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Acclaim for Books by Kendy Pearson






Kendy Pearson’s devotion to history and faith shines through every chapter of this novel. Brimming with heart, When Heaven Thunders is an emotionally charged journey for characters and readers alike. While addressing struggles unique to the American Civil War, this redemptive story translates well to the inner battles we all face within ourselves. Exploring soul-level choices—between faith and fear, self-preservation and sacrifice, forgiveness and resentment—are themes both timely and timeless. A must-read for fans of well-researched, immersive Christian historical fiction.

Jocelyn Green,
Christy Award-winning author
of A River Between Us
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When Heaven Thunders is a Civil War romance that beautifully weaves historical detail with deep emotional resonance. The characters are richly drawn, and the narrative unfolds at a deliberate pace, allowing readers to fully immerse themselves in the era and the heart-touching journey of the protagonists. A captivating read!

Lynnette Bonner,
USA Today Bestselling author of
the Wyldhaven series, The Sheperd's Heart series,
the Oregon Promise series, and more.
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Pearson pulls back the curtain on war-torn America in this moving story of love and sacrifice. Loyalties are tested, hidden motives unearthed, and danger lurks for more than just the enlisted soldiers in When Heaven Thunders. This story will have you rooting for Fin and Melinda Jane, and on the edge of your seat to see if good will triumph over evil.

Erica Vetsch,
author of the Of Cloaks & Daggers
 Regency Mystery series


[image: ]

Kendy Pearson is a gifted author who can bring the past to life with her character development and descriptive scenes. It is refreshing to read a Christian based story line that has the courage to step out of the caricature expectations of faith-based writing and be real about war, human nature, romance, and Christian living.

Ken Pratt,
author of the Bestselling
Matt Bannister series
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I could not put this book down. I had no idea what I was in for. It was beautiful. It was heart wrenching. It was so perfect! (When the Mountains Wept)

Redeeming Lit Podcast
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Kendy Pearson brings to life the Kanawha Valley's explosive Civil War history in this multi-faceted jewel of a tale inspired by true events. Endurance, faith, and love shine through When the Mountains Wept, the first book in what is sure to be a stellar series.

Laura Frantz,
Christy Award-winning author
of The Rose and the Thistle
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As West Virginia sat perched between the Union and the Confederacy, neighbors were forced to make difficult choices and kinfolk found themselves across from one another in battle. Gifted storyteller Kendy Pearson makes this scene spring to life with her vivid storytelling, every character so expertly sculpted that I found myself missing them when I closed the cover. Augusta and James stole my heart, and I rooted for them from page one until the very end.  Don’t miss When the Mountains Wept, and I can’t wait to see what Pearson writes next.

Karen Barnett,
Award winning author
of When Stone Wings Fly
and the Vintage National Park Novels 
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Kendy Pearson’s debut is a stirring look at the people who lived, loved, and lost during the darkest period in our country’s existence. When the Mountains Wept is a heart-rending romance between Augusta and James that reveals the God who is always there…even when we think all is lost. A story to savor and an author to watch!

Tara Johnson,
author of To Speak His Name
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When the Mountains Wept takes readers on an emotionally-layered journey, both heart-stirring and redemptive. Pearson pens a moving tale of family loyalty, complex devotions, and hope amid the turmoil. A delight historical fiction fans won't want to miss!

Stephenia H. McGee,
Award-winning author of
The Accidental Spy series
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A captivating Civil War novel inspired by true events.
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When the devil wears Blue and Gray, 
doing the right thing can be a thorny matter.







His family is missing. Bushwhackers are sleeping in his bed. This war just got a heap more personal for Union Sergeant Fin Dabney. 

Fighting guerillas in your own neck of the woods comes at a high price. Neighbors, kin, and even Fin’s best friend are on the wrong end of a rifle. But not all battles are fought amid smoke and blood. When Fin faces a murderer from his past, flesh and spirit collide, but only one can prevail.

Melinda Jane has waited a lifetime for Fin to declare his intentions. But now she has moved on to other interests—with disastrous results. Her choices have cost her Fin’s love and possibly her life.

Why was it he could draw down on the enemy, jump into a fray, and look death in the eye, but he could not bring himself to deal plainly with Melinda Jane? He never told her how he feels. Now he may never get the chance.
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ONE
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Fayette County, Virginia





December 1861


“Shake a leg, Hicks. The call of nature wasn’t hollerin’ from the next county, ya know. A pie-eater like yourself oughta know not to dally.” What was taking so long? They only had a four-day pass, but Fin Dabney meant to make the most of it. 

He tucked the poke of sowbelly into his saddlebag, stiffening as a too-familiar wisp of cool air brushed the back of his neck. Setting his jaw, he inched the Colt from his gun belt, snugging it between his chest and the bay gelding.

Steadying his breath in a practiced rhythm, he called louder, “You keep lollygagging, you’ll find yourself working to catch up to me and Duke.” One hand stroked the horse’s sleek withers as his trigger finger twitched on the other. His eyes scanned the dense woods pressing in on the narrow trace.

The snap of a twig. Another.

The brush parted, and a shoeless boy prodded Noah Hicks forward with an ancient musket. “You best leave that horse be and step over to that tree, Yankee.” He jammed the gun harder into Noah’s back, glaring at Fin. “No tomfoolery, now.”

A fierce expression—more fear than menace—glared from the shadow of the boy’s ratty kepi. One eye disappeared behind a hank of straw-colored hair. A threadbare havelock draped over his collar, its edge snagged in a frayed rope tied to his britches.

Fin turned three quarters to the bushwhacker, pistol out of sight. “You don’t want to do this, boy. Why, I bet you’re no older than my little brother. Reckon Zander would be seventeen now.” Holding the young Rebel’s gaze, he scrubbed his beard with his free hand. “What do you plan on doing with the two of us?”

“I . . . I’m gonna take them horses. Our band has need of ’em.”

Noah raised his thick eyebrows, grilling Fin in silent communication as he lifted his hands higher in a cagy surrender.

Fin offered a half-smile to the boy. “What’s your name, son? You from around here?”

“Ain’t none of yer business. Just step over there, or I’ll sh . . . shoot this’un. Right here and now.” His attention darted from Fin to the prisoner.

“I’m pretty fond of ol’ Duke here. If you’re insisting on taking him, you don’t leave me too many options.”

“In case ya haven’t noticed, I got a gun in yer friend’s back.” Despite the frosty day, a single glistening trail crept from under the boy’s hat, angling its way across a dirt-streaked cheek.

“I see that.” He’s so young. Give me true aim, Lord. Fin gave an apathetic shrug. “Aww, just shoot him. He eats too much anyways.”

Hicks played along. “Dabney, I oughta—”

In an instant, Noah dropped to the ground. Fin fired, propelling the boy’s cap three feet into the air. He snagged the musket from the Rebel’s hands. The boy’s eyes gaped wide in shock; his face paled, falling slack as the truth of the moment sank in.

Noah stood, brushing the dirt from his britches, a grin twisting his wheaten mustache. “Took you long enough, Dabney.” He yanked the pistol from the boy’s waistband. “I reckon this’d be mine.”

Fin holstered his Colt. “Gonna have to take you into Gauley, son. Who you with?”

“I ain’t talkin’.” The boy spat on the ground, scooped up the smoking kepi and crammed it back on his head.

“At least tell me your name.”

“Marrs. Seaton Marrs.” He drew back his shoulders and pinned a defiant look on Fin.

“You Claude Marrs’s boy?”

“What if I am?”

Fin grumbled, slapping his hat against his thigh. He had been taking on the irregulars down on the New River of late, and this was the closest he’d made it to the home place. Holding Claude Marrs’s son at gunpoint was not the homecoming he had imagined.

“Your pap fightin’ for the Confederacy?” Sadness twisted his middle like bad meat. Most of the folks he’d known all his life were siding with the Secesh. And here he was, back in his own neck of the woods—in a Union uniform, no less.

“No, sir. The Yankees took him away. Said he was a political prisoner.” Seaton gave his leg a shake and shifted his weight.

Fin hated this nasty business of war, but if he didn’t trust he was in the right, he’d have a hard time living with himself. And sending this boy to a prison camp . . . “We’re gonna take you to the Federal encampment at Gauley Bridge, just like any other prisoner, Seaton.” He snatched the grungy hat off the boy’s head and tossed it into the scrub brush. “But they’ll let you go if you and your pap take an oath of allegiance to the Union. Maybe your pap is still there.”

He tugged a length of rope from his saddle strap and tossed it to Hicks. “Tie his hands.”


      [image: ]A grin tugged at Fin’s cheek as he took in the familiar sights. A smattering of white on the upper ridges of the hills, like frosting on a birthday cake, hailed recollections of his growing-up years. Naked sugar trees waved hello, and the roar of the river welcomed him home. Here, the Gauley and New Rivers converged to form the mighty Kanawha, the watery pike of western Virginia.

“Nice to be home, ain’t it?” The words sank to the ground, glum as the look on Noah’s face.

“Aw, now. You paid a visit to your home place when we made that run through Greenbrier, didn’t you?”

“Yep. I’m a-kinda wishin’ I hadn’t, though. Seems since I left the holler, Bubba Cletus and my cousin both joined up with them Rebel bushwhackers. It’d be a mercy not to meet up with a body I know in this county. I’d be coddlin’ the mully-grubs for sure.” Noah’s sigh was as forlorn as they come.

Regret and melancholy swirled together like a river eddy. What an intolerable thing to come up against your kin. Fin heard tell many a story thus far in all his three months of soldiering. Stories of brothers hugging one minute, then taking up arms against each other the next. It stuck in his craw like a spiny bone. Try as he might, he couldn’t wrap his thinking around it—a family warring amongst themselves, a mother broken-hearted even before a shot’s fired. A father taking up arms against his son.

He yanked off his hat and combed his fingers through matted hair. He’d cut off both legs before he’d take on his brother or his pap, God rest his soul. Jonathan Dabney had been a force to be reckoned with in his day. He’d held the respect of the entire county and always had a knack for figuring the right way through a trouble. I miss you, Pap.

And what of Jimmy Lee? His best friend was somewhere off fighting for the Confederacy—most likely far from Fayette County. Least ways, he surely hoped Jimmy Lee was far from here. And still alive.

Seaton Marrs growled from the end of the rope lashed to Noah’s saddle. “How much longer we gotta traipse down this road? Seems to me we oughta be there by now.”

“It always seems longer when you’re the one walking, sonny.” Noah slowed his horse on a cue from Fin. “Need a little break, do ya?” He lobbed a canteen.

Even with bound wrists, the boy caught it and plopped to the ground. His Adam's apple bobbed with a long draw of water.

Fin shifted in the saddle. “Almost there, Seaton. I sure hope you find your pap. Albeit you’re prisoners, best you be together.”

Seaton stood, capping the canteen. “You a Dabney?”

“I am.”

“I recollect you helped with our harvest a couple years back.” The boy kicked at the dirt as his tongue tripped over the words. “I wanna thank you for that. Mama took to her bed that summer. She died just after harvest. It was a real hard time for all of us.”

Fin remembered. Just neighbor helping neighbor. Now it’s folks fightin’ folks. He snugged his canteen back into place. “Let’s get on to the camp.” Nudging Duke into the lead, he continued ahead, his mind already on the farm and his family. He’d surprise them for an early Christmas.

His attention bounced between vigilance and imagination for the rest of the journey into Gauley Bridge. Try as he might, visions of family and home crowded his thoughts. He could almost smell the steaming platters of ham, onions, cornbread—and Melinda Jane’s cookies. It was so clear in his mind. His brothers’ and sisters’ faces. And Melinda Jane’s enticing grin.

He ached for it all. The inviting kitchen with its grand stove. The sitting room and Mama’s settee. He’d have to check the woodpile. Maybe work with Zander to lay up some more. No such thing as too much firewood.

He reached back and patted the saddlebag with a measure of satisfaction. He’d picked up a few small gifts passing through Charleston, including a pretty hanky for Melinda Jane, folded into a neat square. What a misery it was choosing just the right one to buy.

Now to figure out how to give it to her. He’d like to do it in private, but if he didn’t give it to her with the family, they’d all wonder why he didn’t get her anything.

“Dabney . . . Fin! You off wool gatherin’?”

Fin straightened in the saddle and studied the rows of tents through a haze of wood smoke.

Noah dismounted and untied the rope from his saddle. “I’m gonna find out where to deliver this boy.”

Fin nodded to their charge. “You take care now, Seaton. Give your pap my best.”

The boy dipped his chin in a tenuous nod. Pale blue eyes, void of their earlier fire, spoke more than words before he stared at his feet and shuffled off. Young Seaton Marrs was now a prisoner of the United States Army.

Fin struck out on foot for the command tent where a flag on a tall post drooped for lack of a breeze. After tying Duke, he retrieved a thick envelope from his saddlebag and stepped up to the lean, beardless private standing sentry. “I have a package from Ceredo. From Colonel Lightburn for Colonel Moor.”

“Send him in, Private,” a throaty voice boomed from inside the tent.

He pushed the flap aside. Cigar smoke hung in the warm air, lingering just in front of the short, black stove in the middle of the spacious tent. The camp commander’s private quarters formed a nook to the left. A hinged trunk, square table, and a quilt-covered cot took up much of the space. Books overflowed two stacked crates.

Fin saluted and handed the envelope to the sturdy, graying colonel. “From Colonel Lightburn, sir.”

“Ja, thank you. He wired ahead that you would be coming. You have a pass also, I understand.” His words rode up and down in a crisp fashion.

“Yes, sir. My farm is only five miles down the road, so Colonel Lightburn issued a pass for us. The other courier is taking a prisoner to the stockade.”

“You brought a prisoner with you as well?”

“A young man wanted to borrow our horses, and we weren’t too obliging, sir.” Fin cleared his throat, refusing to cough.

“Well done, then. What direction are you headed, Corporal?”

“Up Gauley Road, sir.”

“We are still having run-ins with bushwhackers in that area. Probably best if you head that way tomorrow. Not a lot of daylight left. Seems those nasty animals like to come out just as the sun disappears.” He jabbed the cigar into one side of his mouth. “I hope you find your family well, Corporal. Godspeed.”

“Thank you, sir.” Fin saluted and turned about.

As he watered Duke, troubled thoughts rolled over him. Bushwhackers. He quickly snuffed out the notion. Federal soldiers guarded his family and farm. No need to borrow worries. But he’d head out right away just the same.


      [image: ]The horses took the bend in the road at a healthy lope, and Fin swallowed a lump in his throat at the twilight-washed sight. The graceful weeping willow stood watch, guarding the rocky path that led home. Home. It had consumed him from the minute Colonel Lightburn gave him this mission.

“This is our lane,” he said, gesturing ahead.

“Good thing, too. Don’t fancy meetin’ up with them critters the Colonel bespoke.” Noah stretched, arching his back. “Don’t s’pose there’s a possibility of sleeping in a proper bed tonight? A body forgets what a mattress feels like after a time. Mayhap you got one of them plush feather mattresses?” His eyebrows wiggled like fat, yellow caterpillars.

“I think I can oblige you. Pretty sure Gus won’t mind tossing Zander out of his bed. He’d just as soon sleep in the barn with his horse, anyway.”

“Gus sounds like a tough fella.”

“Gus ain’t a fella,” Fin laughed. “She’s my sister. Given name’s Augusta.”

“Ah-guh-sta.” Noah drew out each syllable. “Mmm. Sweeter than cornbread and honey. She purty?” 

“I reckon so. Strong too. Mothered the younger ones since Mama passed six years ago. But Melinda Jane—now, she’s the real beauty.”

“I seen her likeness in yer Bible. How can ya live with a woman that comely that ain’t yer kin? Don’t seem right. Likely there’s many a tongue wagging at both ends ’bout all that.” Noah shook his head like a wet dog. “Tsk-tsk.”

“Nah, it’s not that way. We took Melinda Jane in when her folks passed. Shoot. I’ve known her all my life.”

They rounded the switchback and Fin squinted, unwilling to believe his eyes.

What?—No!

An iron hand gripped his gut. He kicked Duke into a sprint, pitching dirt and rocks into the air. “Hyah! Hyah!” Scorched lungs begged him to breathe, but he couldn’t. He skidded to a stop at the pump and slid from his saddle, numb.

He staggered forward, shock twisting to anger. Debris lay scattered among charred remnants of the once-magnificent barn—a barn that housed Union soldiers and wounded men when he’d joined up. Not a wall stood, a ghostly reminder of some unknown violence.

He crouched and scooped up a handful of the stale, black crumbles, stirring a hoary powder that seared his heart and nostrils. All the years, all the memories, rendered to . . . this. He shook his head, trying to vanquish the ache that glutted his throat. Standing, he let the grit fall through his fingers, then wiped his hand across his thigh. He stared at the streak it left—dark as the notions spiriting through his mind.

A troubling silence hung in the air. No barked greeting from the old hound, Coot. No hurried steps, rushing to give a welcoming hug. No hollered announcement of his homecoming by seven-year-old Bertie. His innards churned like river rapids as he whirled, charging from the grisly sight toward the house.

Seeing the front door ajar, Fin pulled his Colt and scrambled for the back door. Questions assaulted his mind like angry hornets, and he swallowed down the horror of what he might find.

Instead of fodder shocks, rotted cornstalks lined the garden fence like defeated sentinels. Gus never would’ve let those spent stalks go to waste.

He nudged open the screen door with the toe of his boot, heart thumping wildly with each metallic groan. Footfalls silent, he entered the back porch, then the kitchen. He touched the stove. Cold. Ears straining for the creak of a floorboard or the snap of a flintlock, he inched forward.

A chair lay on its side near the once-polished oak table, its surface now gashed and blotted with dark stain. Broken jars, emptied of the women’s labors, littered one corner. The carved sideboard stood gap-toothed, drawers ajar or missing, contents strewn across the floor.

He winced at the crunch of dried corn and beans crumbling under foot. After a pause, he continued, this time sliding the sole of his boot along the floor, moving on through the debris before edging his way to the parlor.

The room's dimness and shadowed corners drew him forward until the faintest of sounds cut the silence. A familiar groan of the floorboard—the one beneath the hall rug, just inside the front door. Slipping into the shadows, Fin waited. Could be Noah. But why was he sneaking around?

Just as he considered moving from the corner, a figure crept into the room. Rifle ready, it advanced slowly, the gun barrel tracing the room’s perimeter.

Fin saw his chance and emerged from the shadow. He slammed his pistol grip into the base of the man’s skull. Catching the limp body, he lowered the man noiselessly to the rug.

He slipped back into the kitchen, checking to his right, his left. Before he could take another step, the unmistakable snap of a hammer froze his movement.

“Turn around nice and easy there, Yankee. I like to look a man in the eye when his light goes out.”

He turned, met with a woolly chest on a human mountain of greasy, rank flesh.

A mouth spoke, buried beneath a grizzled beard. “We leave for a short spell and all kinds of varmints invade this nice place we got here.”

Fury gripping his voice, Fin snarled, “What happened to the family that was living here?” Possibilities tore through his mind like demons rising from Hades.

The Rebel chugged out a rough snicker. “Ain’t none of yer concern.” A sneer bared yellow teeth as he leveled the gun barrel. “Goodbye, Yankee Bill.”

Fin dove at the bulky arm, sending the revolver clattering to the floor. It discharged, raising an acrid fog. He landed a kick to the man’s shin. The Rebel bent with a grunt, and Fin brought his twined hands down like a sledgehammer onto the man’s neck. With a mad-dog growl, the bushwhacker jerked upright and drew back a meaty arm intent on squashing him like a gnat.

Grabbing up a chair, Fin crashed it against the tree-trunk legs. The big man wavered like a drunkard as spittle and foul words sprayed the air. To Fin’s dismay, his foe managed to remain upright.

Diving for the worktable, Fin pulled at the curtain covering a shelf. Please be there! His fingers curled over the handle of an iron skillet.

The Rebel groaned and bent to pick up his gun. Before he could straighten, Fin brought the heavy skillet down onto the back of his head with a THUNK. The giant dropped, sending the floorboards bouncing. Fin waited, chest heaving and skillet poised for another strike.

“I’d pay good money to see all that again.” Noah stood in the doorway, a trickle of crimson slithering over one ear. One fist gripped the arm of a scraggy Rebel and the other pressed a pistol to the man’s head.

“How long you been standing there?” Fin sidestepped the motionless heap on the floor.

“Long enough, I’d say. Got knocked silly takin’ a drink at yer pump, and when I come to, I found this one sneaking in the door real quiet-like. Then I had to come see to all this clatterment.” His mouth pinched lop-sided as he perused the room. “Got any rope around here?”

“I’ll get it.” Fin retrieved a length from the back porch, and before long, the three prisoners were situated in a neat little row against one wall, trussed up like hogs on a spit.

“Too bad one of them buzzards got away. Had a face liked to an eight-day clock—all scarred up like a splittin’ stump.”

“Scarred?” It couldn’t be. “Just one side of his face? Long, gray hair?”

Noah scowled. “That’d be him. You know him?”

Fin swallowed hard as an old fire flared in his belly. The only man on God’s earth he had imagined killing with his bare hands.

Maybe he’d get the chance.
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“I’m going upstairs.” Fin slapped his hat to his thigh, a habit from long years of pent-up words burning a hole in his noggin. He turned back to Noah. “I suppose you best keep a lookout for some of their friends.” 

He lifted the lantern, glaring at the prisoners, despising the cruel imaginings that flitted through his mind. He’d look for some clue. A note. Anything to ease his fear. Anything to convince him of his family’s safety.

The acrid stench of ammonia and human waste floated down from the second floor. Upstairs, dresser drawers gaped, and clothes cluttered the floor. Aside from the full slop jars in each room, the beds were intact, though disheveled and sweat-stained.

The furniture seemed no worse for wear, and he owed that to the ample woodpile out back. Once that ran out, bushwhackers would start burning the furniture for heat. Fin searched through the mess. It was what he didn’t find that gave him hope. Absent were the quilts, every one of them, and the carpetbags he knew each of the girls owned.

Neither did he find the journal Melinda Jane kept. She’d told him of it often when they’d been in school, but seldom had she mentioned it over the last year.

Her face filled his mind—her brown eyes and tawny curls. Now, it seemed, there was almost more unsaid between them than spoken. It was his own fault. How could he tell her the yearnings of his heart?

Seemed every time he opened his mouth to speak his feelings, her perfect smile or even the tilt of her head would drive every thought from his thick skull. Just being near her oft set his insides aquiver.

His boots echoed down the stairs, then followed the hallway to his pap’s room. Pap had been gone for months now, but it was still Pap’s room to him. Mama’s quilt was missing from the bed where Pap had passed into glory.

A handful of books littered the room, and Fin’s heart sank even more at the breaches in the floor-to-ceiling bookshelf. Only half of Pap’s beloved books remained. His gaze rose to the top shelf, settling on the faded green tome of Gulliver’s Travels, the custodian of his last hope and the revelation he sought.

Propping the lantern on the bedside table, Fin stepped onto a chair and reached behind the book, searching the dusty shelf. Nothing. He smiled. Only two living people knew of the leather pouch hidden behind ol’ Gulliver, and he was one of them. Surely his sister had taken the money and left with the rest of the family. Now, where’d they go to?

“Lose somethin’?” Noah leaned into the room.

Fin stepped down, the book still in his hand. “You mean besides my entire family?”

Flipping through the pages, he felt a keen lonesomeness for the first time since leaving home. He thought of the rowdy suppertime discourses so often instigated by his thirteen-year-old sister, Will. That girl knew just how to get under a body’s skin, for sure.

For certain he’d been missing his family since the day he set-out, but something had changed. This churning in his gut—he thought it had subsided with the first bushwhacker he’d shot dead. He’d lain awake all that night—over a month ago now—just trying to convince himself that taking that man’s life was to protect his family. Well, now he needed no convincing.

“He was wrong,” Fin rasped, throat aching with the effort.

“Who was wrong?” Noah stepped into the room.

“My pap.” He lifted his eyes. “He said this isn’t our war to fight. It is. My family. My home. My war.” His fingers caressed the ridge of the book’s binding, as his vision eased out of focus and his voice claimed his thoughts. “Blessed be the Lord my Rock, who trains my hands for war and my fingers for battle.”

The book slipped from his hands, landing softly on the bed.


      [image: ]The morning sun hid its face behind angry gray clouds. How very much the sky mirrored Fin’s mood as he guided Duke away from the farm and over the hill toward Ol’ Izzy’s cabin. His dear friend was sitting at the feet of Jesus now, but his memory was alive as ever his body had been.

To Fin’s way of thinking, the two men that taught him the most about being a godly man were Pap and Izzy. He had no intention of letting them down, but hadn’t Jesus turned over the tables of the sellers? But Jesus didn’t kill his enemies. He loved them.

Sorrow snatched his breath away when the magnificent maple tree came into view. I shouldn’t have come. He could almost see the rope, the weight of Izzy’s bronzed body pulling it into a slow spin. I’m fighting for you, Izzy. He squeezed his eyes shut against the burn of sorrow. He never got to say goodbye.

Fin guided Duke toward the little cabin. He climbed down and found it empty. 

He was ready now. Ready to go forward. Ready to take back his home. His state. His country. But first, he had to know his family was safe.


      [image: ]The dismal overcast had blown south of the home place and now Fin squinted into the sun, already a ways up from the horizon. He wiped at his brow with a clean kerchief. What a surprise to find a couple of clean ones and folded winter drawers in the dresser this morning. Too bad there wasn’t much in the way of food. Even the dried stores were spent.

“You figure we’re about ready to head out?” he called.

“I reckon so.” Noah tied the lead rope to his saddle. He faced the three prisoners, bound hand and foot, each draped over his own horse. “Ya know, a lesser man woulda just put a ball through yer eye. Lucky fer you, we are men of integrity. And yes, we particularly enjoyed nearly killing ourselves hoisting yer ugly hides onto those forty-year-old, swayback Confederate ponies. You know . . .” Noah rubbed his whiskered jaw in thought. “We’re just about in Crook’s territory. His men don’t take prisoners if’n they come across a bushwhacker. Lucky for you it were us and not them bestowed the good fortune to make yer acquaintance.”

“You planning on killing us with all that yammerin’, Billy Yank? Just shoot us!” The man-mountain sneered.

“Maybe we should’ve gagged them, Hicks.” Fin said, thinking to use rags since he felt protective over his clean kerchiefs.

“I guess that’s still a consideration. I’d rather just clobber ol’ Goliath there again. Did you happen to pack that skillet?” 

“Very funny,” grumbled the big man.

“Uh oh. Where’s that skillet?” Noah feigned looking through the packs.

“Let’s head out. I’d like to make a stop at the neighbor’s before we head into Gauley.” Fin nudged his horse forward, scanning the yard. The tall white house stood as a lone reminder of the boy buried deep inside of him. A boy he never quite got to say goodbye to. Life had a way of demanding too much—and a man had to be the one to pay.

Fin led the caravan down the long lane to the willow that only yesterday had beckoned a welcome call—a welcome that had soured and congealed into something bitter churning in his belly.

He moved along Gauley Road toward the neighbors’, his thoughts whipping back and forth like a sheet in the wind. One minute he assured himself his family was safe and the next, pictures flashed in his mind, torturing his sanity. Help me take these thoughts captive, Lord. Help me to trust in what I can’t see. That was his only hope. Not a thing he could do about what already was.

The sun had climbed a little higher in its circuit by the time Fin led the caravan into the familiar yard.

“We’ve got nothing left here!” A man hollered, stepping into the yard. He motioned with the barrel of a shotgun. “You might as well be heading on along.” Hector Dorton’s slight frame was bent and his hair, now fully gray, rendered the appearance of a man twenty years older than the one Fin knew.

“It’s me, Fin Dabney, Hector.” Fin halted, raising both hands in surrender.

“That a Federal uniform you’re wearing there?”

“Sure is. Can I dismount?”

“What’s all this?” Hector poked the gun muzzle toward the train of prisoners.

“Caught us some bushwhackers. Found them at my place making themselves to home.”

“About time somebody nabbed them animals.” Hector spit and lowered his weapon. “Come on down.”

“Thank you.” Fin tipped his head, gesturing toward Noah. “This is Private Hicks.”

“You’re welcome here too, son. Good to see you, Fin.”

“Any idea where my family is, Hector?”

He shook his head. “Everything happened kind of fast-like. Your sister and brother rode in here, asked me to take their stock. A lot of good it did. 'Bout everything with four feet got stole away from me. I managed to keep one milk cow hidden, but everything else is gone. Every chicken gone too—yours included.”

“Did they say where they were going?”

“All Gus said was Charleston. Don’t know what’s there, but that’s what she said.”

Charleston? “Thank you, Hector.” Fin stepped up to Duke, ready to take his leave, then pivoted. “How is your family? Everybody doing all right?”

“We’re doin’. No one’s been hurt and I surely hope the worst is past.” The man’s gray eyes dimmed as he massaged his temple. “Had a few close calls . . . We keep to ourselves, staying locked in the house after dark. Kinda hard with the days so short now, ya know?”

“You’re doing right by your own.” Most folks with some place to go just left. But Fin figured the Dortons didn’t have anywhere else to go. Like a lot of families. “It was good to see you. Appreciate the information. We’ll be off now.”

“You take care of yourself, Fin. Things will get back to normal one of these days soon. You’ll see.”

Fin mounted and turned Duke around. The days of darkness that wore on the man were not just the sun’s doing, that much was obvious. Hector approached and motioned for him to lean down.

“Yeah, Hector?”

“You know that dead aspen tree surrounded by all that laurel between your place and ours, as the crow flies?”

“I know it.”

“You didn’t hear it from me, but there’s been 'bout ten or fifteen bushwhackers camped in the cove east of there for the past couple weeks.”

“Much obliged, Hector. I’ll take care of it.”

Fin led out down the lane. He would see to those bushwhackers with or without help from the post at Gauley Bridge.


      [image: ]Fin stood before Colonel Moor once again. Surely the man didn’t expect him back so soon. After all, wasn’t he supposed to be enjoying a family reunion? If only that were the case.

“You say you brought in three more bushwhackers, Corporal?”

“Yes, sir. They’d taken over my home place. We delivered them to the stockade.” He didn’t come to report taking in three scraggly Rebels.

“Well done.”

“I wanted to report a group of irregulars, sir. A camp.” Fin suddenly wished he had taken the time to ride out there. Even if they were too late, there’d be a trail, and he intended to be the one to track them.

“Where is this camp you speak of?” The colonel’s speech was stiff, much like his stance. “How many are there?”

“It’s between my place and the neighbor’s, sir. Ten to fifteen. Been there a couple weeks.”

“Mmmm. And our scouts haven’t spotted them. It’s these hills.” The Colonel sat down at a scarred table. Pushing aside a stack of maps, he scribbled on a piece of paper. “I want you to take this to Lt. Col. Becker. Two tents down.” He pointed to his right. “He’ll instruct you further. Thank you, Corporal.”

“Yes, sir.” Fin saluted, turned about face and headed to find Noah.

He didn’t have to look far, as he was carrying on with some tall tale about a man the size of Goliath and a frying pan. A crowd of a dozen German Ohio boys stood transfixed as Noah punched the air with his fist, spun on his heel, then flailed his arms, his face racked with mock pain.

Fin motioned him over.

Noah’s brow furrowed, announcing his obvious reluctance to leave his performance unfinished. “What now?” He indicated the paper in Fin’s hand.

“We need to find Lt. Colonel Becker.”

“Fine. You lead, I’ll follow. Some of these fellers talk purty funny. You reckon this is one of them German units?”

“Yes, it is. And I’m sure there’s plenty of folks who think you talk funny, too.” Fin chuckled at Noah’s frown. “It’s this way.”
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Fin scanned the familiar terrain laid out before him. The threatening clouds of early morning had surrendered to sunshine, a precious treat for this time of year. He stopped at a dead tree, enveloped by a mound of laurel. “Just over that rise is the cove where those irregulars were spotted.” 

Capt. Schubert looked over his shoulder to the detachment of twenty. “I’d like to hear your suggestions, Corporal. Wait until nightfall?”

“Well sir, I’d say now is as good a time as any. If it were me . . .”

“It is you, Corporal.”

“Well then, I’d have a couple of scouts sneak down there just to see what’s going on and where everybody is. I’d have a few more scout this area in here on foot.” Fin motioned in a wide circle, “And check the perimeter for pickets.”

“Me and Fin can sneak down there . . . ah . . . sir.” Noah started to dismount, then stopped, his look bouncing between the captain and his friend.

“I like how you think,” said the captain, already signaling eight men to scout the perimeter while Fin and Noah headed out.

“You got a big mouth,” Fin whispered as they started down to the clearing.

“I figured you’d be itching to get yer hands on these ol’ varmints this close to yer farm.”

“I said you got a big mouth, I didn’t say you’re stupid.” Fin stopped. “Let’s split up. Keep low.”

Noah crouched, commencing with what he liked to call his moccasin step. He claimed to be part Indian. Seemed all that yellow hair of his didn’t deter his claim in the least.

Fin stepped out, his Colt leading the way while his other hand swept branches aside. He angled toward a waft of smoke. A movement caught his eye, and he sank lower. Sure enough, a pot hung over a campfire and at least five—no, seven men sat nearby. He scanned the area around the camp for any occupied bedrolls, then rotated his torso for a different angle. His foot slipped, nearly sending him sprawling.

He stilled.

Nothing. This wet weather tended to work in favor of sneaking up on a body, but it made keeping one's footing a mite tricky. One bushwhacker was talking, but he couldn’t make out the words. He’d work his way a little farther to the left for a better view, then skedaddle back up to the captain.

Noah joined him a few minutes later as they headed back up the hill, taking the path they’d blazed on the way down.

Fin spotted four of the captain’s scouts. “Are the others back yet?”

“We will wait for them. What did you find?” the captain asked.

“I counted seven around the fire, one in the tent, and one in a bedroll.” Fin turned to Noah.

“I saw the same, but make that two in the tent. There was another one heedin’ the call of nature.” His nose scrunched up. “A touch of the gripe if ya ask me. I heard them say something about tonight. Couldn’t quite make it out.”

Two scouts emerged from the brush, each clutching one arm of a staggering bushwhacker. The prisoner’s slouch hat looked like something a wagon mashed into a rut, and dingy drawers poked through a gaping hole in the knee of his tight, gray britches.

“Found this one on the lookout, almost asleep. We surprised him good.”

Captain Schubert’s eyebrows arched. “Just one picket?”

The prisoner spat on the ground. “You tetched? There’s another fifty of us got a bead on you boys right this minute.” He let go a boisterous laugh—abruptly silenced by a rifle butt to the jaw, sending him slithering to the ground.

A private peered down at the motionless bushwhacker. He passed a sheepish look to his commanding officer. “Sorry, Captain. I didn’t want him warning the others of our presence.”

Captain Schubert shook his head with a grin. “Well done, Private Fischer.” He turned to Fin. “Corporal, what would you do?”

Fin thought for a minute, thankful for this chance. “Sir, I believe we should surround the camp, then once we’re within fifty feet, we wait for Noah’s signal and close the circle. It’s best if your men can make eye contact with one another and take those boys out quietly.” Fin flicked a thumb in Private Fischer’s direction. “Like this private did just now. Enemy closest to the perimeter falls first, but only by an instant.”

Noah threw his hat on the ground and scrubbed his fingers through his hair as if he had cooties. “You take them out with a big ruckus, and it’s just an invitation to every guerilla within two miles of here.” He stripped off his gear, then his coat. “I’m ready.”

“Ready for what, Private?” Confusion marked the captain’s eyes.

Noah grinned. “Ready to signal.”

“Let’s go.” Fin motioned for everyone to surround the camp, save three soldiers. “Not a sound. Go slow. Look where your feet fall before you step. Move branches with your hands, not your body.” He set out, sending up a prayer for God’s favor. So much can go so wrong in so little time. Isn’t that what Colonel Joe always says?

Fin waited, crouched on the ground. It had been thirty minutes, plenty of time for everyone to be in position. He gave Noah the go-ahead.

Hicks stood full upright and scrubbed a bit of mud across his cheek. He staggered forward and began singing, softly at first, then louder: “Old Dan Tucker was a mighty man.” He wobbled, catching himself with a clumsy lurch.

Fin flanked his friend’s position and started forward, knowing all eyes would be on Noah. He stood taller seeking out soldiers of the Twenty-eighth Ohio. He spotted one. Another. Two more. He nodded to each wide-eyed man, willing orders to override their shock.

“Washed his face in a fryin’ pan. Combed his head wid a wagon wheel . . .” Noah crooned like a drunken fool.

The butt of Fin’s carbine came down hard on the nearest guerilla, followed by muffled grunts and thuds as more victims hit the ground.

A groggy Rebel sat up from a bedroll. “Hey. What’s going . . .” He never saw the blow.

“And he died wid a toofache in his heel.”

They accounted for and bound the bushwhackers, then loaded them onto horses, ready for delivery to Gauley Bridge.


      [image: ]Fin found himself once again in Col. Moor’s tent. He stifled a yawn, hoping neither Capt. Schubert nor the colonel had noticed.

Noah and the others had recounted their story a dozen times to the entertainment-deprived soldiers of the Twenty-eighth last night. By then it had been after midnight, and the bugle had them up well before sunup this morning.

Noah scrunched one eye, fighting his woozy state.

“Corporal Dabney, Private Hicks. Here we are again.” The colonel pointed to a crystal decanter. “Schnapps?”

“No, thank you, sir.”

“I’ve never tried . . .” Noah caught a glare from Fin. “No, thank you, sir.”

Unfazed, the colonel raised his eyebrows, looking to the captain, who lifted a palm to pass on the liquor.

“Gentlemen, the two of you have delivered to me more Confederate irregulars in the last two days than I have managed to round up in the last month. I’ve been in communication with Colonel Lightburn. He has agreed to a temporary assignment for both of you to this camp. You will be directly accountable to Lieutenant Colonel Becker and myself.”

“I don’t understand, sir.” Noah glanced from the Colonel to Fin.

“A temporary assignment. Just for a month or so. You will be assigned quarters and provisions.

“I’ve made some successful strides training men of the Twenty-eighth in guerilla warfare.” He removed the glass stopper from the decanter. “I believe you will augment that training in a unique way. You will choose ten men to train in whatever way you deem necessary over the next few weeks.” The Colonel poured Schnapps into a miniature glass, the likes of which Fin had never seen. “Any questions?”

“No, sir.”

“That is all for now then, Sergeant Dabney and Corporal Hicks.”

Ten paces from the Command tent, Fin turned to Noah, “I expect you heard the colonel as I did?”

“Uh huh. I expect I did.” Noah stared ahead, furrows multiplying across his brow.

“You okay with being promoted like that? Almost seems you’re not too happy about it. I figured you’d let go a holler by now.” Fin stopped and turned to his friend.

Noah kicked at the dirt. “I do have a bit of consternation. Seems to me that someone with rank oughta set a good example for the lowly privates that most assuredly look up to such a one as received said rank. I’m just not sure I can do that—set a good example.”

Fin threw his arm around Noah's shoulder. “I’ll watch out for you—make sure you don’t make too big a fool of yourself. You’ll do just fine, Hicks. Just so long as you make me look good.”
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The hills enticed Fin’s gaze with their silhouetted memories. A dusting of stars shimmered far from the glare of the campfire. Heaviness settled against his heart, but he vowed to center his thoughts on the reason for this little celebration tonight. 

It wasn’t much, but the mess had served up a special meal of roasted wild turkey and dried apple pie for Christmas dinner. Now a harmonica carried the notes of Silent Night through the crisp air. There was beauty here—in this moment. It lingered and wrapped its frail arms around him like a mother holds her child.

German lyrics faded with their harmonies into the stillness as the last note dissipated.

The Christ Child. The greatest Gift of all time. All eternity. Fin’s heart lurched as he thought of the One who made those stars. The One who named each and knew the number of hairs on his head. He asked that same Almighty Creator to care for his family and bring them all together again in safety and peace. Father, I need your peace. The kind that passes understanding. He hated this filthy war—and he despised the ways it had changed him in such a short amount of time.

His thoughts went to Melinda Jane. He pulled the small Bible from his pocket and found the picture she’d given him. In the dim glow of the fire, he could only make out her form, but in his mind he saw the golden brown eyes and her spectacular hair. He smiled as he thought of the way wispy curls framed her face when she worked hard and the droplets of sweat beaded on her temples like tiny pearls. Would he ever see her again?

Every morning, when he woke, he knew it could be his last. While he wasn’t afraid of death, he didn’t want to meet it without telling Melinda Jane how he felt about her. He’d written a few letters home, but not to her. Not just to her. What would he say? “Dear Melinda Jane, if I could tell you how I feel, I’d tell you that you make my heart soar like an eagle and my arms ache to hold you and never let go. But I can’t tell you that because I’m a coward. Best regards, Fin.”

Fin stood as the men quietly dispersed amid soft “Merry Christmas” greetings. Each man, no doubt thinking of his home fires.

He’d write a letter tonight. Tomorrow was Thursday. He’d head to the post office.


      [image: ]Duke huffed as Fin dismounted and tied the reins to a weathered post. The tiny Gauley Bridge post office wasn’t much more than a lean-to off the side of Old Mr. Pritchard’s house, just down from the now-abandoned Jackson’s Mercantile. Fin figured Cullen Jackson to have headed up north, as did most of the Union sympathizers in the area. He’d thought the man was on the fence—where his loyalties sat—but his absence made a statement.

The post office door was locked, and after several minutes of pounding on the screen door, Fin figured Mr. Pritchard had high-tailed it too. The Army had taken over the mail delivery, so Fin could collect his forwarded mail at the camp, but he was hoping to find something else here.

He glanced up and down the street. Slipping his knife between the framing boards and the door, he broke the lock. Stepping into the narrow room, Fin’s eyes fixed on the cubby marked DABNEY in bold black letters. Sure enough, it held the only three letters he’d sent home. His family must be worried sick, having never received a word from him. He fingered a folded piece of paper tucked into the back of the space. A forwarding address, written in his sister’s script. Charleston. An address on Cox’s Lane. This wasn’t the address of Gus’s friend from school. Who had taken them in?

Now, at least, he could put an address on the letter he’d written last night and post it tomorrow. To his dismay, he couldn’t bring himself to write the words to Melinda Jane that refused to spill from his heart. But he did include her with the rest of the family in his greeting, hoping she would somehow read between the lines. A coward. He was a coward. A true yeller belly in matters of the heart.


      [image: ]Fin shivered as he plunged cold feet into his boots. The temperature had dropped dramatically overnight. He shoved more sticks into the short black stove, blowing on the glowing embers. Leaving the iron door ajar, he picked up Noah’s haversack and tossed it onto his chest. “Rise and shine, Sunshine.”

Noah groaned and flipped over. “That’s no way to talk to a Corporal, Sergeant.

“You did notice I still outrank you, right?” Fin closed the door on the stove.

“Yeah, yeah. I’m still gonna write home about it, though.”

“Speaking of writing home, we need to see about getting our mail forwarded here. I haven’t gotten any since we came here. Guess it’s just not caught up to us yet.”

A knock at the tent caught their attention.

“Come in.” Fin stood, tucking in his shirt.

“Lieutenant Colonel Becker wants to see you, Sergeant.” A lanky private loomed in the doorway, easily towering over Fin's six-feet-plus. His hooked nose pointed decidedly to a sandy scraggle of whiskers around his lip.

Fin, tipped his head to look the man in the eye. “We’ll be right there, Fisher.” He turned to Noah. “You’ve got about ninety seconds to get that carcass up and dressed, Corporal, or I’ll have you busted back down to private, ya hear?”

Noah grumbled as he tied his shoes and was still fumbling with the buttons on his uniform as he trotted behind Fin toward the command tent.

Lt. Col. Becker angled his pipe to one side. “Reports came in last night that well over a hundred Moccasin Rangers took Sutton and burned part of the town. Colonel Crook’s Thirty-sixth Ohio has taken pursuit—likely sending those bushwhackers scattered to the hills. In thirty minutes, you, Captain Schubert, and myself will each take a detachment to the north, hoping to head off some of the Confederate fringe.” He tapped the bowl of his pipe with his index finger. “Colonel Crook’s men will not be looking to take prisoners. I can’t say I agree with his philosophy. Am I clear?”

“Sir, yes sir.” Fin nodded, swallowing down a rumble from his stomach. Another day without breakfast. What he wouldn’t give for a pile of Melinda Jane’s flannel cakes right about now.

“Dismissed.”


      [image: ]Instead of taking the ferry across the Gauley River, Fin crossed his unit farther upriver. After a sharp climb back up the bank, he connected with a wide path that snaked through the trees. Noah followed just behind Fin, and a handpicked group of ten men trailed behind. Men, under his tutelage for only a week, who could be as much of a liability as an asset. Fin breathed a prayer for protection. He’d come to recognize just how fragile and fleeting this life could be. Lord, go before us.

“Looks like this here road was surveyed by a cow!” Noah pulled up closer. “I assume you know just exactly where this trace comes out?”

“Of course I do.” These are my stompin’ grounds, Corporal. “Watch and learn.” Fin pointed up ahead. “If any of those Moccasin Rangers are from these parts and heading home, there’s about a dozen places real close to here where they could be. All Rebel homesteads.”

Duke nickered softly and Fin drew up to a clearing off to the right. He and Noah dismounted while the others watched. “There. Somebody’s passed through here not too long ago.” Fin glanced up at his men and pointed. “Several rocks overturned, not yet dry.”

Noah angled his head off to one side, looking across the clearing. “Here’s another two fellas on foot, leading their horses. Looks like a few of yer neighbors comin’ home for a spell, Sarge.”

Fin willed a witty retort, but truth be known, he wasn’t too keen on the idea of following those tracks. As the crow flies, they were heading directly for the Lusher place. Not that he was all that close to J.T. Lusher, but they did come up through school together. He came from a good family—mighty poor, but good folk.

Fin stood straighter, sucking in a chest full of air. “Let’s go.”

Within minutes, he spotted a spiral of smoke, its lazy path into the clouds marking the Lusher cabin. Fin dismounted and signaled the others to do likewise. “You stay here, Corporal. I’ll take Walter with me and scout the perimeter.”

“Me, Sarge?” The private was diminutive in stature, but a quick study and a fast runner. His freckled face was more akin to a schoolboy than a soldier.

“Yes, Private Walter. You ready for this?”

“I’m more than ready for this.” Walter said, checking his pistol.

The Army had met Fin’s one request, which was to issue his men revolvers and carbines. They’d had little time for target practice, but they were spunky, the lot of them. He’d watched them as they loaded their packs. To a man, each seemed ready for action. Winter camp could bore a man to insanity. A body could only take so much of tedious chores and endless drilling.

“We’re coming at the cabin from opposite sides. Scouting only, got it?” Fin took a knee. “You a prayin’ man, Walter?”

“Yes, Sarge, I am. And I been praying ever since you picked me as one of your men.”

Fin nodded, and the man bent his knee. “Good to hear. Lord, we don’t know what we’re going to find up there. Be our strength and our shield. Amen.”

“See you back here in twenty minutes or less.” Fin turned left and Private Walter right.

Sure enough, as Fin crouched behind an elderberry bush, he could see not only the two horses he’d tracked, but four more, tied to a rail outside the Lusher place. Shutters covered the windows and the front door was closed, no doubt barred on the inside. Keeping cover between him and the cabin, he circled, searching for a lookout.

Fin froze.

Ten paces ahead, a thick man with his back to Fin and overalls rolled to his calves, raised a melon-sized rock to bring down on the head of an oblivious Private Walter.

Fin let fly with a perfect tree frog imitation. In an instant, the spry private whirled and stabbed his pistol into the bushwhacker’s gut. “I wouldn’t do that if I were you,” Walter said, his shoulders heaving slightly. The man froze, the rock still in the air.

“I’d listen to that boy.” Fin said, fixing his Colt on the man’s temple. “Drop the rock nice and quiet-like or you won’t see another sunrise.”

Minutes later, Fin tugged on the cord binding the bushwhacker’s hands and gagged him with a kerchief. “I’ll take our prisoner back down. You stay here. I’ll be back with a plan and reinforcements.”

“I’ll be right here, Sarge.” Walter lowered himself into the brush.

Fin moved swiftly, guiding his charge back down to his unit. He returned to Walter’s location with all but two of his men. “Any activity, Private?”

“Not a thing, Sarge. What’s the plan?”

“Noah is going with you, and you, Private Walter, are going to stop up that chimney.” Fin motioned toward the roof. “Those Bushwhackers will not hear a sound, not even a tiny bird hopping on that roof. You understand me?”

“Yes, Sergeant.”

“When those varmints in there have had enough, they’ll come pouring out right into our obliging presence.” Fin nodded to Noah.

“Come on, little one. Follow me.” Noah crouched and jogged off, Walter on his heels.

Within fifteen minutes, the front door opened and out came six staggering, coughing bushwhackers, and a woman. The men wiped at their eyes, tears streaming. They brandished their weapons, frantically trying to identify an enemy.

“Drop your guns, gentlemen. You’re outnumbered at the moment.” Fin stepped into the clearing as the last man laid down his rifle.

A stout, buckskin-clad man shook his head as he raised red eyes to meet Fin’s. “Dabney?”

“Sorry to meet up this way, J.T. Afraid I’m taking you in.” And he was truly sorry, but folks just couldn’t go around burning down towns. And word was these Moccasin Rangers were responsible for a whole lot more than destroying buildings. They’d built quite a reputation as resistance guerillas in this part of the state.
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It is not the light that we need, but the fire.
It is not the gentle shower, but the thunder.
We need the storm,
the whirlwind,
and the earthquake.

Frederick Douglass
July 5, 1852

1861-1865

Rebellion's tempest swept the land
and a state was born of a nation torn.
West Virginia: a Child of the Storm
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