but was prone to wildness, but 
he would not go further than that, each time stopping himself to suggest that he shouldn’t talk 
about the Misses that way. 
 
Sonny knew not to pry.  In many ways, he did not want to know.  He was still sore about the last 
encounter with her and wanted to keep that anger.  At least it was feeling, something he had lost 
somewhere along the way.  But the curiosity did not leave him, nor did the vague emotion that he 
did not know what to call that came over him when he thought of her.  Yes, anger…but 
something more. 
 
They had both seen men wandering by in the distance who dared not come near the house, 
thinking it surely an officer’s home, which it was.  But Sonny knew they were deserting just as 
he had done.  Did it make him feel any better about his actions?  He would have had to be 
regretful of it in the first place, and he was not – Jackson’s lesson still not a part of him. 
 
But it would occasion talk between he and Lem about the war and Sonny’s part in it.  Of course, 
Lem wanted to know many details, but Sonny was unable to give them over.  He would have to 
recall them first, and even if they were clear in his head if wanted, they were precisely not that – 
not wanted.  Sonny was not ready to remember in full his life for the previous two years. 
 
At the end of the third day of not speaking with Elizabeth, Sonny went inside after his work and 
Rose fed him his food, what little of it there was.  She had no words for him other than “don’t be 
such a mess” and “take that hat off – ain’t ya got no manners?” 
 
He finished his meal and made his way to his room upstairs, wondering what Elizabeth was 
doing at the moment. As it was, she was coming down just as he was going up.  And she looked 
beautiful, damn him for thinking so, he thought to himself. They passed each other on the stairs, 
both staring forward as if to purposely not look upon each other.  But when she had turned the 
corner at the banister, he stopped like he would say something.  She did too. 
 
Sonny shifted to the edge of the stairs and placed his hands on the railing and waited instead for 
her to speak.  After a moment or two of silence, she finally did, 
 



 -37-  

“Mr. Gamble…please allow me to apologize for my behavior.  It was truly abominable.  Here I 
am to play hostess and I treat ya with such disregard for your own circumstance.  How could I 
have been so thoughtless?” 
 
This was a new avenue.  Sonny thought of the best words to say and all that came out was “Ya 
didn’t know.”  He recognized instantly that it came out coldly.  He longed to be warm towards 
her, but feeling she would turn it into something else, his instincts told him not to. 
 
“No…of course,” she replied, somewhat dejected.  Changing her mood quickly, she continued, 
“And I, of course, must have given a rather mixed message.”  This came out smooth, 
warm…flirtatious again. 
 
Sonny quickly saw through it, “Awww, ma’am…now this jest… ya lost a husband and I have 
lost jest like you have.  I can’t explain it and don’t near try to.  Jest let it be, I guess.  That’s all 
that we can do.” 
 
She placed her hand over his on the railing and left it there purposely.  Sonny did not try to move 
it. 
 
“Please…James…” she said with a slightly longing voice, “allow me to make amends?” 
 
“Ain’t…there’s no reason for that now…jest let it be,” Sonny tried to respond over the sure 
curiosity he was experiencing.  How would she make amends, he wondered? 
 
“I couldn’t possibly allow us to remain at odds, James.  Why don’t ya go on up to your room and 
have a nice warm bath. I’ll have Rose prepare some water for ya.  Allow me to visit with ya later 
this evening…I promise not to bite.  Not nearly so hard, at least.” 
 
The twinkle in her eye let Sonny know exactly what her methods would be.  And even if he 
wished to stay clear of what might be a messy situation, if it was not already, he could not resist.  
Her emerald eyes blinked not once or twice, but seemingly as if a butterfly had taken over.  He 
could not resist.  And later that night, the only thing he could think of was how could he have 
ever thought of resisting in the first place. 
 

* * * 
 
The early morning hours approached and Sonny sat just slightly up in bed with Elizabeth cradled 
in his arms.  She purred softly as she half slept and half listened to the early morning’s song.  
Sonny could not think of a more blissful state than the one he was in that very moment. Out of 
nowhere, Elizabeth spoke up, 
 
“How old are ya, James?  I have always figured twenty?  Twenty-one?” 
 
“Um, yes…that’s twenty…exactly.” 
 
She knew he lied but let him have his secret this time. 
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“We are not so very different, you and I.  Not too many years separate us, and we do have some 
of the same culture…well, no…that’s not right…we share a certain heritage, do we not?” 
 
“I suppose,” Sonny said still feeling poorly about the lie.  It’s only two years’ difference, he 
thought to himself.  But still less distant than whatever heritage she spoke of, surely. 
 
“I wonder what might have been had we met outside of this awful mess.” 
 
He knew that never would have occurred, but played along with a quick and still honest, 
“dunno.” 
 
“I should think we might have got on famously.  Such a strappin’ young man, and me…well, I 
used to be quite beautiful, if ya can believe it.” 
 
“Ya still are,” Sonny commented without a second’s beat. 
 
“Oh, ya flatter me.  See there?  Ya do know how to be a proper beau.” 
 
And then she quieted.  Off in her own world again.  Sonny wondered what this world had in it 
that she found herself there so often.  Finally he asked. 
 
“Why do ya go away sometimes?” 
 
“I beg your pardon?” 
 
“Why…why do ya start off dreamin’ like that sometimes?” 
 
After a few moments of what seemed honest reflection she finally answered, “Ghosts.” 
 
“Ghosts?” 
 
“Yes. We all have them, don’t we?” 
 
Sonny had to readily admit that he certainly did.  But who were her ghosts?  He gave her a slight 
nudge with his arm to have her keep going. 
 
“Yes…well, I should rather not share them with ya, lest ya think me a lesser woman than surely 
ya already do.” 
 
“I think nothin’ like at.” 
 
“Oh, yes ya do.  And with good reason, I should think.” 
 
“Why’s that?” he asked. 
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“Dear, sir…why must ya ask me so many questions?” 
 
She rolled over and stroked his chest, looking up at him in the muddy early light.  He responded 
likewise and bent his head down to kiss her on the top of the head.  She allowed him to cradle 
her once more and they stayed quiet for a few minutes. 
 
She finally broke the silence hesitatingly, “I would tell ya that my life before movin’ to Mobile 
was less than…shall we say, perfect.” 
 
With a slight chuckle, Sonny asked her how that could be. 
 
“Why do ya laugh, sir?  Just because one grows up in a lifestyle of comfort does not suggest that 
one cannot have their share of…troubles.” 
 
“Oh…of, course.  I didn’t mean to suggest…” 
 
“I don’t think ya knew what you were suggestin’,” she responded in a pout. 
 
“Come now…ain’t no call for that,” Sonny tried to dissuade her.  “I’s jest sayin’ that I knew 
what ya meant.” 
 
“I was not quite what my parents expected of me…shall we say.” 
 
“And what did they expect?” 
 
“Oh…a girl that did exactly as they wanted, with never a moment of issue or worry.  I ask you – 
who lives such a life?  What child can be perfect?” 
 
Suddenly a thought of Sonny’s last conversation with his father rushed into his head and he had 
to stifle it in order to hear what she continued saying. 
 
“…and they simply would not allow me to be seen with any beau without a chaperon.  I mean, 
the nerve.  Did they think me a harlot?  Some woman of the night?  The very idea.” 
 
He quickly caught back up to what she was saying and asked, “Why did they think such a 
thing?” 
 
“I just told ya they did not…but they treated me as such.  Like I was some…embarrassment.  I 
cannot give details.  It would not be proper. Suffice it to say, there was a…complication.” 
 
Sonny was lost.  High society was not anything he knew about.  Whatever could complicate such 
a childhood that he assumed had everything?  When he did not speak, she turned to him again. 
 
“Oh no…nothin’ like that.  Please, James!  Think me not such a filthy woman as that.  There was 
just…” 
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“Just?” 
 
“A boy.  Robert.  He was not liked by my parents.  Ya see, he did not have the money that we 
did and he…well, they…it simply would not work. But they cared not for me to be with him in 
any way.” 
 
“And so?  What happened?” 
 
“Allow me only to say that things ended…poorly.”  She quickly turned back to him and kissed 
him passionately.  “Let’s us not discuss it any further. Why not enjoy the quiet?  I suspect Rose 
is aware of our…this moment of ours, and we shall hear plenty of noise come daylight.  You 
should consider yourself lucky, sir.  You shall not hear half as much as I.” 
 
She giggled at the thought, but Sonny did not.  And not because he thought he would get grief as 
well, but only that she thought it worse to have someone that might do so.  He would give 
anything for that in his own life.  But he let it go. 
 
After another hour of quiet petting, she left his bed and gave him a quiet and dainty kiss that flew 
through the air as she exited his room.  Once dressed, he put on his boots and began his journey 
downstairs, wondering exactly what Rose really knew and what she was prepared to say.  He did 
not have long to wait. 
 
Rose was standing at the open front door looking off in the distance. Without turning around, she 
hollered out, “Someone’s passin’ through.  And it don’t look like no soldier.” 
 
She turned to see Sonny standing on the stairs behind her.  If she was in any way angry about his 
night with Elizabeth she did not show it.  Instead, her face was filled with worry. 
 
“This one look to stop, I ‘spect.  Ya best get ya gun.” 
 
Sonny immediately backed his way up the stairs to retrieve his weapon as he tried to get a view 
out the door to see who was on their way.  He entered his room quickly and strapped on his gun 
belt, pulled the revolver and made sure it was fully loaded, and then made his way back down to 
the ground floor. 
 
Elizabeth Butler was standing next to Rose as they both watched the rider make his way to the 
house.  She turned slightly and gave him only a passing glimpse and a quick shot towards the 
weapon and then returned her gaze to the road.  As Sonny came up behind them, he trained his 
eye to make out the color and this time there was not either of the familiars he was used to.  Rose 
was right, this was no soldier. 
 
Without turning around, Elizabeth said, “Please try not to fire upon this man unless there is just 
cause.  I wish not to have any more violence in this house.” 
 
Sonny only made a nod that she could not see and kept watch.  The man was making slow time 
as well.  As he got closer, Sonny could tell that he was ill suited for riding a horse.  He seemed to 
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constantly be at odds with the slow trot of the animal and occasionally would look to the ground, 
almost as if he had dropped something or to check the distance if he himself were to drop. 
 
When he was close enough to make out his features, Rose was the first to speak up.  “Don’t 
rightly recognize him.  You think he from the city?” 
 
“I don’t either, Rose.  I’ve no idea what this is about. But he seems a strange little man.” 
 
And those were correct words for him.  His build was slight and he seemed overwhelmed by the 
larger beast beneath him. His head was a mess of straggly and unkempt white hair on either side 
of his face and very little on top.  As he finally made his way to the end of the road in front of the 
house, Sonny saw that he resembled nothing so much as a chicken – pointy nose, spindly legs 
and skinny frame covered by a poorly made and wrinkled suit. 
 
“Good morning to you,” he said as he fell more than got down off his horse.  The glasses he 
wore dropped from his face and he was forced to spend a moment to find and replace them on 
his nose. 
 
“I do apologize for making a surprise visit.  I am sure you must wonder who I am and what my 
business is…” 
 
“Yes, sir.  You could say that exactly,” Elizabeth made little time to reply. 
 
Sonny began to fall back slightly into the house, not sure what this man wanted and not wishing 
to be put in a bad situation. 
 
“Well,” the man continued, “perhaps I should introduce myself first.  The name’s 
Pendicott…Harold H. Pendicott, madam.  I have made my way here on an order of business 
concerning the end of this horrible dispute the country has been going through for these last few 
years.” 
 
“Are you to say that the war is now over, sir?” Elizabeth asked with some slight shock. 
 
“Well, not entirely, madam.  The thing is, your General Robert Lee is, as we speak, meeting with 
General Grant near Montgomery to the north.  As the armies have secured the cities of New 
Orleans and Mobile, we have been taking strides to travel into the country and inform the 
populace in order to avoid any further and unnecessary bloodshed.  We do believe it to be only a 
matter of time before we can begin the process of rebuilding this wonderful country of yours,” at 
which point he sneezed violently and his glasses fell off of his face once again. 
 
“I do apologize,” he said as he bent to retrieve his glasses.  “I seem to have come over with some 
sort of ailment that causes me much distress at times.” 
 
“I am sorry to hear, sir.” 
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Pendicott bent his chicken head from his kneeling position to enquire, “Sorry to hear of my 
ailment or sorry to hear of the war’s end?” 
 
“Your ailment, of course,” Elizabeth answered trying to remain brave in the face of this news. 
 
“Perhaps the gentleman might like to come in,” Elizabeth said more to Rose than to Pendicott.  
“Get out of the hot sun, at least.  I’ve nothin’ to offer ya, but you might do with a seat after your 
ride.  Have you been ridin’ long?” 
 
Misunderstanding the question, Pendicott answered, “Oh, not terribly.  Only these past months.  
It seems the best way to get around quickly if there is no train or carriage at hand.” 
 
“I mean on your travels around Mobile, sir.” 
 
As he came up the front steps, he replied with some embarrassment, “Oh…please excuse me, I 
thought you meant…well, yes, as a matter of fact.  All yesterday and today I have been crossing 
this side of the swamp attempting to contact your neighbors.  A lovely area, if I do say so…but a 
bit warmer than I am used to.” 
 
Elizabeth led him into the parlor and he passed by Sonny with little thought other than to size 
him up quickly.  He wasted little time in moving forward and away from Sonny who was a good 
two feet taller than Pendicott.  As he sat with a heavy sigh, he began another sneeze but it was 
stifled at the last moment.  Still, he made gesture to save his glasses from another unfortunate 
fall. 
 
“Can I offer ya some water, at least?  It is really all there is.” 
 
“Oh, well…that would be superb,” he answered with some surprise.  “Thank you very much, 
madam.  Yes, very nice.” 
 
On the floor beside his chair, he set down a bag he had been holding and opened it to ruffle for 
some papers.  Silently moving into the room, Sonny stood near the door, occasionally glancing 
over to Elizabeth who awaited Rose to return with the man’s water.  She did not look at Sonny, 
only this funny little man who seemed quite nice for the bringer of bad news.  And it did not get 
any better. 
 
“Now…allow me to apologize for getting down to business so quickly, but I would imagine it 
would be in the best interests here.  A General Sheridan has been put in charge of the city of 
Mobile as a temporary military governor and he has ordered, as many of the other military 
governors have, that all family members of Confederate military officers with substantial 
financial holdings…” 
 
He stopped for a moment to look around the room before continuing, looking to Elizabeth as he 
asked, “You are the wife of one Colonel Arthur Butler of Mobile, Alabama, yes?”  
 
“I am, sir.” 
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He let out a sigh of relief.  “Oh good.  Then I do have it right.  Sometimes mistakes can lead to 
awful circumstances.” 
 
Rose came back in the room and handed Pendicott his water. 
 
“Ahh, very nice,” he said taking it from her with a sincere thank you and drank half of it down in 
nearly one gulp.  “That was excellent.  Now…where were we?  Ah yes.  The military governor 
has decreed that those family members must make their way to the local town seat and meet with 
him or his staff to go over certain financial records, tax situations, and the like.  As well, pending 
the final outcome of the peace negotiations, there will most likely be a loyalty oath for you to 
take.” 
 
He looked over to Sonny.  “And I should think that especially applies to you, young man.  I’ll 
ask no questions from you here, but I would think the governor would wish to know that all able 
bodied men were accounted for by their sworn oath to the country and will not be taking up 
further arms.” 
 
Sonny frowned slightly but held back any words he wished to say. 
 
“Do they plan to make me pay taxes on my property, sir?” Elizabeth asked in a worried tone.  “ I 
have no money and little else to collect it with, as you can plainly see.” 
 
“Oh no, madam. The exact process is not intended to force unneeded stress on a populace that is 
already overcoming the sure losses of this war.  It is more to determine what is still standing and 
what is destroyed.  And to ensure that those families of military officials are accounted for and 
loyal to the Union of our states.” 
 
He stood and walked over to her to reassure her.  “Our endeavor is to try and make re-entry into 
this Union as smooth and painless as possible.  After all, there has been so much pain and 
suffering already.  I have it on good word that General Grant is discussing the most reasonable 
and friendly terms of peace.  I should like to think that things will…well, simply go back to the 
way things were before this unfortunate business.” 
 
“Go back to how they were?” she answered with indignation.  “Go back to how they were?  I fail 
to see how that is possible, sir.” 
 
“Now miss…” he started to say before being interrupted. 
 
“How much time do I have before I am to report to this governor,” she said slightly mockingly. 
 
“Two weeks,” he said quickly, not offended but clear that certain pleasantness was no longer an 
option. 
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“Then I shall be in Mobile in two weeks, sir.  I must apologize for the shortness of my speech, 
but you must understand this has all come as a fair shock to me and I shall need time to make 
arrangements.” 
 
“Of course…” he replied and continued with a few other words to try and calm her about the 
situation.  Sonny noticed his head moved back and forth as he clucked the words.  Yes, very 
much like a chicken.  Sonny was clueless what this meant for him now but he was pulled from 
his thoughts when Elizabeth bade the man farewell. 
 
“If you would be so kind as to leave my house now, sir.  I appreciate your visit to inform me of 
this news.  You may rest assured that there shall be no issue from here. Thank you and good 
day.” 
 
The force of her words seemed to carry him from the parlor and back out into the front yard.  He 
quickly made way to his horse and struggled to regain his mount.  He stopped short to try and 
say a friendly goodbye but Elizabeth walked back in the house and shut the door before he could. 
 
She stood in the front hall and looked around the room, spending ample time with each view.  
Finally, she turned to Rose and instructed her to begin packing whatever valuables were left in 
the house. As Rose moved away, she finally looked towards Sonny. 
 
With sad eyes and a weak voice she said, “Well…it is over.  What shall we do now?” 
 

* * * 
 
Three days had followed the visit of Mr. Pendicott and as usual, Elizabeth’s mood had kept she 
and Sonny distant.  What was unusual was that she had not holed herself up in her room as was 
her typical response, but rather had spent the time assisting Rose and Lem with packing what 
meager items they still had left.  She would leave nothing for whomever took her house, which 
she was sure they would try and do. 
 
There had been one night between them, the day before. But she had said little.  Sonny had held 
her, as he knew no words to sooth her feelings.  Nor did he quite understand them any better than 
he understood his own.  The war was over.  Where did that leave him? 
 
He saw that instantly, it left him with this woman that he had grown fond of in many ways. But 
her demeanor was never consistent and he knew not which Elizabeth might show up next.  
Further, he still felt that she had not told him the entire truth of her past and wondered if this 
somehow effected her difficult and strange reactions to certain things.  But he still would not 
push for the answer, if there indeed were one. 
 
Near the early morning hours, as she had been doing, she got up from the bed and made her way 
back to her own room.  Why did she put on this façade?  For Rose’s sake, or her own, he 
wondered.  And the thought that had been gnawing on his brain the entire evening was that the 
comfort he sometimes felt here and with her would not be something he could continue to feel.  
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He knew that somehow, it would have to end and not in a pleasant way.  It had been his lot thus 
far, so why should now be different. 
 
As he dressed himself, he kept at this thought and another.  During the evening, she had talked 
slightly of the possible loyalty oath they might have to take.  She seemed resigned to the fact, 
wishing it all simply behind her.  Sonny had not said a word.  But he would take no oath. 
 
After putting his boots on, he slipped his gun belt around his waist and the dagger that Rose had 
finally returned to him in its customary place in the back of his pants.  He looked around the 
room and so nothing other than his bag with a few clean clothes in it but little else, the suit that 
Elizabeth had given him to wear draped across the bed, and a note placed atop them scribbled in 
his read but messy hand. 
 
He turned from the room and found his body pushed towards the barn.  He passed Lem on the 
way and the man simply nodded taking little notice of Sonny’s appearance, or thinking nothing 
of it if he did.  Sonny opened the wide doors that led into the barn and for a moment saw a young 
boy scramble up the ladder into the hayloft to put out a fire.  It was gone as quick as it appeared 
to him. 
 
Sonny walked over to his horse.  He had been well fed which was surprising considering that the 
rest of them were not.  He assumed that much grass had been consumed.  He petted the mane and 
the nose, and brushed his hand down the horses side giving him a few loving pats to his 
hindquarter. 
 
Looking around, he found his saddle; clean just as he had left it.  Throwing it over the top of the 
horse, he began fastening the requisite hooks and buckles and was prepared to load the 
saddlebags when he heard a voice at the barn door. 
 
“My word!  Where are ya goin’?” 
 
He turned to face Elizabeth, her face drawn and surprised.  “I got to go.” 
 
“What?!?” 
 
“Jest what I gotta do,” he replied not wishing to drag out what he considered a foregone 
conclusion. 
 
“James…I really do not understand.  Why are ya doin’ this?” 
 
“I can’t go with ya to Mobile.  I got to get out of the country, do ya understand?” 
 
“No, I do not!  You can go with me to Mobile.  There is no reason not to.  We can take the oath 
and we will be left alone.  I have a house there.  I cannot allow you to stay for propriety’s sake, 
but there is a hotel there owned by a cousin who will put ya up for free if I ask.  It will be safe for 
us.” 
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“Who are ya tryin’ to kid?  You or me?” 
 
“Why!  How dare ya?!” she said as she started to turn but then stopped herself.  Looking back at 
him with big, green eyes already tearing up like a dam about to explode she said, “What have I 
done?” 
 
That got him.  He could not resist her thinking that it was her that he was leaving, even if part of 
the reasoning was that very thing.  He went to her, dropping his saddlebags and put his arms 
around her.  But she resisted and walked away from him. 
 
Standing in the middle of the yard outside the barn she turned on him.  “Just go then.  I do not 
need your help any longer, if I ever did in the first place.  Go on and run away again.  Go on and 
just…just…fly to the moon for all I care.” 
 
Under her breath, Sonny could hear her mumble the word “selfish.” 
 
He remained silent for a moment and allowed her time to stew and then spoke.  “Yes…runnin’ 
has been what I done for years now.  You got no idea how long and how far.  Or why.  Hell, I 
hardly remember.”  He knew that was not true. 
 
“I ain’t tryin’ to leave ya.  But I got to take care of myself.  I can’t take care of nobody else.  And 
like ya said – ya don’t need me.” 
 
“James…I lied.  I’m sorry,” she cried as she rushed back to him.  “I do need ya...I do.” 
 
“For what?” he asked, knowing instantly it would be taken the wrong way.  Maybe he meant that 
too. 
 
“For…for…well, why should I tell ya?  It won’t matter.  You’ll simply leave anyway makin’ me 
feel the fool for tellin’ ya!” 
 
She was in deep sobs now and even his attempts to sooth her were rebuffed.  He tried to place his 
hand on her shoulder but she slapped it away. 
 
“Why can’t ya just take the oath…damn you?!” 
 
“Because I refuse!  Enough for ya?  Ain’t no way I will ever pledge myself to this country again.  
Bunch a murderin’, good for nothing politicians and landowners…treat people like they got no 
rights of their own. And it’s both sides.  If ya think there’s a chance in hell that I’ll put my word 
to their oath then you’re a fool. I didn’t fight for two years and watch my entire family die to lie 
down at the end like it ain’t no big deal.  I’ll never swear to them…never!” 
 
Elizabeth stopped her crying some and looked up at him with a look of curiosity. 
 
“You’re whole family, James?  You never told me.” 
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He turned this time.  He knew he shouldn’t have, but not because he didn’t want her to know.  
Only because it would just bring the memories back, and it had.  He would not shed a tear 
however. Not one. 
 
She walked up behind him and put her arms around his waist, laying her head on his back. 
 
“You only told me about your brother.  I am sorry.  I truly am.” 
 
He slowly pivoted to return her embrace and they held each other for a time. 
 
“I’m sorry, Elizabeth.  I should have told ya.  And I ain’t gonna leave ya jest yet.  But I got to go.  
I just can’t do it.” 
 
“I understand now,” she replied softly.  “And I am sorry.  I should have known there was more to 
your reasons. Go with me to Mobile, James.  Go with me and I’ll help ya get out.  I promise.” 
 
“How?” 
 
“Trust me James.  Please?  I don’t know if I’ll be able to part with ya when the time comes…but 
we’ll sort that out then.  At least we’ll have more time together.  And I do need ya there.  I truly 
do.  Go with me…please.” 
 
He tightened his embrace and then let go enough to lean down and kiss her on the lips. 
 
“All right,” he said.  “I’ll go.” 
 

* * * 
 

Alabama, September 1863 
 
A week had passed since their conversation and Sonny was trying his best to prepare for entering 
enemy ground.  That’s what he considered it.  At this point, any part of the United States, 
northern or southern was the enemy.  He was not welcome in either.  But true to his word, he had 
helped Elizabeth, Rose and Lem pack their things and ready themselves for the venture to 
Mobile. What would come after, he did not know. 
 
Elizabeth had seemed quite close in the past few days.  Sonny had marked it up to a kind of 
thanks for his agreeing to make the journey to Mobile with her, but he remained skeptical.  She 
would still find moments to confuse him, especially the insistence of getting up in the morning 
and retiring to her own room rather than waking up along side him.  But as long as times were 
peaceful, he remained in acceptance.  These days were the kindest he had experienced since his 
childhood, even with the bad news and his lover’s curious nature. 
 
In fact, Elizabeth had tried to make some sort of peace with him after a particularly odd evening 
when she showed up in his room bearing a gift one morning after just leaving a few hours before 
hand.  Walking in with a perfect smile upon her face, she had placed a wooden box at the foot of 
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the bed and waited for him to wake up.  Having not slept much since she had removed herself 
from his bed, he instantly sat up and took stock of the gift. 
 
“What is it?” he asked. 
 
“Just open it and find out,” she answered. 
 
He moved to the foot and carefully opened the top.  The hinges were smooth and made little 
sound as the image of two revolvers came into his sight.  Having worked along side of Jackson 
for the past two years, he instantly recognized the weapons. 
 
“1851 Colts?” 
 
“I suppose,” Elizabeth replied, unsure of what specific style they were. 
 
He pulled the two handguns from their soft resting place and held them up to his face. 
 
“Nickel plated,” he said, impressed.  “And pearl handled, too.” 
 
Elizabeth smiled as she saw that Sonny was pleased with the gift. 
 
“They were my husbands.  He decided not to take them with him as he valued them too much.  
But he has little use for them now.” 
 
Sonny was slightly taken aback by her seeming nonchalance regarding her late husbands prize 
possessions, but was too enamored with the pieces. 
 
“I don’t know why.  They might have come in handy.” 
 
Elizabeth made no signal that the comment had affect.  Sonny stood from the bed wearing 
nothing and made action as if he were pulling on someone, pulling the weapons from a prone 
position by his side. 
 
“I imagine quick too, in the right hands.” 
 
“I suppose,” Elizabeth answered, slightly humored to see Sonny take to them so well without 
regard to the politeness of covering himself. 
 
“I think I’ll try ‘em out,” he said as he sat them down and dressed himself. 
 
“Good.  We might need a skilled hand when we reach the city.  Goodness knows what those 
ruffians will do to us when we get there.” 
 
She was both serious and silly at the same time, mostly pleased that the gesture had ensured 
Sonny’s compliance in still traveling to Mobile. 
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After Sonny had dressed, he made his way downstairs and out back of the house.  Finding some 
old cans, he placed them atop some fence posts and paced himself back to find a good distance.  
Opening the chamber, he checked the bullets and closed it shut.  Aiming the first sidearm, he 
sighted a can and fired. 
 
It shot just to the left.  He steadied himself and aimed again.  This time, the shot plunked the can 
from the fence, sending it spiraling into the feeble garden behind. 
 
He holstered the weapon and pulled the other.  Following the same steps, he familiarized himself 
with its action.  The first shot proved capable and he smiled.  What luck.  These were far better 
than his old gun. 
 
He walked back to the garden and replaced the cans and then moved back into position.  Leaving 
the revolvers in their holstered position, he quickly pulled and fired.  Both at once cried out and 
two cans were soon lying on their side on the ground.  He put one away and aiming the second, 
moved to press down on the hammer.  Once, twice…three times the gun fired and the can shot 
off each time to a further distance. 
 
Finally, he began to walk away, turning quickly and pulled the other.  The second it left the gun 
belt; he had it aimed and firing. The target he aimed for found its misery with its dead metal 
mates on the ground. 
 
Before he could be pleased with himself, Elizabeth walked out on the back porch. 
 
“James…Lem has returned and let me know that arrangements have been made to travel to 
Mobile.  We are to meet the boat tomorrow.  Of course, I am glad of your excitement with the 
gift…but we do need to make sure we are ready.” 
 
She walked back in without saying a word.  He looked at the guns and thought about what they 
might have meant to her husband.  Too late now, he thought for a moment and then started to 
feel bad about the quickness of his mind.  But then he looked up to see Elizabeth’s frame move 
back in the house and smiled. He could not help what happened to her husband.  Whatever made 
her give him the guns did not concern him.  She was perhaps just being kind.  Or perhaps more.  
Perhaps she really did need him. And with these… 
 
He quickly turned and fired the weapon in his hands.  The last can on the fence found its way to 
the ground with a clink.  And Sonny smiled. 
 

* * * 
 

Mobile, Alabama, September 1863 
 
Sonny stood at the window of his hotel looking out at the street and the ever increasing hustle 
and bustle of people that crowded around, excited by the new commerce now allowed back into 
the city of Mobile since the war’s end.  He thought about the travel of the last several days.  It 
had been quicker than he assumed, and his worry was constant until they had crossed the swamp.  
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Something about seeing the surviving members of the fighting men had made him feel somewhat 
better, as if he were above them somehow.  He had something they did not…even if she was still 
curious to him. 
 
But the ease that had come across him left as soon as they entered the city of Mobile and he had 
felt his nerves constantly at alert since that time.  Elizabeth had put him up in the Hotel La Clede, 
across from the prosperous post-war market place of the city and in close proximity of the city 
hall and docks.  It was nice enough, certainly finer than he had ever experienced, but he longed 
to be with her in the house she still owned in the city.  She visited somewhat sparingly and this 
made his mind work circles. 
 
Yet he had settled in and even made a slight foray into the city from time to time, but always 
returning within an hour to the seeming safety of his room.  The air of uncertainty was palpable 
inside the city, and even if the people seemed relieved that the war was over, one could not help 
but notice an air of defeat, or the solemnity that such engendered. 
 
As he watched the people walk by beneath him, he heard a slight knock at the door.  Night had 
started to fall and he was sure that it must be Elizabeth. Still, he waited a moment or two and for 
a second knock before answering.  He went to the door and opened it slightly and was taken 
aback by the sight of Corinna… 
 
He stepped back, looking away and Elizabeth entered the room. 
 
“James,” she said with confidence as she gracefully moved past the door and to his side.  “I have 
come with glorious news.” 
 
He looked back to her and saw those green eyes that had mesmerized him so many times in the 
last month. 
 
She did not wait for a reply before continuing; “The General has allowed me to keep my home 
here and promised to look after the house outside of the city. He has even agreed to pay certain 
reparations for damages.  Can ya believe it?” 
 
He could not, frankly.  Why would the Union forces do such a thing?  Still, he could see her 
happiness about it and nodded. 
 
“It means I can help ya now.  I can give ya the money to get out of Mobile…if ya still want to,” 
she said, hoping to lead him towards an answer she preferred. 
 
“How much?” 
 
“Oh, never you mind.  I’ll have Rose bring it by later this evening when it darkens.  No one will 
take notice then.” 
 
He turned back towards the window and looked back out over the street. 
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“Is there something…” she began to ask but then stopped herself.  “You will meet me 
tomorrow…down there,” she stated as she walked up next to him and pointed towards the street 
corner almost directly below his window, wrapping an arm around his waste. 
 
“There are boats at the dock just down the street that will certainly be able to carry ya wherever 
ya wish to go…with the right amount of money.” 
 
She said this last with an air of uncertainty, as if she was planting the same within Sonny.  He 
wondered if she was trying to change his mind again or if she was still not sure of the plan. 
 
“It’ll be full of Union officers down there. I’ve seen ‘em every day,” he answered. 
 
“You must not worry about such, James.  Leave that to me.” 
 
She turned and walked towards a chair to sit as he watched her move away from him.  She 
seemed distant and he was not sure what to make of it. 
 
“Elizabeth,” he tried to think as he spoke. “Why…why can you not come with me?” 
 
She sighed as she sat and looked up to him with saddened eyes.  “My dear boy…” 
 
He chaffed at the sound of that. 
 
“I simply could not.  How?  I mean…well, what would I do?  And ya have no idea as to your 
destination.” 
 
He knew where he wanted to go, but was not sure to tell her right away. 
 
“Does it matter?  Ya said ya wanted to stay together.  And what we have…what we’ve been 
through…” 
 
“…Is different,” she interrupted. 
 
“Not so much.” 
 
“Oh James…you are so young…” 
 
“Not so much younger than you!” he protested. 
 
“I suppose…but it simply would not work, I am afraid.” 
 
“Are you?” 
 
“Ya dare question me again?” she asked with some anger. 
 
“I want you to come with me.  It’s an easy choice.” 
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“Such an easy choice that you would leave me behind just to save yourself!” she retorted. 
 
“I told ya my reasons.” 
 
“And I have told ya mine.”  
 
 “You either love me or ya don’t.  If ya love me, you will come with me.” 
 
She lowered her head and shook it softly back and forth, as if he were being obtuse in a naive 
way.  “James…I told ya…do ya not remember?  Do not confuse love with loneliness.” 
 
“So…” he struggled to respond.  “Does this mean ya don’t love me?” 
 
“It means…oh, I don’t know what it means!” she answered, exasperated. 
 
“You don’t know?  What were all those nights? Why did ya keep me in your house?  Why have I 
stayed this long?” 
 
“You shall have to answer that for yourself.” 
 
He walked up to her slowly and tried to place a hand on her cheek but she slapped it away, 
instantly feeling bad about the action. He turned and walked back to the window in response. 
 
“I stayed because I love you,” he said softly as he looked out into the darkening night. 
 
“Or because I gave ya safety,” she responded with some spite. 
 
Turning back to her, he answered in the negative but she refused to look up at him. 
 
“I mean that, Elizabeth.  I have known so little love…” 
 
“And I have?” she finally turned to face him with a look of mixed rage and sorrow. 
 
“Of course,” was all he could think to say. 
 
“Oh really?  I have had so much love that I was forced to marry a man that only wanted my 
family connections and my young body? I have been disgraced in my own home by my own 
family who supposedly loved me?  I have been forced to go through such retched times as this 
simply because this man I loathe was an officer!” 
 
Sonny was stunned at this revelation. 
 
“Oh…this comes as a surprise to ya?  I gave you those guns because I cared about our esteemed 
Mr. Butler?” 
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“I…I don’t know…” 
 
“Please James…grow up!  I had no love for that man.  My family saw me in a place that 
disgraced them and the only way to get rid of the shame was to pawn me off on some wealthy 
planter?  It gave them their respect back and allowed him a young bride in which to flaunt!  As if 
I would ever be his lover!” 
 
Her anger was seething now and Sonny drew back. 
 
“I would have rather cut off my own hand than touch him,” she cried. 
 
Without realizing what he was saying, he asked,  “This disgrace?  Was it the boy you spoke of?” 
 
She did not respond, leaving Sonny to think his suggestion was correct. 
 
“Who was this boy that your family wished to keep away?” 
 
“Does it matter? He was of low stock. He was not to their liking.  He was not allowed.  And I 
was too free with my virtue…at least that was what my father said!” 
 
The tears were flowing freely and she seemed to no longer hold back what secrets she had been 
hiding. 
 
“Did…did you love him?” Sonny asked with trepidation, not sure he wanted to know the answer. 
 
“NO!” she screamed out and burst into a waterfall of tears. 
 
Sonny stood stock-still and could not have moved had he wanted to.  This side of Elizabeth was 
something he might have expected had he put enough thought into it.  But what did he know of 
love?  He believed her when she kissed him.  He felt something she obviously did not.  So why 
did she want him to stay?  And why would she help him to leave?  The two did not make sense.  
 
After he allowed a sufficient amount of time for her tears to subside slightly, he finally spoke 
again, “So this is why…why you gave me the guns?” 
 
Looking up to him as if this statement were the dumbest thing she had ever heard, she could only 
shake her head in amazement. 
 
“What?” he responded to her look. 
 
“Is that not clear?  Why would I want the damned things?  All I want from that retched man is 
the money he left…if there is such.” 
 
Astounded, he replied, “But…well, you already have some.  And you said you would give part 
of it to me.  That’s what I don’t understand.  If you don’t love me, then…why?” 
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She stood and walked over to him.  He flinched at first when her hand caressed his face but the 
feel made him give over and accept it.  She leaned up to him and kissed him long and fully and 
he went with every motion.  She finally pulled back and simply walked back towards the door to 
the room.  Turning before she opened it, she said, “Just meet me tomorrow.  On the street at the 
corner.  Rose will be by later with the money you will need.” 
 
She opened the door and walked out into the hall, turning once again as she closed the door. 
 
“I am sorry James…I truly am.” 
 
With that, she was gone.  Gone into the night and away from him leaving him with utter 
confusion and immense worry.  What did she mean?  She was sorry? For leading him on?  For 
helping him out of Mobile?  For admitting her true self?  Did she really do such, or was that 
another façade? 
 
He looked back out the window and watched her exit the building and walk up the street and 
round the corner with these thoughts in his head.  He no longer wanted her to come with him.  
That was certain, even if his spirit was crushed at the realization.  But now he wondered if there 
was more that he should worry about.  Was there something else she was not telling him?  He 
was certain he would find out in time.  If he was around long enough, that is. 
 

* * * 
 
The night had passed mostly by and there was still no sign of Rose.  Sonny had done very little 
sleeping as his mind worked over-time trying to understand what the conversation with Elizabeth 
might have meant.  What was the point of apologizing?  What did she mean by it?  Did it even 
matter that he loved her?  Did he even care about that anymore?  Every thought turned back on 
the previous one and made a muddle of the entire process.  He wished there were drink to at least 
pour some ease into his mind, but there was none. 
 
He stood from the small bed and worked his way to the window, noticing that the sun would be 
coming up soon.  He looked out over the empty streets and wondered what would happen when 
he met her down on the corner below.  Should he give her the chance to find out? 
 
A slight knock on the door startled him out of his thoughts and he slowly moved to listen for the 
second one.  When it came, he opened the door with trepidation, only to find relief at the sight of 
Rose. 
 
“Ain’t you got some sleep, boy? Look near ragged to me,” she said briskly as she pushed into the 
room.  She turned and placed an envelope on a table and stood quiet waiting for him to speak.  
“Well, manners ain’t your best quality, I’ll say that,” she finally answered herself. 
 
“Sorry,” he quietly responded.  “Jest deep in thought.” 
 
“I spect that about right. Got a big day ahead of ya.  That there ought to get ya where ya needs 
goin’,” she said, pointing to the envelope.  “Don’t know how much there is, but it ought to be 
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enough.  The Misses, she want me to remind ya.  Outside at the corner and she’ll get ya in the 
right direction.” 
 
“I’m sure she will,” he responded without much thought. 
 
“Now what you mean by that, boy?” 
 
He realized what he had perhaps suggested after the fact and tried to stammer an answer.  When 
none came, Rose repeated her question.  Forced to answer, he finally said, “What exactly does 
she have planned, Rose?” 
 
“I’m sure I don’t know.  Ain’t for me to know.  Why she’s even helpin’ ya, I can’t figure.  She 
got what she came here for and mixin’ with you just gonna make things more difficult if people 
start askin’ questions.” 
 
She waited for Sonny to respond and when it did not come directly, she moved back towards the 
door.  Sonny blocked her slightly and she stood waiting. 
 
“Rose…ya been with Elizabeth…Mrs. Butler for a long time.  What happened to her?  What 
caused the marriage to the Colonel?” 
 
“What does that matter now?” 
 
“I…she said some things…I’m jest tryin’ to figure it out.” 
 
“Well ain’t no need for that.  She done right by you and that’s all you need to know, ain’t it?  
You could stay, though for the life of me, I don’t know why you’d want to.  Things gonna be 
difficult round here for a while.  Though I spect things gonna be difficult for you wherever ya 
go.” 
 
“No…what I mean is…well…” Sonny stumbled with the words, unsure of how to phrase it.  
“Can I trust her?” 
 
“Don’t know why ya wouldn’t.  Look what she done for ya already?” 
 
“Yes, but…” 
 
“But nothin’, boy.  Why ya working in circles?” 
 
“She is up to something.  I’m sure of it.” 
 
He walked back to the window and looked down at the meeting spot below as Rose moved 
closer to the door. 
 
“I don’t know what she up to other than stickin’ her little neck out for you.  And you set here just 
a ball of worry. Well, I’d worry too if’n I was you, but not cause the Miss Elizabeth.  But cause 
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ya ain’t got no sense.  No sense to see what’s good for ya and no sense to thank the good Lord 
for what he done brought ya.” 
 
Without thinking about it, Sonny shifted to look back at Rose and blurted out, “Ain’t done 
nothin’ for me but kill all those I care about.” 
 
Rose stayed quiet for a minute as she pursed her face at Sonny.  Finally she concluded, “I spect 
you gonna have a whole lotta time to think on that before ya finds the real truth, boy.  Ain’t got 
time to explain it now. You take that money and gets.  And ya better start thinkin’ harder on that 
thought and not what somebody’s tryin’ to do to ya.” 
 
She opened the door and walked out without giving Sonny another look.  He watched her leave 
and tried not to do as she suggested.  He could not stop worrying about Elizabeth – both his love 
for her and what he was afraid she might be doing.  He went to the table and opened the 
envelope to find a bundle of paper money printed by the Union.  Somehow, the split second 
thought that it was a pleasure to see such again, barely registered.  It only made him think of his 
family and what had happened these past few years.  Instead, he put it back down and walked 
over to the bed.  He stretched out, trying to get some sleep that would not come. 
 
After a few hours had passed and the sun came up, he stood again and washed his face in the 
basin.  He looked at himself in the mirror and saw again the face he did not recognize.  In almost 
disgust, he looked out the window again and stayed there until Elizabeth finally arrived down 
below.  He watched her stop in her place and bow to the occasional gentleman the walked by. 
Still the ever-gracious southern lady. 
 
He gathered his things and prepared to meet her but the sneaking thought the she was not safe 
would not let go.  He wanted to trust her, and even still slightly wanted her to come with him.  
He even thought that perhaps he need not go, but this question was answered quickly.  Not a 
chance.  He was gone and there was no looking back.  The southerners, if they ever found out, 
would kill him just as quick as look at him if they could.  He was worse than a traitor.  He was a 
betrayer.  His desertion helped them lose the war.  And the northerners?  He was sure they were 
out for him.  To them, his actions were the cause of that very same war.  He wasn’t accepted in 
either camp. 
 
As he thought on this, he looked down below again and the sight all but made up his mind.  
There on the street he saw Elizabeth talking pleasantly with a Union officer. The blue of his 
uniform clean and crisp and sickening.  That was it.  She planned to turn him in. That was why 
they had given her the money.  That was why they had been so easy on her.  He was sure of it.  
But was he really?  How could she do that to him?  How could she lay with him so easily and 
then turn on him so quickly?  Just for a price?  But then he thought of her story.  He still did not 
know the whole truth, but the bits he did know made him deduce that she would do anything for 
a price…for a benefit to herself.  The thought made him wince.  How could he be so stupid?  
How could he be so misled?  So many intertwined thoughts and so many possible outcomes.  
And none of it mattered now.  Whether she loved him or not was a moot point.  What he needed 
was not her.  What he needed was to get away.  To get away from her.  To get away from this 
country.  To get away from this life and start anew. 
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This newfound direction pushed him from the room with quickness.  He walked down the stairs 
to the first floor and carefully made his way through the lobby and out onto the street. He made 
sure that she was not looking in his direction before he moved passed a few people walking by 
and mixed effortlessly into the crowd making their own way to the market and other places.  The 
rush of people was growing as the morning moved on and he found it easy to place himself in 
their shadow so she could not find him.  So that they could not find him. 
 
Walking with direction, but not with too much, he made his way into the market and away from 
Elizabeth’s gaze.  He could still slightly see her head over the tops of others and it seemed she 
was still waiting for him to exit the hotel. Good. She did not know. She could not follow.  The 
throng of people pushed passed and he followed through the market.  Before him, he spied 
another soldier clad in blue.  Worried for a moment, he stopped. Sweat began to pour from his 
brow as he wondered if they were looking for him.  Surely they were.  But he would not be 
caught. He fingered the gun at his side, covered by a coat.  Would they wonder why he was 
wearing such in the August heat?  Did they see him? 
 
He melded in with the crowd and walked slowly past the soldier and towards the docks. He could 
feel eyes on him and the worry inside him grew.  Could he make it?  But the docks came into 
sight and his answer was yes.  He pushed forward and knocked a man in the shoulder as he 
passed.  Not even hearing the man curse him, he was almost drawn towards the row of boats in 
his eyesight.  And then he bumped into another man.  Turning this time as he felt a hand rest on 
his shoulder, he found he was looking right at Lem.  Damn! They had followed him and now he 
was caught. 
 
“Master Sonny.  What you doin’ out here? I thought you was to meet the Miss Elizabeth.” 
 
He tried to break free and walk away but Lem stopped him again. 
 
“Where ya runnin’ to?” 
 
“Don’t try to stop me Lem.  She told ya to get me, but it ain’t gonna happen.  I’m leavin’ and 
there ain’t no way you can stop me.” 
 
“Stop ya?  No such a thing.” 
 
“Then let me go. Leave me alone.” 
 
“What ya worried about?  I ain’t seen the Misses all mornin’.  Truth be told, I ain’t plannin’ to 
see her again. I’s getting’ out myself.” 
 
“What?” Sonny asked, confused. 
 
“Just what I say. Times done changed.  A man can be a man now.  And I aims to be.” 
 
“So you ain’t here to take me back to her?” 
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“No,” Lem replied with a confused look on his face.  “Why would I do that?  I done told ya, I 
ain’t goin’ back.” 
 
And without a thought, Sonny pulled the envelope with the money in it from his coat pocket and 
pressed it into Lem’s hands. 
 
“Then let’s go,” he said as he looked into Lem’s eyes to make sure he was telling the truth.  
When he recognized that he was, Sonny pointed to the ships.  “Can ya get us on one of those?” 
 
“That’s where I was headin’.  Got a relation that runs some boats up and down the coastal 
waters. Gonne grab me a ride with him. I hear tell you can make it clear down to Texas.” 
 
Sonny smiled.  “Funny…that’s exactly where I was headed.” 
 
Without a second beat, the two men made their way down onto the docks and onto a boat that 
Lem had already discussed boarding.  There was some slight discussion about the white man 
with him, but the relation of Lem’s was quick to respond to the money flashed in his face and the 
questions ended.  The boat was quickly untied from the dock and moved out into the water as 
Sonny stood on the deck and watched the land fade away.  The city of Mobile became smaller 
and smaller and the thoughts of Elizabeth grew less and less with each step away from that life 
he used to own.  What lay ahead, he did not know.  But it would start a new chapter and he could 
only hope that it was a far better one than he had known before. 
 

* * * 
 

Wyoming Territory, 1881 
 
Sonny awoke and found Corinna reading in a chair next to him.  He did not say a word, but only 
watched her as she sat there.  So beautiful and so caring.  Everything he had ever wanted and 
more.  He hated that he had almost lost it again. He pictured a slight and pretty southern woman 
– green eyes and brown hair – wonderful in every way, except in the way he wanted.  But not 
this one.  The one before him, the one reading the book…she was truly wonderful in every way.  
Especially in the way it counted. 
 
Corinna turned to see him watching her.  She smiled just slightly and placed her book down. 
Walking up beside Sonny’s bed, she pulled his hand from its resting place and held it in her own. 
 
“Why do you look so sad?” she asked. 
 
“Not sad,” he answered as a tear began to roll down his face.  “Complete happiness.” 
 
She reached over and brushed the tear away before she bent down to kiss him gently on the 
cheek. 
 
“Let’s get you something to eat.  Any requests?” 
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“Anything.  Anything from you.” 
 
She smiled again and started to walk from the room to prepare him some food.  Before she could 
leave he sat up slightly and called out to her. 
 
“Thank you,” he said with conviction. 
 
“Well, of course,” she replied as she started off again. 
 
“No…I mean it, Corinna.  Thank you.” 
 
She laughed a bit and walked from the room, leaving Sonny to his thoughts.  Never again, he 
said to himself.  No way I let that go.  Not ever. 
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