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The Voices Speak
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The Introduction – In a secluded grove, a young girl learns about her heritage.

Letters to Loved Ones – More than thoughts connect home and hearth

Echoes From The Valley – A soldier of yesteryear teaches the real meaning of duty

Manufactured Proposal – A flea market treasure turns out to be worth more than money

Stetsons and Spangles – Change of duty station meant not only a change in address, but the loss of a beloved pet.

The Walk – Sometimes a question is its own answer.

If Tomorrow Never Comes – Thoughts on the eve of battle

First Mission, Final Day – Yesterday’s debt links the present to the future

Pirates Reprise – Sometimes duty means learning to live.

Uncommon Mercy – Empathy knows no bounds.

Live or Surrender to Technology – In a near future, a man’s journey to escape his future reawakens his urge to live.

The Sentry – Tribute to those who answered the call and returned alone

The Banner – Thoughts on Colored Cloth





If you would rather select a story by genre which covers from contemporary to science fiction, an ordered list is provided at the end of the work.
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Foreword and Introduction

[image: ]




The stories within these pages tell two sets of tales—those who served on the battle front, and the stories of the loved ones left behind who preserved the homefront. Yet there is a common unity, a sense of duty and responsibility, of service to country that spans generations and eons. While the stories in Hearth and Sand are universes apart and separated by decades in time, the tales reflect a continuity of service from the past to the present and into the world of tomorrow where although the battle may not be one-on-one conflicts between men, duty survives.

Although the events are fictional, the voices captured within these pages came from historical notes, veterans’ own words, letters left by ancestors, and contemporary events. Pen was put to paper in the shaded woods of a stateside farm or while watching fighter planes land in the Philippine Islands.
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Helen Henderson
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Dedications
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In grateful appreciation of those who have served their country. Especially those we are proud to claim as part of our ancestral tree.
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Edgar Barker, War Between The States

Thomas Weir Johnston, War Between The States







Joseph Boganski, WW I







John Boganski, Sr., WW II

Robert J. Boganski, WW II

Howard A. Henderson, WW II

William Weiss, WW II







Gordon Miller, Korean Conflict
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Vietnam and Beyond







Although not named individually to preserve their privacy, acknowledgment is made of the niece and nephew, husband and brother-in-law who have donned the uniform of the 

U. S. Army, U. S. Navy, and U. S Air Force.

[image: image]



	[image: ]

	 
	[image: ]





[image: ]



​The Introduction
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By Jessie Treon
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The flickering streaks of day’s end penetrated the deepening shadows. Barely visible was the shape of a man, a rifle held by his side. A closer view revealed a statue, frozen in time in a uniform of long ago.

Ellen Joseph slowly hobbled along the slate pathway, now clothed in purple hues. The silver cane striking the black stones and the soft slap-slap of her granddaughter’s shoes were the only sounds breaking the tranquility of the secluded grove.

Leaning on her cane in front of the statue, Ellen bent her silver-haired head as if in prayer. Until she whispered, “Grandfather, meet your great-great granddaughter, Marie.”

Looking down at the small child holding her hand, Ellen spoke. Her words were soft and low, so as not to disrupt the serenity of the area.

“Marie, your grandfather died many years ago, long before you were born. This statue honors him and all the soldiers who fell in battles far across the sea.”

“What do those books say?” Marie asked.

Looking where the six-year-old pointed, Ellen saw the bronze squares that ringed the granite pedestal upon which the statue stood. Each plaque bore the legend, “Remember the Fallen Heroes” above a list of names.

Marie touched the raised letters. Her fingertips seemed to warm the cool metal and bring life to the man staring down at her. Forehead creased in concentration, she traced out “William Weiss.” Marie’s slender fingers lingered on the small star behind the name. Then she pointed to the other inscriptions:  World War II, Korea, Vietnam, and Middle East.

To which the grandmother answered simply, “The dead of other battles are also honored here.”

As Ellen and Marie walked away, the child looked back. Really seeing the statue for the first time, she realized that his youthful face was grim and he stood amidst barbed wire.

Twenty years later, Marie held the hand of the brown-curled child as they stood before the statue. The memory of an earlier evening came to mind. Marie repeated in a soft murmur what she heard that day. “I hope someday she understands why there is a statue in the park. And will continue to honor the sacrifices of the men and women who serve their country.”

Then like her grandmother before her, Marie whispered, “Grandfather, meet my granddaughter, Ellen-Marie.”
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Author’s Postlude







THE INTRODUCTION is a story of duty, connecting the past to the present, and most importantly, to family. Inspiration for this story came from a statue in a small town’s memorial park. Although originally dedicated to those who served in World War I, plaques were added in later years to honor the fallen of World War II and Vietnam.

The work was originally published as a poem in a magazine for collectors of military memorability and the author chose to retain the work’s original byline which credited her ancestress.
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​Letters to Loved Ones
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By Those On The Frontline and Those Left Behind
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Notes from times past and places far away lay hidden inside an envelope to be found at some unknown time.

––––––––
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To my son, William

Der Boy

As you are far away from me actively engaged in that calling for which you have to maick a living for your selfe and to look to your mother, I consider it my duty to give you some advice for young people know but little of the world and how they can act with the best advantage. You must be attentive to your duties even though the hours may see werey and tedious.

Do not be idle even for a moment but be in earnest when you do work. It is as bad to be guilty of half work and half pay. Again pay obedience to your employer or those he may place over you and perform your task with skill. This will grately add to your good name. For those who are competent and obliging are always preferred to careless and indifferent. But above all things my Der son I exhort you to be stedfast in your religin and practise all its holy commands. ... With many wishes for your welfare I am your affectionate father.

September 30, 1862

Fort Marshall, Baltimore MD

~ * ~
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To my son, William

Der Son

I received your letter of the 1st and I was glad to hear that you ar all well as this leaves me well. You speke about joining a Drum Corps. I am very sorry to hear it. Did you ever know any one that that ever made anything by being a drummer? It is no mussick only in a band and it would interfer with your bussiness to turnout in the day time and be of no benefit to you. We have 12 in the regiment. They gitt 12 dollars a month. The rest of the band gitts 16 dollars. If you want to lirn mussick, lirn something that will pay or something that you can injoy in the house and I will try to help you. We have had a good meney drummers with us and they all turnout bad, and when they git bigg enough to cary a musket they woodent drum. It wasn’t their wish, tey were to bigg to drum. Now what good is it to them? If they had of lirnt something else, it might do them good. Look up my Boy not down.

The men will tell you aneything to gitt you but I want to see you do well andI thank you for asking me. May god help me to tell you right.... I dont think you wood like to be a soldier and carry a musket out here. I must close as it is gitting late.

With all my love to you all.

From your loving father.

~ * ~
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March 3rd, 1865

Harpers Ferry VA

Dear Thomas

I received your letter on the 15th of July dated the 12th of June and was very glad to her where you and your beloved wife and dear little one was. Your uncle Arthur told me that you came o board while he lay in New York. I asked him why he did not go to see your wfe and little one, he said he had conciderable to do and not feeling very well, he saw no time. He came up to New Haven with the Brig and staid 7 days. He went out to Gaudaloupe and discharged the cargo and then went from there down to Santa Cruise to take a cargo and the very day he got in was taken sick and did not live but one week. He died on the 21st of May. He was not very well when he was to home last. He was sick out in Guadaloupe the voyage before with the fever ague. He never knew what it was to be bad sick before. I always told him to be careful of his health. He thought that he could stand almost anything. I begged of him not to go. He says Dear Harriet I soon shall be to home and then we will go out home and take comfort.

Be sure and write me when you get this. I give my love to you all and hoping it will find you all well.

From your loving aunt until death

July 12th, 1865

New Haven CT

––––––––
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Author’s Postlude







Letters to loved ones serve many purposes. Sometimes they are referred to as “the letter.” When received by a parent from a young soldier at bootcamp, it refers to an apology. The soldier now realizes how much their parents had done for them and to express their appreciation of it.

Another form of “the letter” is also called a “Dear John” and signals the one at home will no longer wait.

Mail from the battlefront can serve as a reassurance to those left behind of a soldier’s love. These missives can be simply addressed to My Best Friend, My Husband Or Wife, To My Son Or Daughter. The notes can be mailed on the eve of battle or given to a friend to be hand-delivered in event of a final sacrifice. Or, the notes can be from those protecting the hearth to one in uniform.

The previous letters are from a family scrapbook dating from the Civil War. Spelling and punctuation are retained from the original handwritten letters, so, please ignore any discrepancies from contemporary usage. The first two are from a father to his son giving him advice. The closing letter is news from the homefront to the one serving. It contains no pearls of wisdom, but a final notification. Unlike the ones provided to those left behind, the sad news does not come from a man in uniform at the door or in later wars, a telegram bearing a few simple phrases. Instead it is conveyed in shakey handwriting on tear-stained paper. No matter how much you want to shelter those away from home, to not worry them, sometimes news can’t wait.
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​Echoes From The Valley
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By Jessie Treon
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Walking through the narrow row of trees standing sentinel between the manicured lawn and the massed wall of brown corn stalks, I felt like I had passed through an unseen curtain. Enveloped in a deepening silence, I transgressed into a world without cell phones, television, or computers.

The setting sun cast blood-red streaks on the lines of small white tents that covered the meadow. Men in blue jackets turned gray with the dust of marched miles rested for the night around a hundred small campfires. Without the spectators, the re-enactment camps became solitary havens for the weary soldiers just as those wartime ones more than a hundred and fifty years ago.

My long skirt softly swished a path through the ankle-high grass as I walked. The shawl clutched tightly around my shoulders offered little protection against the evening dampness. An occasional soldier would touch the brim of his short-billed cap as I passed. There were few women in the camps, and always acknowledged, even on the eve of battle.

Stopping where the ground dropped off into a valley hidden in impenetrable shadow, the camp’s quiet murmur of voices faded into the background. I never knew what it was about the spot that usually calmed my troubled spirit. Maybe, the blood of valiant soldiers shed long ago heightened the natural serenity of the wooded trails. Whatever the reason, it offered me an escape from the pressures of keeping together hearth and home in the hectic modern world. Unbinding my long hair from where it had been twisted into a bun at the nape of my neck, I tried again for the solace the site had always offered. But instead of succor, all I felt was aggravation and the rapid pounding of my pulse.

Pillars of mist rose like wraiths from the valley below, then danced toward my hilltop vigil. Unlike the chilling mist usually found there, this one’s feather-like touch felt like a warm breath. Although I hadn’t heard any sound beyond my own heartbeat, a swirl in the mist revealed a soldier leaning against a tree not ten feet away. A nod and brief touch of his fingers to his kepi brim was his only acknowledgement of my presence. I thought of returning to the rows of tents, but I wasn’t ready to go back there quite yet.

The eerie quality of his bugle’s first whispery note almost sent me running back to the tenuous safety of people. But I found myself unable to move as the tone seemed to turn into a wail. The bugle’s haunting tones echoed across the valley. Note after spectral note disappeared into the mist to be answered by the sense of unseen souls cavorting in the darkness below.

Lost in the transcendence of the moment, I didn’t notice the last purple flickers of light fade from the now velvet-cloaked valley.

The last echoes of “Taps” faded into the darkness before I found myself able to move again. I looked for the bugler to commend him on his portrayal. There was just a hint of movement and only shadows remained where the man had been.

That night, the hard ground beneath the pallet of straw and thoughts of things left undone chased away any hope of sleep. The bugler’s soulful melody lingered in the back of my mind and surged forward at my least drop in concentration. The cold touch of the tent’s canvas sagging beneath the fallen dew finally convinced me there would be no more rest. With a curse at my frailty and the lack of sleep, I wrapped the blanket around my shoulders, the fabric rough against my neck. Skirting around legs sticking out from within tents, I worked my way toward the center campfire where several men stood planning the day’s activities. Their voices were pitched low so as not to disturb those still asleep.
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